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"Enter  ye  in  at  the  strait  gateifor  wide  is  the  gate,  and 
broad  is  the  way,  that  leadeth  to  destruction,  and  many 
there  be  which  go  in  thereat:  Because  strait  is  the  gate, 
and  narrow  is  the  way,  which  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few 
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ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Here  comes  the  New  Year  slipping  in 
upon  us.  On  our  cover  page  we  find  the 
gateway  open  for  us  to  enter.  We  see  the 
two  roads  before  us.  We  are  looking  up- 
ward toward  the 
way  of  the  cross 
which  leads  to 
that  beautiful 
city.  On  the  other 
hand  we  see  the 
downward  road 
that  leads  to  de- 
struction. It  is 
easy  to  go  this 
way,  nothing  to 
do  but  coast 
along.  It  is  the 
way  of  least  re- 
sistance. The 
crowd  is  going 
that  way.  They  are  laughing  and  shout- 
ing in  their  glee.  They  are  blinded  by  the 
enemy  and  do  not  know  what  lies  at  the 
other  end  of  the  way.  Reader,  which  way 
will  you  take  at  the  beginning  of  the 
New  Year?  We  come  to  you  with  this 
question  and  leave  it  for  you  to  answer. 
We  want  our  cover  page  to  speak  to  you 
at  the  beginning  of  the  New  Year. 

We  want  to  talk  to  you  at  this  time 
about  "Light."  Jesus  is  the  light  of  the 
world.  Jesus  always  lights  the  way  of  the 
cross,  so  we  want  to  bring  this  message 
to  you,  hoping  it  will  help  you  to  accept 
this  path  that  leads  to  the  beautiful  city. 
We  want  to  show  you  how  Jesus  lights 
this  pathway. 

In  bringing  this  thought  to  you  we  re- 
late a  story  we  heard  some  time  ago  which 
made  a  great  impression  upon  us. 

A  young  woman  went  to  Germany  on 
a  visit.  She  reached  her  destination  on 
Wednesday  afternoon,  went  to  her  hotel 
and  remembered  it  was  prayer  meeting 
night.  She  inquired  about  the  churches. 
She  was  directed  to  a  certain  church  in 
the  neighborhood.  On  her  way  she  over- 
took a  lady  going  in  the  direction  of  the 
church.  She  joined  her  and  found  that 
she  was  a  member  of  this  church.  They 
chatted  together  along  the  way.  Others 
were  going  in  the  same  direction  and  she 
noticed  each  of  them  carried  a  rather 
queer  looking  lamp  in  their 
hand.  The  young  woman 
inquired  about  them  and  the 
lady  explained  that  when 
the  church  was  built  they 
did  not  put  in  a  lighting 
system,  so  each  person  had  to 
bring  his  own  light.  When 
they     reached     the     door 


candle  and  carried  it  into  the  church 
where  receptacles  were  prepared  to  hold 
the  candles  on  the  back  of  the  seats. 
When  all  the  members  came  and  brought 
their  lights,  the  church  was  well  lighted, 
but  when  half  the  members  were  not 
there  the  building  was  gloomy  and  unat- 
tractive. I  presume  ere  now  you  see  the 
thought  I  am  trying  to  convey  to  you. 

The  Lord  Jesus  is  depending  on  you 
and  me  to  be  His  little  candles  or  lamps 
through  which  His  light  may  shine  on 
this  narrow  way,  the  way  of  the  cross, 
which  we  have  brought  to  you  on  our 
cover  page.  Some  of  us  must  stand  at  the 
crossroads  to  light  the  way  for  our  boys 
and  girls  as  they  stop  to  wonder  which 
way  to  go  during  this  new  year. 

We  are  seeing  them  pass  by  us  con- 
stantly as  they  hear  the  call  of  the  world 
with  all  of  its  pleasures  and  frivolities, 
and  I  am  made  to  wonder  if  we  have  al- 
ways had  our  lights  burning  brightly  as 
they  passed  us  by,  or  have  we  had  our 
lights  hidden  under  a  selfish  bushel.  Je- 
sus tells  us  not  to  hide  our  lights  under 
a  bushel.  Selfishness  is  often  the  greatest 
hindrance  in  letting  our  lights  shine,  not 
willing  to  put  ourselves  out  a  little  to  go 
the  second  mile,  not  willing  to  give  up 
something  we  like,  to  bring  to  others 
joy  and  happiness,  not  willing  to  suffer 
privations  ourselves  to  bring  comfort 
to  others. 

It  is  true  that  the  world  is  dying  for 
a  little  bit  of  love.  Surely  we  should  be 
able  to  give  that.  It  doesn't  cost  money. 
We  can  be  ever  so  poor  and  yet  we  can 
love  if  the  light  of  Jesus  is  shining 
through  us. 

There  are  so  many  little  ways  that  we 
can  let  our  lights  shine.  A  smile,  a  kind 
word  spoken,  a  little  deed  of  kindness 
radiate  more  light  often  than  the  greatest 
preacher  of  earth  as  he  proclaims  the  mes- 
sage from   the  pulpit. 

We  have  heard  of  a  little  boy  in  Burma 
who  sells  newspapers.  Every  morning  he 
jumps  on  the  cars  to  secure  customers, 
and  he  eagerly  watches  for  a  missionary 
who  travels  daily  on  the  car  to  the  head- 
quarters. Would  you  like  to  know  why 
he  watches  for  that  particular  face?  It  is 
not   because   the   missionary  is  a   regular 


torch  stood  by  the  doorway  A    *     HAPPY     *       NEW       *      Y  EA  R 

and  each  person  lit  his  or  her 


customer,  but  one  morning,  seeing  the 
boy  half  starved,  thin,  and  unclothed, 
save  for  a  little  piece  of  rag  wrapped 
around  him,  and  feeling  sorry  for  him, 
he  smiled,  and  said,  "Well,  my  boy,  where 
do  you  live?"  Every  morning  after  that 
the  boy  looked  for  him,  and  ran  along  to 
the  stopping  place,  where  he  alighted,  and 
carried  his  bag. 

"You  don't  know  me,  do  you?"  he 
asked.  "Up  until  last  week  you  had  never 
seen  me?" 

"No,  White  Teacher,"  replied  the  boy, 
"but  the  first  time  you  did  see  me  you 
looked  at  me  and  called  me  'My  boy.' 
You  see,  till  then  I  was  no  one's  boy.  Now 
I  am  yours,  and  I  want  to  carry  your 
bag,  and  do  something  for  you." 

Are  you  happy  in  the  morning  as  you 
go  from  a  good  home?  If  so,  look  around 
and  when  you  see  someone  who  looks 
poor,  unhappy  and  lonely,  give  a  kind 
word  or  a  smile;  it  will  prove  a  blessing, 
and  you  will  be  happier,  too.  Young  peo- 
ple, by  your  sociability  in  the  church  serv- 
ices make  young  people  feel  welcome  and 
happy  in  your  midst.  Oh,  how  sorry  I 
have  been  made  to  feel  many  times  to 
see  how  young  people  will  form  cliques 
and  neglect  others  who  come  into  their 
midst.  Often  I  want  to  go  and  put  my 
arm  around  them  and  often 
do,  but  my  arm  of  love  will 
not  suffice.  Young  people 
crave  the  companionship  of 
those  of  their  own  age.  If 
you  belong  to  a  clique,  re- 
member you  are  hiding  your 
light  under  a  selfish  bushel, 
and  many  boys  and  girls  are 
taking  the  wrong  road. 
(Continued  on  page   23) 
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Any  one  desiring  the  previous  chapters 
of  this  story  may  send  5  c  per  copy  for 
back  issues.  The  story  began  in  July  issue. 
Space  forbids  our  giving  a  synopsis. 

CONQUERED 
The  hot  July  sun  beat  down  unmerci- 
fully as  two  young  men  stood  waiting 
to  make  the  final  connection  with  the 
train  that  would  take  them  to  Keswick. 
They  had  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
they  simply  did  not  know  what  they 
might  expect,  but  they  were  going  any- 
way, and  today  they  hoped  for  just  one 
thing, — that  it  might  be  cool  there! 

The  trip  through  the  great  reaches  of 
Jersey  pines  was  thoroughly  enjoyed.  It 
was  Saturday  afternoon,  and  as  they 
walked  the  little  way  from  the  station 
to  the  conference  grounds  they  passed 
the  lake,  where  a  number  of  young  peo- 
ple were  splashing  and  diving  in  the 
cool,  clear  water. 

"A  swim  for  me,  Ned.  Whew,  that 
will  feel  good  after  'steen  hours  on  that 
hot  old  train."  And  Warren  lengthened 
his  stride  toward  the  building  where  he 
was  directed,  and  to  his  room,  which  he 
and  Ned  shared  with  another  young  man 
from  a  near-by  state.  In  almost  unbeliev- 
able short  time,  bathing  togs  in  hand, 
they  were  making  their  way  toward  the 
bath  houses. 

So  began  a  week  that  was  to  mean 
momentous  things  in  more  lives  than 
one.  At  first  the  natural  attractions  of 
the  place  impressed  them  most.  They  en- 
joyed the  canoeing,  swimming,  rowing 
and  tennis,  and  looking  out  over  the 
clear,  beautiful  lakes,  with  their  great 
patches  of  water  lilies  and  the  thick 
woods  coming  down  into  the  very  water's 
edge.  The  paths  here  and  there  attracted 
them  in  every  direction,  and  a  sense  of 
being  a  glorious  distance  from  "sights 
and  sounds  of  men"  in  ordinary  pur- 
suits of  life,  and  from  the  turmoil  of  the 
work-a-day  world,  was  refreshing. 

The  people,  too,  engaged  their  atten- 
tion. There  were  perhaps  two  hundred,  of 
all  ages,  and  at  the  little  get-acquainted 
reception  on  the  first  evening  there  were 
a  dozen  or  more  states  represented.  Near- 
ly half  the  group  were  young  people. 

The  meetings  were  in  the  morning, 
and  the  afternoons  were  free  for  rest  and 
recreation.  One  of  the  young  men  acted 
as  reception  leader,  and  a  different  kind 
of  sport  was  planned  for  each  afternoon, 
sometimes  races,   tests  of  various  kinds, 


and  hikes  to  places  deeply  hidden  in  the 
wood,  and  at  these  and  at  the  tables  there 
was  an  opportunity  to  mix  and  get  ac- 
quainted, which  many  of  the  young  peo- 
ple appreciated. 

One  afternoon  early  in  the  week,  in 
one  of  the  games  a  girl  was  Warren's 
partner  for  a  few  minutes.  As  she  turned 
a  laughing  face  to  him,  something  about 
her  struck  him  as  being  strangely  fa- 
miliar. Whom  did  it  make  him  think  of? 
It  was  not  until  the  next  afternoon,  after 
a  glance  or  two  across  the  dining  room 
to  where  she  sat,  that  it  came  to  him 
like  a  flash.  When  she  laughed,  her  rosy 
lips  and  white,  even  teeth  reminded  him 
of  his  first  boyish  sweetheart,  Hilda  Car- 
roll. 

"Hilda  Carroll,  Hilda  Carroll,"  he  re- 

FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God's  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody* 
goody,"  and  appear  "pious"  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ  at   the  center. 

REV.  ROBERT  C.  McQUILKIN, 
Dean  of  Columbia  Bible  School,  Columbia, 
S.   C. 


peated  the  name  over  to  himself. 
"Haven't  thought  of  her  for  years. 
Wonder  where  she  is?"  Then  out  from  re- 
cesses of  memory  he  did  not  dream  he 
possessed,  there  trooped  through  his  mind 
all  the  circumstances  of  that  last  night 
they  were  together.  With  a  shade  of  half 
amusement,  half  vexation,  he  recalled 
with  startling  distinctness  their  last 
words.  How  earnest,  and  honestly  con- 
cerned he  had  been.  "What  a  prig  of  a 
little  preacher  I  was  then!  What  an  in- 
sufferable bore!  No  wonder  she  shook 
me." 

Then  he  recalled  his  last  words,  "I  will 
keep  on  praying  for  you,  Hilda."  The 
memory  of  her  stinging,  taunting  reply 
now  seemed  but  a  slight  circumstance,  as 
with  eyes  suddenly  opened  he  faced  the 
change,  tremendous  change,      that     had 
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come  over  the  boy  who  had  said  those 
words.  In  spite  of  all  the  years  that  had 
passed  between,  all  the  skepticism  of 
those  college  days,  the  careless  neglect  of 
years  when  business  took  all  his  atten- 
tion,— yes,  in  spite  of  the  genuine  doubts 
which  he  knew  all  these  factors  had 
seared  into  heart  and  brain, — in  spite  of 
all,  somehow  he  knew,  oh  yes,  deep  down 
in  his  heart  he  knew,  that  boy  was  right, 
this  man  was  all  wrong. 

He  tried  to  shake  off  the  impression. 
What  ridiculous  thing  had  made  him  haul 
up  this  old  ghost  of  the  past  anyway?  He 
resolved  never  to  look  in  the  direction  of 
that  particular  girl  again.  It  was  not 
the  girl  he  objected  to,  but  the  ghost  of 
the  boy  he  used  to  be!  And  somehow,  in 
this  quiet,  beautiful  spot,  amid  these  sur- 
roundings, he  seemed  to  face  him  at  every 
turn. 

At  first  he  attended  the  meetings 
largely  because  he  knew  they  were  ex- 
pected to.  There  was  a  deep  and  wonder- 
ful Bible  teacher.  He  heard  on  every  side 
how  rich  was  the  feast  this  man  spread 
before  those  who  knew  how  to  partake. 
But  for  him, — oh,  he  was  learning  bet- 
ter every  day  that  the  Book  he  had  by 
choice  left  closed  these  many  years  now 
seemed  sealed,  locked,  to  him.  He  tried 
to  read  it,  he  even  sought  a  quiet  spot  in 
the  wood  one  day  with  his  Bible  and 
prayed  God  to  open  his  eyes  that  he  might 
understand.  Why  should  these  others  with 
smiles  of  satisfaction  partake  of  a  feast, 
while  he  must  sit  at  the  same  board  un- 
fed, yes,  hungry?  he  was  beginning  to 
admit  to  himself. 

The  message  of  victory  over  sin,  given 
in  another  morning  hour,  interested  him 
tremendously,  and  he  found  himself  able 
to  enter  into  and  follow  with  consider- 
able understanding.  This  man  was  talk- 
ing of  the  very  struggles  he  knew  about 
so  well,  the  effort  to  make  his  life  measure 
up  to  even  the  standards  he  himself  had 
set.  As  the  days  went  by  he  saw  that 
God's  standards  were  infinitely  higher 
than  his  own  and  inconceivably  beyond 
his  power  to  attain.  And  yet  with  a 
standard  set  so  high  there  was  a  glad 
ringing  note  of  joy  and  victory.  With 
something  of  surprise  and  relief  he  learned 
that  there  was  a  way  of  rising  from  de- 
feat, quickly,  at  once,  undiscouraged  and 
undismayed.  The  secret  was  all  in  the 
way, — the  way,  and  he  was  learning  that 
way  was  Christ. 

But  in  this,  as  in  the  other,  the  thing 
he  saw  as  greatly  to  be  desired  seemed 
tantalizingly  beyond  him.  Others  he  saw 
enjoying  it;  he  knew  they  had  something 
he  had  not.  And  all  the  hunger,  the  strug- 
gle, the  bewilderment  he  kept  safely  hid- 
den from  human  eyes.  He  thought  some- 
times of  going  to  one  of  the  leaders  and 
opening  his  heart  and  asking  for  help. 
He  knew  such  confidences  were  asked  for 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    1 
The  Man  at  the  Beautiful  Gate 

Acts  3:1-21 

One  day  Peter  and  John,  two  of  the 
apostles,  were  going  to  the  temple  to  pray. 
In  front  of  the  gate  which  was  called 
"Beautiful"  they  saw  a  lame  man  sitting, 
begging  alms.  He  had  never  walked;  he 
was  very  poor.  His  friends  brought  him 
here  every  day.  Poor  fellow,  how  sad  and 
hopeless  he  looked. 

As  Peter  and  John  drew  near  he  asked 
them  to  give  him  money.  Peter  said, 
"Look  on  us  .  .  .  Silver  and  gold  have  I 
none;  but  such  as  I  have  give  I  thee.  In 
the  name  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Nazareth 
rise  up  and  walk."  The  poor  old  lame 
man  began  to  leap,  run,  shout  the  praises 
of  God.  The  people  who  saw  him  knew 
him  for  they  had  seen  him  every  day  as  a 
beggar  sitting  at  the  Beautiful  gate  and 
were  filled  with  wonder  and  amazement 
at  the  change  which  had  taken  place  in 
his  life.  Peter  explained  to  the  people  that 
it  was  through  the  power  of  the  One 
they  had  crucified  that  this  lame  man  was 
healed.  A  sad  and  miserable  life  was 
changed  to  joy  and  gladness  through  the 
power  of  Jesus,  our  great  Physician. 
Questions 

Who  sat  at  the  Beautiful  gate?  A  lame 
man.  How  long  had  he  been  afflicted? 
Ever  since  birth.  Was  he  healed?  Yes. 
How  did  this  affect  the  people?  They 
were  amazed. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   2 
From  the  Prison  to  the  Palace 

Gen.  39,  40,  41 
Jacob   had    twelve   sons   and   one    was 
named  Joseph.     He  was  his  father's  fa- 


vorite son  and  this  caused  the  other 
brothers  to  be  jealous  of  him.  They  sold 
him  and  he  became  a  slave  in  Egypt.  His 
master,  Potiphar,  placed  him  in  charge 
of  his  house  and  all  his  business  affairs. 
Potiphar's  wife  told  a  lie  on  Joseph  and 
he  was  cast  into  prison.  He  was  innocent 
and  knew  that  God  would  in  time  de- 
liver him.  The  king  had  a  dream  and  no 
one  could  interpret  it  but  Joseph.  Joseph 
was  brought  out  of  prison  and  he  told 
the  king  that  God  gave  him  wisdom  to 
interpret  the  dream.  This  pleased  Pharaoh 
and  he  appointed  Joseph  ruler  over  Egypt 
and  said  that  only  on  the  throne  would 
he  be  above  him.  Was  this  not  wonderful 
for  a  little  slave  boy  to  be  promoted  from 
prison  to  a  palace? 

You  little  boys  might  say,  "Well,  this 
is  an  old  story  which  happened  centuries 
ago.  God  does  not  perform  miracles  to- 
day." Yes,  He  does.  Have  you  ever  read 
the  little  book,  "From  the  Gambling  Den 
to  the  Pulpit,"  written  by  John  C.  Jer- 
nigan?  This  man  is  living  today.  He  was 
a  drunkard  and  gambler.  God  saved  him 
and  called  him  to  preach  the  gospel.  He 
is  now  state  overseer  of  Tennessee  and 
one  of  the  Twelve  Councillors,  promoted 
from  the  gambling  den  to  one  of  the 
highest  positions  in  the  Church  of  God. 
It  truly  pays  to  serve  God.  He  is  the  same 
yesterday,  today  and  forever. 

Questions 
Who  was  Joseph?  A  son  of  Jacob.  Who 
was  his  master  in  Egypt?  Potiphar,  an  of- 
ficer in  the  army  of  Pharaoh.  What  ap- 
pointment did  Joseph  receive?  Ruler  over 
Egypt,  next  to  the  king  in  position. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
The  Cluster  of  Grapes 

Num.  13:14 

The  Israelites  were  on  their  way  to 
Canaan,  the  promised  land.  They  stopped 
at  Kadesh-Barnea  to  rest.  There  was 
plenty  of  water  and  grass  for  their  cattle. 
While  here  God  told  Moses  to  choose 
twelve  men  of  high  rank  among  the  peo- 
ple to  have  them  spy  out  the  land. 

After  searching  forty  days,  ten  spies 
brought  back  an  evil  report  of  the  land, 
and  said  the  men  were  very  tall,  regular 
giants,  and  that  the  Israelites  looked  like 
grasshoppers  in  their  sight.  This  caused 
the  people  to  weep  and  they  murmured 
against  Moses  and  Aaron.  The  two  spies, 
Joshua  and  Caleb,  brought  back  a  good 
report  and  said  the  land  was  rich  and 
flowing  with  milk  and  honey.  They 
brought  such  a  great  bunch  of  grapes 
that  two  men  had  to  carry  it  between 
them  on  a  pole.  They  also  brought  figs 
and  pomegranates.   God  was  very  much 
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displeased  with  the  grumblers'  disobedi- 
ence and  made  them  stay  in  the  wilder- 
ness forty  years.  Joshua  and  Caleb  were 
allowed  to  go  over  into  Canaan  to  pos- 
sess the  land. 

Questions 
How  many  men  did  Moses  choose  to 
spy  out  the  land  of  Canaan?  Twelve. 
How  many  brought  back  an  evil  report? 
Ten.  How  many  a  good  report?  Two, 
Joshua  and  Caleb.  Was  God  displeased 
with  the  people's  grumbling?  Yes.  How 
many  years  did  they  remain  in  the  wilder- 
ness? Forty  years. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  4 
Hew  Esau  Lost  His  Birthright 

Gen.  25:25-34 

Isaac  and  Rebecca  had  two  sons.  The 
older  was  named  Esau  and  the  younger 
Jacob.  It  was  the  custom  in  those  days 
that  when  a  man  died  his  eldest  son  re- 
ceived twice  as  much  as  the  younger. 
This  was  called  his  "birthright,"  for  it 
was  his  right  as  the  eldest  born.  Esau  did 
not  seem  to  care  for  his  birthright  or  the 
blessing  which  God  had  promised,  but 
Jacob  was  very  anxious  to  have  this 
blessing  which  Esau  would  inherit  at  his 
father's  death. 

One  day  Esau  had  been  in  the  woods 
hunting.  He  came  home  tired  and  hun- 
gry. Jacob  had  something  in  a  bowl  which 
he  had  cooked  for  dinner.  Esau  asked  him 
for  something  to  eat.  Jacob  said,  "Sell  me 
this  day  thy  birthright."  As  Esau  thought 
he  was  starving  to  death  and  the  birth- 
right would  not  be  any  profit  to  him,  he 
sold  it  to  Jacob  for  a  mess  of  pottage. 

It  was  selfish  in  Jacob  to  take  advan- 
tage of  his  brother  in  a  critical  time  like 
this. 

We  cannot  afford  to  miss  heaven  at 
any  cost. 

Questions 
Who  was  the  father  of  Esau  and  Ja- 
cob?  Isaac.   Which   son   was   the   oldest? 
Esau.  What  became  of  Esau's  birthright? 
He  sold  it  to  Jacob  for  a  mess  of  pottage. 

What  a  Good  Book  Will  Do 

A  boy  who  was  reading  Stanley's 
"Through  the  Dark  Continent"  was  asked 
what  he  thought  of  it.  He  was  a  truth- 
ful boy  and  he  answered  honestly,  "I  keep 
thinking  how  often  I  would  have  turned 
back  if  I'd  been  Stanley."  Any  great  bi- 
ography makes  most  readers  feel  that  way, 
whether  they  own  it  or  not.  The  termi- 
nal facilities  along  every  road  to  great 
deeds  are  numberless,  and  most  of  us  take 
them  instead  of  pressing  on  to  the  finish. 
We  must  never  get  disheartened  but  press 
on  to  the  goal,  if  we  would  win  the  prize. 
It  is  the  last  mile  that  counts. 

— Gospel  Herald. 
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HOW  WILLIAM  WON  ONE 

Just  as  the  clock  struck  two,  the  door 
opened  and  William  Ratcliffe  hurried 
through  the  hall  carrying  his  violin. 

At  the  age  of  seven,  William  had 
shown  such  a  marked  taste  for  music  that 
his  parents  had  sacrificed  to  give  him  les- 
sons on  his  violin.  Now  at  the  age  of 
twelve,  he  was  earning  money  to  pay  for 
them  himself. 

A  few  months  before  this  story  opens, 
a  great  violinist,  Mr.  Frederick  Van  Fos- 
sen,  had  made  a  wonderful  offer  to  the 
boys  under  thirteen.  A  valuable  Stradi- 
various  was  to  be  given  to  the  one  who, 
on  the  first  day  of  January,  played  the 
most  skillfully  and  pleasingly  to  him. 

Knowing  the  old  musician's  eccentric- 
ity, William  was  working  hard  on  an  es- 
pecially difficult  piece,  hoping  that  he 
would  be  the  fortunate  boy  to  win  the 
violin. 

At  last  the  eventful  day  arrived.  On 
that  memorable  Sunday  morning  of  the 
New  Year,  the  bells  rang  out  their  greet- 
ings from  the  church  steeples  thrilling 
their  hearers  with  their  welcome  message 
— "Come-m-m-m!  Come-m-m-m!" 

William  belonged  to  a  Sunday  School 
class  which  had  for  its  motto  "Win  One." 
He  had  never  tried  to  do  this,  for  he 
himself  had  not  yet  been  won  for  King 
Jesus.  But  on  this  New  Year's  Day,  as  he 
listened  to  the  earnest  words  of  his  teach- 
er, a  new  light  entered  his  soul  and  he 
resolved  that  not  only  would  he  take  Je- 
sus as  his  Captain,  but  that  he  would  try 
to  "Win  One"  for  Him. 

That  afternoon  he  was  to  play  before 
Mr.  Van  Fossen.  As  he  was  walking  to- 
wards the  studio,  a  great  conflict  was 
raging  in  his  soul.  Knowing  the  old  gen- 
tleman to  be  an  infidel,  William  felt  sure 
that  here  was  his  opportunity  to  "win 
one"  for  Jesus.  But  what  could  he  do  or 
say?  If  he  asked  Mr.  Van  Fossen  to  take 
Jesus  as  his  King,  the  old  man  might  be- 
come very  angry  and  refuse  to 
listen  to  his   playing. 

Then  suddenly,  as  he  stood  in 
the  presence  of  the  noted  musi- 
cian, a  great  resolve  formed  in 
his  mind.  Quickly,  lest  he  should 
become  fainthearted,  he  drew 
his  bow  softly  across  the  strings. 
Then  softly  and  tenderly  he 
played  the  strains  of  the  old  fa- 
miliar hymn — "Jesus,  I  my  cross 
have  taken,  All  to  leave  and  fol- 
low Thee." 

As  he  finished  playing,  Mr. 
Van  Fossen  arose  and  led  him  to 
the  door.  "My  chance  to  win  the 
violin      is   gone,   mother,"      said 


William  a  little  later,  as  he  told  the 
story.  "I  did  not  play  the  piece  on 
which  I  had  practiced,  for  I  wanted  to 
win  him  for  King  Jesus,  and  now  I  have 
lost  everything." 

But  just  as  the  sun  was  touching  with 
golden  fingers  the  peaks  of  the  distant 
hills  and  painting  the  sky  with  myriads 
of  wonderful  colors,  a  note  was  delivered 
to  William.  The  words  of  the  message 
were:  "Come  and  see  me  at  once.  Freder- 
ick Van  Fossen." 

Breathlessly,  William  entered  for  the 
second  time  the  beautiful  studio  of  the 
noted  infidel.  Would  he  be  angry  with 
him? 

"My  boy,"  said  the  old  gentleman, 
"why  did  you  play  that  hymn  for  me  to- 
day?" As  William  told  of  his  resolution 
to  start  the  New  Year  by  taking  Jesus  as 
his  Captain  and  explained  his  desire  to 
win  one  for  Him,  the  tears  trickled  down 
the  man's  cheeks. 

"That  was  my  mother's  favorite 
hymn,"  he  said,  "When  you  played  it 
this  afternoon,  I  fancied  I  heard  her  voice 
calling  me  to  take  Jesus  for  my  King. 
My  boy,  your  Captain  is  my  Captain. 
This  New  Year's  Day  begins  a  new  life 
for  me.  Here  is  the  violin.  You  have  not 
only  won  it,  but  you  have  'Won  One' 
for  King  Jesus." — Publisher  Unknown. 

HAPPY  NEW  YEAR 

A  happy  New  Year,  each  and  every 
one  of  you,  but  not  the  kind  Fred  wished 
his  mother.  When  he  came  downstairs, 
it  is  true  he  wished  her  a  "Happy  New 
Year"  as  politely  as  could  be,  but  in  less 
than  two  minutes  he  was  finding  fault 
because  there  was  oatmeal  instead  of  muf- 
fins. After  breakfast  he  hurried  off,  for- 
getting to  fold  up  his  napkin,  and  leav- 
ing on  the  hall  table  the  letter  that  his 
father  had  asked  him  to  mail.  An  hour 
later  he  was  out  in  the  pantry  for  some- 
thing  to  eat,   and      grumbling      because 


mother  would  not  give  him  as  many 
cookies  as  he  wanted. 

Uncle  Alfred,  who  was  visiting,  saw 
and  heard  all  these  things,  but  he  kept 
quiet  until  he  and  Fred  were  alone  in  the 
living  room  and  Fred  had  just  been  wish- 
ing complainingly  that  mother  would 
"hurry  up  with  dinner."  Quite  suddenly 
Uncle  Alfred  opened  wide  the  front  door 
and  the  cold  winter  wind  made  Fred 
shiver. 

"A  nice,  warm  morning  to  you,"  said 
Uncle  Alfred,  smiling  very  politely. 

Fred  stared  and  shivered.  What  in  the 
world  was  the  matter  with  that  sensible, 
jolly  uncle  of  his? 

Then  Uncle  Alfred  closed  the  door. 
"Pretty  silly  thing  to  do,  wasn't  it?"  he 
said,  "telling  you  to  be  warm,  and  then 
freezing  you  with  the  winter  wind.  But 
it  seems  just  as  sensible  to  me  as  it  does 
to  wish  someone  a  happy  new  year  and 
then  start  out  to  make  it  an  unhappy 
year." 

Fred  soon  began  to  understand.  Uncle 
Alfred  said  briskly,  "I  believe  that  your 
mother  would  let  you  help  her  with  the 
dinner  if  you  asked  her." 

Fred  vanished  through  the  kitchen 
door,  and  at  dinner  time  mother's  shining 
eyes  showed  that  her  happy  new  year  had 
started. — The  Sunbeam. 

The  New  Year's  Gift 

It  was  the  last  night  of  the  old  year. 
Everyone  was  waiting  for  twelve  o'clock 
to  come,  when  the  bells  would  ring,  the 
whistles  would  blow,  and  the  people 
would  shout  joyfully  to  one  another, 
"Happy  New  Year!  Happy  New  Year!" 
But  the  strange  thing  about  it  was  that 
many  of  the  people  who  were  saying 
"Happy  New  Year"  did  not  seem  to 
know  that  the  new  year  was  bringing  to 
them  a  wonderful  gift — three  hundred 
and  sixty-five  wonderful  days  to  use  and 
to  enjoy. 

First  of  all  there  was  New  Year's  Day 
itself,  the  happy  holiday  when  people 
planned  all  the  kind,  pleasant,  good  things 
they  would  do  in  "the  whole  long  new 
year.  Later  came  Lincoln's  birthday  and 
Washington's  birthday,  when  every  one 
stopped  to  think  about  the  brave 
and  good  men  who  had  helped 
make  our  country  great  and 
splendid  and  happy.  Between 
these  days  came  Valentine's  Day, 
when  it  was  such  fun  to  send 
loving  messages  to  friends,  and 
to  send  valentine's  to  lonely  boys 
and  girls  or  lonely  grown-ups, 
and  let  them  guess  and  guess 
where  the  valentines  came  from. 
May  Day  with  its  May  bas- 
kets came  soon  after  joyous  Eas- 
ter Day,  when  the  sleeping  world 
awoke  and  the  seeds  and  flowers 
said,  "Be  glad.  Christ  is  risen." 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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HE  CARETH  FOR  YOU 

Anna  J.  Nelson 

It  is  an  early  morning  hour,  just  be- 
fore sunrise.  It  is  not  light  and  yet  not 
dark.  Fog  banners  are  drifting,  wraith- 
like, up  from  the  valley  below.  There  is 
a  hush  and  peace  over  the  humble  coun- 
try side.  Outside  the  house  our  gray- 
coated  songster,  the  southern  mocking- 
bird, is  having  his  early  morning  devo- 
tions in  the  gum  tree.  True,  his  life  is 
not  carefree,  there  are  natural  enemies 
to  contend  with  day  and  night,  but  for 
the  moment  he  has  risen  above  all  this 
and  is  pouring  forth  a  hymn  of  praise 
to  his  Maker.  He  carols  and  trills,  finally 
ending  up  on  a  thoughtful 
note. 

Inside,  a  lamp  burns  on  a 
table  in  the  middle  of  the 
kitchen  floor.  A  woman  is 
moving  about  in  preparation 
of  the  morning  meal.  Step- 
ping to  the  window  she 
stands  listening  to  the  bird. 
She  glances  hopefully  up  at 
the  sky.  She  is  wondering 
if  it  will  rain.  Blessed  little 
songster!  His  glad  song  is 
infectious  and  her  heart 
lifts  as  for  a  few  moments 
— daily  cares  are  forgotten, 
and  she,  too,  looks  up  to 
her  God,  and  commits  her- 
self anew  to  Him. 

Unconsciously  she  looks 
through  the  open  door  to 
the  barn  where  the  yellow 
glow  of  a  lantern  and  the 
shadowy  outline  of  a  man's 
figure  can  be  seen  trudging 
back  and  forth,  going  about 
his  morning  chores.  The 
steps  are  slow,  for  the  man 
is  not  as  young  as  he  used  to 
be. 

His  toil-worn  hand  strokes 
the  head  of  the  "gentlest" 
mule,  feeds  the  orphan  pig 
and  the  spotted  calf.  He 
straightens  up  to  rest  for  a 
moment.  His  gaze  rests  first 
upon  his  corn,  then  across 
the  branch  where  the  row- 
cane  is  looking  pale  for  lack 
of  rain.  If  it  doesn't  rain 
within  a  couple  of  weeks  the 
feed  crop  will  be  a  total 
loss.  But  he  has  done  his 
part.  He  raises  his  eyes  to 
the  sky  where  a  few  pale 
stars  glimmer.  He,  too,  is 
listening    to    the    mocking- 


bird. He  is  filled  with  a  sense  of 
his  utter  dependence  upon  God.  He 
realizes  that  even  at  this  moment  his 
heavenly  Father  knows  of  his  need,  and 
the  need  of  thousands  like  him.  He  falls 
to  his  knees  for  a  few  moments  by  the 
manger.  When  he  rises  he  feels  that  faith 
has  triumphed.  Has  not  the  Father  said 
He  "shall  supply  all  your  need  according 
to  his  riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus" 
(Phil.  4:19),  and  "commit  thy  way  un- 
to the  Lord;  trust  also  in  Him;  and  He 
shall  bring  it  to  pass"?   (Ps.  37:5.) 

In  her  shanty  by  the  creek  old  Auntie 
Chloe  had  gotten  up  early  to  light  the 
fire  under  her  washpot.  She  sits  on  the 
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'When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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IN  RETROSPECT 
By  Archie   Edwards 

The  candle  of  another  year  is  failing; 

And  ere  the  light  should  fade  and  disappear, 
I'd  look  in  retrospect  o'er  months  preceding, 

And  glean  a  thought,   to  bless  the  coming  year. 

Some  days,   I  see,  are  bright  with  joyous  sunshine, 
And  other  days  have  turned  a  somber  hue; 

But  whether  bright  or  dark,   I   knew  within  me, 

That  God,  who  never  fails,  would  see  me  through. 

In  time  of  great  confusion,  He  was  with  me, 

And  when  in  test  or  trial,  He  was  there; 
And  ere  the  goad  of  bitter  doubt  could  harm  me, 

He  granted  gracious  solace,  while  in  prayer. 

This  thought   I've  gleaned,   0  Lord,  for  months  before   me: 
A  thought  of  trust,  and  hope,  and  love,  and  cheer; 

And  with  my  hand  in  Thine,  O  Blest  Redeemer, 
I  enter,  fearlessly,  another  year. 

— Young   People's  Journal 


washbench  watching  the  flames  lick  up- 
ward their  heat,  swaying  the  leaves  of 
the  old  China  tree.  There  is  a  troubled 
expression  on  her  black  face.  She  noticed 
an  unusual  stiffness  in  her  limbs  this 
morning.  Alone  in  the  world  she  wonders 
who  will  care  for  her  should  she  become 
unable  to  support  herself  taking  in  white 
folks'  washing.  But  had  she  not  felt  her 
burdens  roll  off  at  "meetin'  "  last  eve- 
ning, as  she  sang: 

"When  yo'  burden's  too  heavy  to  bear, 
Too  heavy  to  bear — 
Too  heavy  to  bear — 
When  yo'  burden's  too  heavy  to  bear, 
I  know  that  my  God  answers  prayer"? 

She  begins  humming  it 
again.  She  is  leaning  heavily 
upon  Him,  who  said,  "Come 
unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour 
and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I 
will  give  you  rest." 

A  half  mile  down  the 
road  a  lamp  has  been  burn- 
ing most  of  the  night.  Mrs. 
Raines  is  ailing  and  sleep 
would  not  come.  This  morn- 
ing she,  too,  lies  listening  to 
the  song  of  the  bird.  She 
has  experienced  and  knows 
"When  the  days  are  dreary, 
The  long  nights  weary 
I  know  my  Savior  cares." 
And  is  she  not  looking  for 
her  Savior  from  glory  to 
come  any  day  or  night?  Her 
heart  fills  with  gladness  at 
the  thought.  "Come  soon, 
Lord!" 

These  are  a  few  humble 
illustrations.  There  are  thou- 
sands multiplied  in  the 
world.  Miserable  indeed  is 
the  person  who  looks  to 
himself  for  the  solution  of 
his  problems  and  troubles. 

The  tired  mother  up  all 
night  with  a  sick  child,  the 
heavily-burdened  pastor  in 
his  study  as  he  ponders  the 
text  for  his  next  sermon,  the 
tired  business  girl,  the  busi- 
ness man  as  he  faces  a  day 
of  strenuous,  exacting  du- 
ties, the  weary  editor — all 
folk  in  every  walk  of  life 
are  invited  to  look  to  Him 
in  childlike  faith,  and  to  re- 
member, "He  careth  for  us." 
He  longs  to  comfort  and 
sustain  us,  not  alone  when 
some  great  sorrow  shakes  us, 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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HOW  CAREFUL  ARE  YOU? 

By  Emma  Gary  Wallace 

A  great  thinker  once  said  that,  "A 
child's  mind  is  wax  to  receive  an  impres- 
sion and  marble  to  retain  it."  This  is  so 
true  that  we  need  to  be  very  careful  of 
the  kind  of  impressions  which  are  made 
upon  the  minds  of  growing  boys  and 
girls. 

We  can  not  be  with  them  all  the  time, 
and  for  this  reason  we  exert  every  effort 
that  as  many  good  impressions  of  the 
right  kind  are  made  as  possible,  for  in  the 
last  analysis  the  boy  and  the  girl,  and 
you  and  I  are  the  sum  total  of  the  im- 
pressions received. 

Many  of  these  impressions  are  right  and 
positive.  Some  are  wrong  and  negative. 
The  negative  ones  remain  in  mind.  The 
slate  is  not  wiped  clear  of  them  even  by 
the  presence  of  the  positive  impressions. 
Both  are  stored  up  in  the  subconscious 
mind   for  use  sometime  and  somewhere. 

Young  people  are  influenced  greatly 
by  their  companions  and  friends.  It  is 
natural  that  they  shall  wish  the  good 
opinion  of  their  associates.  So  their  asso- 
ciates should  be  of  a  helpful  and  bene- 
ficial character  insofar  as  is  possible. 

Young  people  who  are  allowed  too 
much  rope — permitted  to  go  their  own 
way  a  good  share  of  their  leisure  time,  to 
be  out  at  night  beyond  hours  suitable  for 
their  age,  who  are  not  privileged  to  bring 
their  companions  to  their 
likely  to 
or  later 
compan- 


books  and  papers  and  magazines  your 
young  people  read?  Are  you  sure  that  you 
know  just  what  they  are  actually  read- 
ing? Sometimes  teachers  could  tell  par- 
ents a  good  many  things. 

Not  long  since,  the  writer  saw  books 
and  magazines  and  pamphlets  to  the  ex- 
tent of  probably  twenty-five  pounds, 
burned  up  by  a  teacher  who  had  confis- 
cated them  from  his  pupils. 

"Doubtless,"  said  this  teacher,  "the 
parents  do  not  know  that  their  young 
people  are  getting  hold  of  this  kind  of 
literature  and  trading  it  with  each  other 
at  school." 

It  is  not  infrequent  for  parents  to  give 
young  people  gifts  of  books  of  which 
they  themselves  know  nothing — books 
which  no  one  has  recommended  to  them. 
A  good  book  may  turn  a  life  in  the  right 
direction.  A  book  of  questionable  influ- 
ence may  do  equally  as  much  harm. 

Do  you  encourage  your  sons  and  daugh- 
ters to  talk  with  you  about  the  books  they 
have  read,  what  they  got  out  of  them, 
just  what  the  message  of  the  book  was? 
Do  you  encourage  them  to  give  their  idea 
of  the  quality  and  worth-whileness  of 
what  they  have  read?  Do  you  encourage 
them  to  read  carefully  short  articles  of 
value,  and  to  be  able  to  tell  what  such  ar- 
ticles expressed  in  the  way  of  opinions, 
and  to  do  it  clearly? 

Just  how  closely  are  you  in  touch  with 


the  books  read  by  the  young  people  in 
the  home  group?  What  book  is  most  fre- 
quently referred  to? 

How  closely  are  you  in  touch  with  the 
recreation  activities  of  your  sons  and 
daughters?  Do  you  know  for  a  reasonable 
certainty  how  evenings  away  from  home 
are  spent,  how  the  little  clubs  to  which 
they  belong  are  conducted,  what  the  ob- 
jectives, purposes  and  ideals  of  these 
clubs  are? 

What  are  your  requirements  in  the 
way  of  hours,  chaperonage,  types  of 
pleasure  permitted,  etc.?  Are  your  prin- 
ciples on  these  matters  clearly  under- 
stood by  the  young  people?  Can  you  easi- 
ly be  talked  out  of  what  you  feel  is  wise? 

Do  you  make  it  quietly,  but  firmly, 
understood  in  your  home  that  young  peo- 
ple dependent  upon  their  parents  and 
minors  in  the  eyes  of  the  law  are  duty 
bound  to  respect  the  wishes  of  their  par- 
ents? 

How  careful  are  you  of  the  relation- 
ship between  your  son  or  daughter  and 
his  or  her  intimate  chum?  Remember, 
that  one  decayed  apple  can  easily  contam- 
inate a  whole  box  of  apples;  that  one 
soiled  garment  can  rob  a  whole  suitcase 
of  clean  garments  of  their  sweet  fresh- 
ness. 

There  is  something  wonderfully  fine 
about  a  David  and  Jonathan  friendship, 
and  something  tragic  where  a  fine,  up- 
standing young  person  has  been  led 
astray  through  the  wrong  kind  of  com- 
panionships. 

How  well — how  thoroughly — do  you 
know  your  child's  chum? 

How  careful  are  you  as  to  wrong  habit 


beginnings? 


own  homes     are 
get     in      sooner 
with    undesirable 
ions. 

Parents  are  fortunate  in- 
deed who  feel  that  they  can 
trust  their  young  people; 
but,  after  all,  it  should  be 
remembered  that  the  judg- 
ment of  youth  is  immature, 
and  often  parents  are  the 
last  ones  to  know  what  are 
some  of  the  major  interests 
in  the  lives  of  their  growing 
boys  and  girls. 

Just  how  careful  are  you 
of  the  companionships  of 
your  children?  Do  you 
know,  with  a  reasonable  de- 
gree of  accuracy,  the  ideals 
of  the  homes  into  which 
they  go?  Do  you  sometimes 
take  time  to  really  get  ac- 
quainted with  the  young 
people  who  make  up  the 
group  of  which  your  child 
is  a  part? 

Are  you  careful     of    the 
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I   believe  in   the  energies  and  enthusiasms  of  youth.     They     rtV 
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are  the  dynamic   power  of   the  human   race. 

I  believe  in  the  dreams  and  aspirations  of  youth.  They  give 
vision  to  life. 

I  believe  in  the  mistakes  of  youth,  even.  They  are  the 
furnace  in  which  its  gold  is  refined.  Without  the  discipline 
of  its  mistakes  youth  would  often   lose   its  balance. 

But  I  know  that  the  energies  and  enthusiasms  of  youth 
may  be  dissipated,  that  its  dreams  and  aspirations  may  be 
forgotten,  that  its  ideals  may  be  dimmed,  its  mistakes  re- 
peated. Such  happens  all  too  frequently,  and  it  is  the  tragedy 
of  humanity  that  it  does. 

Knowing  this,  I  shall  do  my  utmost  to  preserve  these  things 
of  youth  that  I  believe  in,  and  to  press  home  the  lesson  from 
each  mistake  so  vividly  that  the  same  mistake  need  never  be 
made  again.  I  shall  strive  to  teach  my  young  people  to  direct 
their  energies  and  enthusiasms  into  the  right  channel  instead 
of  wasting  them,  to  realize  their  dreams  and  aspirations  in- 
stead of  forgetting  them,  to  hold  to  their  ideals  in  spite  of 
disillusionment. 

This  is  no  easy  task  that  I  have  set  myself.  I  will  need 
all  the  experience  and  judgment  of  mature  years.  I  will 
need  the  sympathetic  understanding  of  the  problems  of  youth, 
an  understanding  that  can  come  only  from  keeping  in  close 
touch  with  young  hearts.  And  to  wield  these  two  qualifica- 
tions, I  will  need  a  large  share  of  the  love  and  the  wisdom 
that   lay   in   the   heart  of  Christ. — New   Century   Leader. 
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A  little  girl  four  and  a 
half  years  of  age,  just  start- 
ing for  the  kindergarten 
with  the  opening  of  school 
in  September,  was  enthusi- 
astic about  her  experience. 

Her  father     said     to  her, 

"Jane,  you  said  you  had  a 
nice  time.  Tell  me  what  you 
did." 

"Oh,"  bubbled  Jane,  "we 
strung  pretty  beads  the  very 
first   thing!" 

"And  what  did  you  do 
with  string  beans  in  school?" 
teased  her  father.  "Did  you 
eat  them?  I  did  not  know 
they  had  string  beans  in 
kindergarten   schools!" 

Jane  looked  coldly  at  her 

parent. 

"Daddy,"  she  retorted,  in 
no  uncertain  terms,  "either 
you  don't  want  to  under- 
stand or  you're  just  plain 
dumb!" 

Now  who  was  to  blame 
for  so  disrespectful  a  re- 
(Continued    on    page    23) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

(Used  by  permission  of  Zondervan 

Publishing  Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 

Christ  gives  the  best,  He  fills  the  hearts 
we  offer, 

And  floods  them  with  His  glorious  beau- 
ty, joy  and  peace, 

And  in  His  service  as  we're  growing 
stronger, 

The  calls  of  grand  achievements  still  in- 
crease. 

The  richest  gifts  for  us  on  earth,  or  in 
the  heaven  above, 

Are  hid  in  Christ.  In  Jesus  we  receive 
The  best  we  have. 

And  is  our  best  too  much?  O  friends,  let 
us  remember 

How  once  our  Lord  poured  out  His  soul 
for  us, 

And  in  the  prime  of  His  mysterious  man- 
hood, 

Gave  up  His  precious  life  upon  the  cross. 

The  Lord  of  Hosts,  by  whom  the  worlds 
were  made, 

Through  bitter  grief  and  tears  gave  US 
The  best  He  had. 

Christ  claims  the  best.  He  in  far  off  ages 
Once  claimed  the  firstling  of  the  flock, 

the  finest  of  the  wheat; 
And  still  He  asks  His  own,  with  gentle 

pleading, 
To  lay  their  highest     hopes     and 

brightest  talents  at  His  feet; 
He'll  not  forget  the  fullest  service, 

humblest  love; 
He  only  asks  that  of  our  store  we 

give  to  Him 

The  best  we  have. 

The  Highest  Life — Separa- 
tion 

Youth  ever  aspires.  We  cannot 
be  satisfied  with  a  low-level  ex- 
istence. The  summit  allures  us. 
The  call  of  the  uplands  is  irresist- 
ible. Discontentment  with  a  life 
that  is  less  than  the  best  begets  in 
us  a  determination  to  discover 
"Life  on  the  Highest  Plane." 

But  what  is  this  highest  life? 
What  are  its  characteristics? 
What  are  its  standards?  Under 
what  conditions  can  it  be  entered 
upon?  What  will  it  cost?  Is  it 
worth  while?  Is  it  possible  for  ev- 
eryone? Can  it  be  maintained  all 
our  days? 


Where  shall  we  turn  in  scripture  to 
find  a  short,  clear  statement  which  will 
tell  us  plainly  just  what  is  this  highest 
life? 

Paul  is  writing  to  the  Romans.  He 
gives  eleven  chapters  to  explaining  the 
great  doctrines  of  God's  grace.  He  tells 
how  we  are  eternally  saved  from  sin,  and 
justified  before  a  holy  God.  Then  he  ut- 
ters his  great  "therefore."  His  theme  now 
changes  from  the  doctrinal  to  the  practi- 
cal, from  the  theological  to  the  experi- 
mental. With  all  his  wonderful  teaching 
on  salvation  by  the  atoning  death  of 
Christ  as  a  background,  he  now  breaks 
out  into  his  great  appeal  to  live  the  life 
which  the  Cross  made  possible. 

"I  beseech  you  therefore,"  he  cries,  "by 
the  mercies  of  God,  that  ye  present  your 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  acceptable 
unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable  serv- 
ice. And  be  not  conformed  to  this  world: 
but  be  ye  transformed  by  the  renewing 
of  your  mind,  that  ye  may  prove  what 
is  that  good  and  acceptable,  and  per- 
fect, will  of  God,"  Rom.  12:1-2. 

In  these  familiar  words     we     discover 
three  all-important  things: 
1.  The  Highest  Life.  This  has  three  ele- 
ments: 

(1)    Separation:  "Be  not  conformed  to 
this  world." 

Transformation:      "Be    ye    trans- 
formed by   the   renewing  of   your 
mind." 
Demonstration:    "Prove    (demon- 


(2) 


(3) 


strate  to  the  world)   what  is  that 
good,  and  acceptable,  and  perfect, 
will  of  God." 
2.   The  Highest  Claim.   "Present  your 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  holy,  accepta- 
ble unto  God,  which  is  your  reasonable 
service." 
3.  The  Highest  Motive:   "I  beseech  you 
...   by  the  mercies  of  God." 
There  are  then  three  different  qualities 
or  characteristics  in  this  highest  life.  They 
need    to   be   fully   understood   before   we 
make  a  profession  of  having  surrendered 
our  all  to  Christ. 

In  this  chapter  let  us  examine  the  first 
element  in  the  Highest  Life — Separation. 
"Be  not  conformed  to  this  world." 
Moffatt's  translation  helps  here: 
"Instead  of   being  moulded      to      this 
world."  Paul,  inspired  by  the  Holy  Spirit, 
sets  two  worlds  in  contrast.  He  challenges 
us  to  cut  with  the  one,  and  cleave  to  the 
other.  There  is  a  mould  which  leaves  its 
imprint    upon    all    the    men   of    this    ma- 
terialistic world,  and  from  that  we  should 
be  wholly  delivered.      This     is  the  first 
mark  of  those  who  live  the  highest  life. 

"The  world"  in  this  sense  consists  of 
"the  persons,  places,  pursuits  and  pleas- 
ures from  which  God  is  left  out,  or  shut 
out."  It  is  the  sum  total  of  those  forces 
which  seek  to  draw  men  away  from  God. 
It  has  its  own  laws,  its  own  standards,  its 
own  interests,  its  own  code  of  morals,  its 
own  rewards,  and  its  own  punishments. 

The  separation  God  desires  is  not  that 
of  the  Pharisees,  who  says,  "I  am  holier 
than  thou."  Nor  is  it  that  of  the  monk  in 
the  cloistered  seclusion  of  the  monastery. 
Some  have  tried  this,  but  their  testimony 
is  that  even  there  the  world  pursues  them. 
We  are  compelled  to  be  in  the  world, 
but  we  need  not  be  of  it.  "I  pray  not  that 
thou  shouldest  take  them  out  of 
the  world,  but  that  thou  shouldest 
keep  them  from  the  evil,"  John 
17: 15.  With  these  words  our  Lord 
interceded  for  His  own,  knowing 
what  temptations  awaited  them. 
He  does  not  mean  His  children  to 
run  away  from  the  world,  but 
that  they  should  resist  its  evil  in- 
fluence. 

The  separation  God  expects 
from  us  is  one  in  which  there  is 
really  no  hardship,  for  it  is  that 
of  the  bride  unto  her  bridegroom. 
It  is  the  separation  which  says,  "I 
and  my  husband  are  one.  I  shall 
cleave  unto  him  so  long  as  we 
both  shall  live.  I  shall  never  give 
my  love  to  any  other  suitor."  You 
and  I  are  betrothed  to  the  Lord. 
He  deigns  to  calls  us  "His  Bride." 
The  world  seeks  to  seduce  and  be- 
guile us,  but  remember,  "Whoso- 
ever therefore  will  be  a  friend  of 
the  world  is  the  enemy  of  God." 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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Ghnstian  cWorkers 


Knew  His  Bible 

Dr.  James  D.  Rankin,  recently  in  "The 
United  Presbyterian,"  told  the  following 
striking  story: 

"An  exchange  tells  of  a  somewhat  pe- 
culiar episode  in  the  court  room  of  a 
great  city.  A  sensational  crime  had  been 
committed.  A  young  man,  who  had  just 
come  to  the  city,  was  arrested.  The  evi- 
dence against  him  was  strong.  The  judge 
asked  him  where  he  was  at  the  hour  of 
the  crime.  He  answered  that  he  was  in 
his  room  alone.  The  judge  asked  him  what 
he  was  doing. 

"He  answered,  'I  was  reading  my 
Bible.'  Laughter  filled  the  court  room. 
The  judge  asked,  'What  part  of  the  Bible 
were  you  reading?'  He  answered,  'The 
first  Epistle  to  the  Corinthians.'  The 
judge  then  demanded  what  the  subject 
matter  was  and  it   was  given. 

"No  Bible  was  in  the  court  room  and 
no  one  knew  where  there  was  one.  The 
judge  sent  a  messenger  out  to  purchase  a 
Bible  and,  when  it  came  in,  the  judge 
opened  it  and  commencing  at  the  first  of 
Genesis,  turned  leaf  after  leaf  looking  for 
First  Corinthians.  After  quite  a  delay,  he 
asked  the  young  man  where  it  was. 

"The  young  man  turned  to  it  instantly 
and  pointed  to  the  passage  he  had  been 
reading.  The  judge  immediately  dis- 
charged him,  found  him  a  position,  and 
has  taken  a  personal  interest  in  him.  The 
judge  now  keeps  a  Bible  in  the  court 
room."  — The  Religious  Telescope. 

A  Hindrance  to  Faith 

SELF-SUFFICIENCY  and  dependence 
on  our  strength  is  a  hindrance  to  our 
faith. 

God,  therefore,  has  to  reduce  us  to 
helplessness  before  we  can  have  much 
trust  in  Him.  The  hour  of  His  mightiest 
interposition  is  usually  the  time  of  our 
greatest  extremity. 

A  secular  weekly  tells  the  story  of  a 
little  fellow  whose  experience  represents 
a  good  many  older  people.  He  had  reached 
that  epoch  in  a  boy's  life  when  he  gets 
his  first  pants,  and  the  uplift  unsettled 
his  spiritual  equilibrium.  Hitherto  he  had 
been  a  devout  little  Christian  and  usually 
joined  his  little  sister  every  morning  in 
asking  the  Lord's  help  and  blessing  for 
the  day,  but  this  morning,  when  he 
looked  at  his  new  pants,  and  felt  himself 
a  man,  he  stopped  his  little  sister  as  she 
began  to  pray  for  him  as  usual.  "Lord  Je- 
sus, take  care  of  Freddie  today  and  keep 
him   from   harm,"   and   like   poor   Simon 


Peter,  in  his  own  self-sufficiency,  he  cried 
out,  "No,  Jennie,  don't  say  that;  Freddie 
can  take  care  of  himself  now."  The  little 
saint  was  shocked  and  frightened,  but 
knew  not  what  to  do.  And  so  the  day  be- 
gan, but  before  noon  they  both  climbed 
up  into  a  cherry  tree,  and  while  reaching 
out  for  the  tempting  fruit,  Freddie  went 
head  foremost  down  into  an  angle  be- 
tween the  tree  and  the  fence,  and  with  all 
his  desperate  struggles  and  his  frightened 
sister's  he  was  utterly  unable  to  extricate 
himself,  and  at  last  he  looked  up  to  Jennie 
with  a  look  of  mingled  shame  and  intelli- 
gence and  said,  "Jennie,  pray;  Freddie 
can't  take  care  of  himself  after  all."  Just 
then  a  strong  man  was  coming  along  the 
road,  and  the  answer  to  their  prayer 
quickly  came  as  the  strong  hands  in  a  few 
minutes  had  taken  down  the  fence  and 
Freddie  was  free,  and  went  forth  with  a 
lesson  for  life,  to  walk  like  Simon  Peter, 
with  downward  head  and  humble  trust 
in  a  strength  and  care  more  mighty  than 
his  own.  — A.  B.  Simpson,  in  a  Larger 
Clyristian  Life. 

He  Saw  the  Point 

A  minister  was  boarding  at  a  certain 
farmhouse.  The  farmer  was  not  a  Chris- 
tian, but  his  wife  had  been  praying  for 
him  for  some  time  and  the  minister  was 
awaiting  his  opportunity  to  make  plain 
to  him  the  meaning  of  the  sacrifice  of 
Calvary.  Early  one  morning  the  farmer 
beckoned  to  the  minister  to  follow  him 
out  to  the  chicken  house.  There  on  one 
of  the  nests  sat  a  hen  with  a  brood 
of  chickens  peeping  out  from  under  her 
wings. 

"Touch  her,  Mr. — ,"  the  farmer  said. 

As  the  minister  put  his  hand  on  the 
hen,  he  found  that  she  was  cold. 

"Look  at  that  wound  in  her  head,"  the 
farmer  continued.  "A  weasel  has  sucked 
all  the  blood  from  her  body,  and  she  nev- 
er moved  for  fear  the  little  beast  would 
get  her  chickens." 

"Oh, — •  "  said  he,  "that  was  just  like 
Christ.  He  endured  all  that  suffering  on 
the  cross.  He  could  have  moved  and  saved 
His  own  life,  but  He  wouldn't,  because 
you  and  I  were  under  His  wings.  If  He 
had  moved,  we  would  have  been  lost." 

The  farmer  saw  the  point,  and  accepted 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  as  his  Savior. — 
Evangelical  Visitor. 

The    Bible 

An  old  Professor  of  Biology  used  to 
hold  a  little  brown  seed  in  his  hand.  "I 


know  just  exactly  the  composition  of  this 
seed.  It  has  nitrogen,  hydrogen,  and  car- 
bon. I  know  the  exact  proportions.  I  can 
make  a  seed  that  will  look  exactly  like 
it.  But  if  I  plant  my  seed  it  will  come 
to  naught;  its  elements  will  simply  be 
absorbed  in  the  soil.  If  I  plant  the  seed 
that  God  made,  it  will  become  a  plant, 
because  it  contains  the  mysterious  princi- 
ple which  we   call   the  life  principle." 

The  Bible  looks  like  other  books.  We 
cannot  understand  altogether  its  marvel- 
ous power.  Planted  in  good  ground,  it 
shows  that  it  has  the  life  principle  in  it- 
self; it  brings  forth  spiritual  life;  it  bears 
fruitage. — Publisher   Unknown. 

Fortune   Indeed 

"Why,  mate,  you  look  as  if  someone's 
died  and  left  you  a  fortune." 

So  the  conductor  of  a  tramcar  said  to 
one  who  recently  had  been  converted  at 
a  tramp's  mission,  from  the  lowest  degra- 
dation into  which  he,  a  scholarly  gentle- 
man, had  been  brought. 

"You  are  right  there — Jesus  Christ  has 
died  for  me  and  has  given  me  riches  in 
glory." 

"Well,  He  might  dress  you  better," 
was  the  sneering  remark. 

The  inward  change  had  been  wrought. 
The  outward  result  soon  after  became  ap- 
parent.— Scattered  Seed. 

A  Recipe  for  Courtesy 

Lucy  E.  Keeler 

"Aunty,"  said  a  gentleman  who  had 
just  learned  that  the  youngest  son  of  his 
Negro  cook  had  been  appointed  stenog- 
rapher to  a  large  manufacturer,  "tell  me 
how  you  have  brought  up  your  children 
so  that  each  one  of  them  has  become  so 
good  and  useful  a  man." 

"Oh,  honey,"  was  the  reply,  "that's 
nothing.  I  hadn't  no  education  and  I 
could  only  teach  them  three  things — 
just  the  three  things  I  taught'  em:  their 
prayers  and  their  manners  and  to  work." 
— If  I  Were  a  Boy. 

Her  Practicing 

A  young  girl  was  asked,  "Whose 
preaching  brought  you  to  Christ?"  "It 
wasn't  anybody's  preaching;  it  was  Aunt 
Mary's  practicing,"  she  replied.  We  can't 
all  stand  in  pulpits  and  preach,  but  we 
can  all  live  our  lives  in  such  a  way  that 
they  will  cause  others  to  want  to  come 
to  Jesus.  Our  actions  sometimes  count  far 
more  than  any  word  we  might  say.  Being 
patient,  giving  a  soft  answer,  doing  ev- 
erything as  unto  the  Lord  Himself,  will 
oftentimes  win  a  soul  where  preaching 
would  not.  If  others  see  that  the  Lord 
really  has  the  power  to  keep  you,  they 
will  want  Him  too. 

One  cannot  be  false  at  home  and  really 
true  anywhere  else.  —  Our  Pentecostal 
Boys  and  Girls. 
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Forgetting  the  Past,  Pressing  Forward  in  the  Future 


Text:  Phil.  3:13,   14 

Born  at  exactly  twelve,  midnight,  De- 
cember 31,  1939,  one  perfectly  good  New 
Year;  time's  gift  to  the  future.  Some 
prophets  say  it  will  be  the  very  best  year 
in  all  history;  other  prophets  say  it  brings 
with  it  misery,  calamity,  war,  and  suf- 
fering, heartaches  and  disappointments. 
The  real  answer  is  largely  up  to  us,  for 
1940  belongs  to  each  of  us.  What  shall 
we  do  with  it?  That  is  the  real  question. 

Some  of  us  will,  in  all  sincerity,  make 
the  usual  great  resolution.  Some  of  us  will 
merely  celebrate,  with  no  thoughtful 
plans  for  the  future.  Others  will  welcome 
the  New  Year  as  just  another  day  in  the 
endless  chain  of  days,  bringing  with  it 
the  ever  recurring  challenge  to  keep  on 
keeping  on  in  fun  of  living  useful,  whole- 
some, purposeful  lives  along  our  chosen 
lines. 

Certainly  nothing  is  new  in  New  Year 
except  the  day  and  the  time.  It  is  just 
another  opportunity  to  move  forward  to- 
ward larger  service  and  self-realization, 
for  after  all  one  of  the  most  noteworthy 
things  about  any  person  is,  not  where 
he  is  at  any  given  moment,  but  the  di- 
rection in  which  he  is  traveling.  Each 
New  Year  is  but  another  footprint  in  the 
sands  of  time,  and  the  significance  of  a 
single  track  is  never  in  the  footprint  it- 
self but  in  the  direction  in  which  it  is 
headed  and  where  it  will  ultimately  take 
you. 

Thus  every  day  takes  us  somewhere, 
either  up  or  down.  One  evil  day  may 
poison  a  lifetime;  one  day  of  definite,  de- 
termined decision  for  the  right  can  be  the 
beginning  of  a  new  and  noble  career; 
therefore,  why  not  adopt  the  philosophy 
of  that  courageous  apostle  of  long  ago 
for  the  right — forgetting  that  which  is 
behind,  press  forward. 

"Press  forward"  should  be  the  key  to 
every  New  Year  for  every  one  of  us,  as 
Ralph  Waldo  Trine  has  so  well  suggested, 
"Whatever  changes  the  years  may  bring, 
there  should  be  gains  in  experience,  in 
knowledge,  in  wisdom,  and  in  power, 
that  will  far  more  than  compensate  for 
whatever  losses  the  past  has  brought." 
Let  us  close  the  door  on  the  past  as  we 
must,  and  accept  only  the  lessons  it  has 
taught;  with  heads  up,  shoulders  back, 
straight  forward  we  go  with  a  smile  on 
our  faces  and  a  light  in  our  eyes,  re- 
solved to  give  our  best  every  day  in  ev- 
ery way,  keeping  in  mind  every  step  of 
the  way  that  it  is  of  far  greater  impor- 
tance to  all  concerned  what  we  are  go- 
ing to  do  to  the  New  Year  instead  of 
worrying  in  the  least  what  it  is  going  to 
do  to  us. 

This  old  world  of  ours  has  gone  through 
a  whole  series  of  dark  periods,  just  as  we 
have   been   passing   through   so   many  of 


J.  H.  WALKER,  General  Overseer 


them  that  even  the  accepted  leaders  have 
grown  pessimistic,  and  lamented  bitterly. 
Here  I  quote  from  Wilberforcc,  who,  in 
the  early  eighteen  hundreds,  said,  "I  dare 
not  marry,  the  future  is  dark  and  unset- 
tled." 

The  Duke  of  Wellington,  on  the  eve 
of  his  death,  in  1851,  thanked  God  that 
he  would  be  spared  from  "seeing  the  con- 
summation of  ruin   gathering  about  us." 

Disraeli  in  1S49  said,  "In  industry, 
commerce,  and  agriculture  there  is  no 
hope." 

Lord  Shaftesbury,  in  1848,  said,  "Noth- 
ing can  save  the  British  Empire  from 
shipwreck." 

Today  as  we  look  toward  the  east, 
watching  the  war  clouds  rise,  hearing  the 
cries  of  distress,  and  wondering  what  the 
outcome  will  finally  be,  we  know  there 
are  plenty  of  glorious  days  ahead  of  us 
if  we  will  but  press  forward.  God  is  still 
in  His  heaven.  Progress  of  any  kind  in 
any  realm,  however,  does  not  just  hap- 
pen; it  has  been  brought  to  pass  by  plan 
and  purpose  and  courage.  Great  ships  nev- 
er drift  in  port,  they  are  always  brought 
in.  Thus  great  achievement — personal,  na- 
tional, international — are  brought  about 
by  courageous  acting.  Therefore,  the  New 
Year  merely  means  a  continued  chance 
to  do  great  things,  but  a  little  better  than 
we  have  ever  done  them  before.  The 
world  of  tomorrow  is  calling  for  the  best 
in  youth  today.  It  will  demand  the  great- 
est efficiency  possible,  which  will  be  a 
challenge  to  every  industrious  girl  or  boyr 
to  face  the  problems  at  issue  in  the  near 
future. 

Here  are  at  least  some  of  the  things 
that  this  New  Year  should  bring  to  each 
of  us  as  citizens  of  a  great,  forward-look- 


ing, forward-moving  nation.  Every  one 
of  them  is  within  your  reach  if  you  will 
but  press  forward.  This  is  no  time  to  offer 
alibis,  excuses  are  not  accepted. 

First,  1940  should  bring  you  a  better 
general  state  of  health,  physically,  men- 
tally, emotionally,  spiritually,  because 
you  have  grown  into  a  larger,  more  ef- 
fective, self-controlled  person,  and  be- 
cause you  have  more  completely  estab- 
lished your  health  habits,  and  spiritual 
vision.  We  are  living  in  an  age  of  wide- 
spread self-indulgence.  Multiplied  thou- 
sands of  folk  are  actually  digging  their 
graves  with  their  appetities.  Health  losses, 
due  to  careless  living,  are  appalling.  See 
that  your  habits  fight  for  you,  not  against 
you.  It  is  a  patriotic  duty  to  keep  and 
maintain  health  in    1940. 

Second,  1940  should  bring  you  more 
and  better  friends,  and  friendship. 
Through  modern  transportation  men  of 
the  seven  seas  have  been  brought  into  one 
neighborhood  and  should  become  more 
interested  in  each  other,  and  become 
friendlier.  There  is  no  practical  answer  to 
war.  If  all  men  had  the  spirit  of  friend- 
liness there  could  be  no  war.  As  the  world 
stands  unregenerated  wars  are  inevitable. 
Jesus  said  they  would  be.  Yet,  if  we  as 
Christian  men  and  women  will  practice 
friendliness,  we  can  make  friends.  "A 
man  that  hath  friends  must  shew  himself 
friendly:  and  there  is  a  friend  that  stick- 
eth  closer  than  a  brother,"  Prov.  18:24. 
Then,  press  forward  and  make  friends 
whom  you  can  lead  to  the  one  Friend 
"that  sticketh  closer  than  a  brother." 

Smile  and  be  of  a  good-will  heart.  A 
great  American  philosopher  tells  us  that, 
"A  smile  is  a  light  in  the  window  of  the 
face  by  which  the  heart  signifies  it  is  at 
home,  and  waiting  to  entertain  friends." 

Third,  1940  should  make  you  a  better 
son  or  daughter  with  a  finer  spirit  of  ap- 
preciation and  cooperation  in  the  home. 
All  too  soon  you  will  be  pushing  off  to 
college  or  out  into  the  world  on  a  job, 
and  home  relations  will  become  only 
memories.  The  finest,  happiest  years  of 
your  life  ought  to  be  the  home  years — 
until  you  create  a  home  of  your  own. 
Make  your  home  better  by  your  presence 
and  attitude.  Your  parents  are  banking 
heavily  upon  you.  Endeavor  to  make  ev- 
ery day  of  1940  count  for  them  and  for 
yourself.  Home  is  surely  the  school  of  life 
and  citizenship,  a  practice  place  for 
adult  living.  If  you  are  a  failure  at  home, 
something  is  radically  wrong.  Better  lo- 
cate it  now,  before  this  year  is  too  far 
spent. 

Fourth,  1940  should  certainly  see  you 
a  better  citizen  in  your  community.  We 
are  a  democracy.  That  means  "of  the  peo- 
ple, by  the  people."  In  a  measure  all  its 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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PREACKSNG  UNDER  COMPUL- 
SION 

A  minister  of  the  gospel  ought  to  feel 
a  compulsion  to  make  known  the  salva- 
tion and  glories  of  God.  He  ought  to  feel 
with  Paul,  that,  "...  necessity  is  laid 
upon  me;  yea,  woe  is  unto  me,  if  I  preach 
not  the  gospel!"  1  Cor.  9:16.  It  was  the 
gospel  that  Paul  was  under  compulsion  to 
preach,  not  sociology,  not  history,  not  lit- 
erature, but  the  gospel.  The  man  who 
feels  this  compulsion,  and  preaches  under 
the  constraint  of  it,  will  not  have  a  fruit- 
less ministry. 

Job,  in  answering  the  vain  speculations 
of  his  miserable  comforters,  said,  "If  I 
hold  my  tongue,  I  shall  give  up  the 
ghost,"  Job  13:19.  God  must  be  vindi- 
cated by  Job  in  His  dealings  with  him. 
Even  though  Job  is  suffering  and  may 
not  fully  understand  God's  purpose  in  it 
all,  the  Lord  is  still  righteous  and  no 
blame  can  be  attached  to  Him  for  this 
affliction.  But  the  point  is:  Job  is  under 
compulsion  to  speak  for  God. 

Oh,  what  a  spiritual  revolution  would 
take  place  if  men  who  are  called  to  preach 
the  gospel  of  God  felt  as  did  Job  when  he 
said,  "If  I  hold  my  tongue,  I  shall  give 
up  the  ghost." 

Brethren,  when  we  speak  under  a  com- 
pulsion of  this  intensity,  we  will  speak 
with  irresistible  power  and  wisdom,  and 
men  will  come  to  God.  If  our  hearts  are 
burning  when  we  preach,  someone  else's 
heart  will  burn  also.  If  we  speak  mechani- 
cally, without  feeling  our  message  burn- 
ing in  our  soul  as  we  preach,  no  souls  will 
be  saved,  no  saints  will  be  edified.  We 
may  garner  the  praises  of  men  for  our 
perfect  English  and  our  wonderful  ora- 
tory, but  nothing  of  permanent  spiritual 
value  will  come  from  what  we  say. 

Jeremiah  said  on  one  occasion,     "His 


word  was  in  mine  heart  as  a  burning  fire 
shut  up  in  my  bones,  and  I  was  weary 
with  forbearing,  and  I  could  not  stay," 
Jer.  20:9. 

Our  life  will  become  a  burning  bush 
from  which  the  voice  of  God  will  be 
heard  when  His  Word  is  in  our  hearts  as 
a  burning  fire;  and  men  will  approach  us 
to  hear  God's  voice,  and,  like  Moses  of 
old,  will  go  from  us  to  serve  His  people  in 
bondage  to  sin  and  lead  them  out  of  slav- 
ery into  liberty. 

Jeremiah  was  under  compulsion  to 
make  known  the  prophecies  of  God,  and 
that  compulsion  was  likened  to  fire.  He 
felt  that,  had  he  not  spoken,  he  himself 
would  have  been  consumed.  They  are 
needed  today — preachers  speaking  under  a 
compulsion  that  burns  with  white  heat 
in  the  soul  and  heart,  that  will  make  for 
authority,  earnestness,  and  power.  And 
what  results  will  follow! 

Peter  and  John  were  forbidden  by  the 
Jewish  Sanhedrin  to  preach  in  the  name 
of  Jesus  (Acts  4:18).  These  ecclesiastical 
bosses  were  afraid  that  the  establishment 
of  Christianity  would  mean  the  loss  of 
their  jobs,  and  so,  to  protect  themselves, 
they  ordered  Peter  and  John  to  keep  si- 
lent concerning  Christ,  or  else  suffer  the 
consequences.  But  Peter  and  John  were 
under  compulsion  to  preach.  Their  answer 
to  these  men  was,  "We  cannot  but  speak 
the  things  which  we  have  seen  and 
heard,"  Acts  4:20. 

They  had  to  speak.  All  the  Sanhedrins 
in  the  world  could  not  close  their  mouths. 
All  the  cruel  and  merciless  beatings  put 
upon  them  by  godless  men  could  not  si- 
lence them.  They  were  under  compulsion 
to  make  known  the  resurrection  of  Christ, 
and  nothing  could  keep  them  from  it. 

They  were  not  preaching  to  make  a 
living.     They  were  not  witnessing  in  a 


profession  and  perfunctory  way.  They 
were  not  hoping  for  personal  gain  or  ag- 
grandizement by  declaring  the  resurrec- 
tion of  Christ.  They  could  not  but  speak 
the  things  which  they  had  seen  and  heard. 
They  had  to  preach.  Peter  and  Paul  were 
continually  under  this  restraint. 

The  crying  need  of  this  hour  is  men 
under  compulsion  to  preach  the  gospel 
of  God  (Rom.  1:1),  men  who  have  had 
a  personal  experience  with  God  and  can- 
not keep  silent  about  it,  men  who  cannot 
be  bought  with  the  money  or  flattery  of 
men,  men  who  are  impervious  to  the 
criticism  and  persecutions  of  the  enemies 
of  the  cross,  men  who  serve  God  unself- 
ishly, and  who  consider  their  highest  com- 
pensation in  His  service  the  approbation 
of  God  in  His  "Well  done,  thou  good  and 
faithful  servant:  thou  hast  been  faithful 
over  a  few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler 
over  many  things:  enter  thou  into  the 
joy  of  thy  Lord,"  Matt.  2  5:21. 

If  a  man  is  preaching  without  having 
this  compulsion,  he  might  well  inquire 
of  his  own  heart,  "Have  I  really  been 
called  of  God  to  preach?" 

The  Church  Plate 

Some  one  dreamed  that  she  went  to 
church,  and  after  the  service  was  over, 
a  plate  was  held  at  the  door  for  the  con- 
tribution of  the  people.  This  plate  had 
the  power  of  changing  each  person's 
gift  into  its  real  value  in  the  sight  of 
God.  A  gentlemen  put  in  a  gold  coin, 
which  immediately  turned  into  brass! 
He  had  given  it  in  order  to  be  thought 
well  of  by  others.  A  lady  put  in  a 
quarter,  which  turned  into  a  penny. 
She  could  have  given  far  more,  but 
only  gave  because  it  was  the  custom. 
A  little  girl,  coming  up  with  her  Sun- 
day School  teacher,  dropped  in  a  penny, 
which  turned  into  a  daisy.  She  had 
given  it  only  to  please  her  teacher.  The 
dreamer  felt  sad  to  think  that  these  gifts 
were  not  accepted  by  God.  Just  then  a 
poor  girl  came  up  and  dropped  in  her 
penny.  It  changed  into  gold!  She  was 
very  poor  and  had  denied  herself  to  give 
it,  because  she  loved  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  This  gift  was  well  pleasing  to 
God. — Author    Unhnrnvn, 

Special   Notice  to    Contestants  for 
B.  T.  S.  Scholarship 

To  those  who  enter  the  contest  and  do 
not  win,  we  will  give  10c  on  every  sub- 
scription sent  in,  provided  you  send  at 
least  fifty  subscriptions.  This  will  at  least 
help  you  to  earn  something  for  your 
school  expenses.  We  are  anxious  to  help 
you  all  we  can. — Editor. 

When  a  minister  has  learned  what  to 
say  and  how  to  say  it  he  is  ready  to  speak; 
he  has  mastered  his  subject  and  has  the 
right  message. 
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Rev.  and  Mrs.  R.  F.  Cook 
A  Quarter  Century  of  Divine  Lead- 
ing in  Dark  India 

By  Robert  F.  Cook 
These  twenty-five  years  have  been  the 
most  precious  years  of  my  life,  yea, 
golden  years  of  service  for  my  Master 
and  Lord.  Of  course,  there  were  winds 
and  there  were  clouds  and  many  great 
tests  which  almost  swamped  the  boat. 
It  then  took  some  believing  to  keep  things 
afloat.  But  trusting  in  Him  who  said, 
"Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway,"  we  faced 
the  wind  and  held  the  clouds  in  derision. 
Reaping  golden  sheaves  to  lay  at  the 
Master's  feet  was  our  invigorated  aim.  It 
was  sufficient  to  know  that,  "All  things 
work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love 
God,  to  them  who  are  the  called  accord- 
ing to  his  purpose,"  Rom.  8:28. 

Although  we  have  labored  in  Banga- 
lore and  Dodballapur  with  some  marked 
results,  yet  we  will  not  stop  to  review 
those  exploits,  except  to  declare  some  re- 
markable leadings  of  the  Lord  or  remark 
upon  some  outstanding  feat  wrought  by 
the  power  of  God. 

I  feel  led  to  begin  this  discourse  by  re- 
lating my  experience  of  how  God  called 
me  into  this  way.  Though  I  had  the  call 
of  God  to  the  ministry  when  I  was  four- 
teen years  old,  for  I  was  saved  and  bap- 
tized in  water  at  the  age  of  twelve,  and 
united  with  the  Baptist  Church,  yet  I 
knew  not  the  Lord  in  His  sanctifying 
power,  nor  that  He  still  was  the  Baptizer 
with  the  Holy  Spirit  as  John  declared 
Him  to  be,  Luke  3:16.  I  understood  the 
gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost  to  be  for  those 


of  the  primitive  Church  and  not  for  the 
"AS  MANY  as  the  Lord  shall  call,"  Acts 
2:3.9.  But  one  day  I  saw  the  Lord. 

HOW  I  WAS  PERSUADED  INTO 
THIS  WAY 

One  evening  in  1908  in  the  city  of 
Los  Angeles,  Calif.,  father  said  to  me, 
"Robert,  come  with  me;  I  will  take  you 
to  a  mission  where  people  are  speaking  in 
tongues  as  they  did  in  the  early  Church. 
I  was  there  and  I  tell  you  it  was  wonder- 
ful; every  time  I  go  there  I  am  blessed." 
So  out  of  curiosity  wife  and  I  went  with 
him. 

While  there  we  heard  good  testimonies, 
and  it  seemed  that  their  faces  shone,  as 
they  praised  Jesus  for  all  He  had  done 
for  them.  Seeing  this,  we  were  convinced 
that  these  people  had  something  more 
than  we  had,  even  though  we  professed 
to  be  saved  or  at  least  hoped  we  were.  The 
truth  of  it  is,  we  were  brought  under 
deep  conviction,  and  somehow  there  was 
created  a  longing  in  our  hearts  to  get 
this  blessing. 

Among  the  testimonies,  there  were 
some  who  were  healed  of  diseases  the 
doctors  had  pronounced  incurable.  Some 
that  had  been  suffering  from  cancers  tes- 
tified to  God's  wonderful  healing  power, 
and  some  who  had  been  drug-fiends  for 
years  told  how  every  fetter  of  the  devil's 
was  broken  by  Jesus,  and  they  were  free. 

After  attending  these  services  a  few 
times,  the  devil,  seeing  he  would  lose  us 
(for  we  were  truly  his  faithful  servants), 
put  all  kinds  of  hindrances  in  our  way, 
in  order  that  we  might  not  attend  these 
meetings,  and  for  a  time  he  surely  suc- 
ceeded through  picture  shows  and  busi- 
ness. 
Room  for  pleasure,  roam  for  business, 

But  for  Christ  the  crucified; 
Not  a  place  ivhere  He  can  enter, 

In  the  heart  for  which  He  died. — Sel. 

Months  passed,  also  the  conviction  and 
memories  of  these  meetings.  Wife  who 
had  been  operated  on  and  was  now  a 
physical  wreck,  went  from  one  physician 
to  another  seeking  cid.  We  had  spent  so 
much  money  on  doctors  that  I  had  got- 
ten very  deeply  in  debt  and  could  not 
see  my  way  out.  Nevertheless,  wife  was 
told  that  she  had  a  tape  worm  and  was 
sent  to  a  physician  who  was  known  to  be 
an  expert.  He  examined  her  and  told 
her  that  it  was  not  a  tape  worm  she  was 
suffering  from,  but  gallstones,  and  that 
he  would  give  her  medicine  which  would 
surely  fix  her  up — and  it  did! 

Having  taken  all  sorts  of  medicines 
(poisons),  wife's  stomach  was  in  a  very 


weak  condition  and  this  dope  made  her 
worse.  In  fact,  it  took  off  the  whole 
lining  of  her  stomach  and  for  six  days 
she  lay  on  the  bed  all  doubled  up  with 
cramps.  On  the  sixth  day  she  was  so  bad 
that  she  was  not  even  able  to  hold  liquid 
food  on  her  stomach,  and  when  I  gave 
her  two  spoonsful  of  water  this  she  also 
vomited  up.  Right  at  this  critical  mo- 
ment, not  knowing  what  to  do,  (for  I 
did  not  want  a  doctor  now,  having  lost 
all  confidence  in  them  owing  to  the  con- 
dition they  got  wife  into),  it  occurred  to 
me  to  call  up  the  preacher  of  the  mission 
where  we  had  heard  so  many  good  testi- 
monies regarding  healing.  I,  therefore, 
went  to  the  telephone  and  called  up  this 
mission.  Brother  Fisher,  the  minister,  an- 
swered the  phone.  I  told  him  to  have  all 
the  saints  at  the  mission  pray  for  the 
healing  of  my  wife  who  was  in  a  dying 
condition.  Brother  Fisher  th?n  asked  me 
where  I  lived  and  said  he  felt  led  to  come 
to  see  my  wife  and  pray  for  her.  While 
he  was  on  the  way  I  got  my  father  to 
help  me  carry  wife  out  into  the  front 
room,  where  we  laid  her  on  the  couch. 

When  Brother  Fisher  arrived  he  spoke 
to  wife,  asking  her  if  she  would  take  Je- 
sus as  her  healer.  She  answered,  "Yes,"  so 
he  opened  the  Bible  and  read  the  passages 
in  James  5:13-18.  (I  never  knew  these 
passages  to  be  in  the  Bible  until  then.) 
After  reading,  he  prayed  and  anointed 
her  with  oil.  While  he  was  praying,  wife 
suddenly  arose,  jumped  from  the  couch 
under  a  supernatural  power,  and  with 
hands  raised  above  her  head  she  was  prais- 
ing the  Lord  at  the  top  of  her  voice.  Then 
she  ran  out  of  the  house  into  my  parents' 
house,  which  was  in  front,  and  there  made 
restitution  with  my  sister-in-law  whom 
she  had  hated  previously  worse  than  poi- 
son. 

She  also  gave  full  proof  of  her  healing 
by  sitting  down  at  the  table  which  stood 
spread  for  the  evening  meal  and  eating  a 
hearty  supper  as  if  nothing  had  ever  been 
the  matter  with  her.  I  then  and  there  saw 
the  Lord,  and  from  that  day  on  I  deter- 
mined to  get  better  acquainted  with  this 
wonder-working  Jesus.  And  today  we 
can  say  He  is  all  we  need.  We  have 
trusted  Him  ever  since  and  found  Him 
faithful  and  true  in  all  that  He  has 
promised. 

'Tis  so  sweet  to  trust  in  Jesus 
just  to  take  Him  at  His  word; 

Just  to  rest  upon  His  promise, 

Just  to  know  "thus  saith  the  Lord." 

Jesus,  Jesus,  how  I  trust  Thee, 

How  I've  proved  Thee  o'er  and  o'er, 

Jesus,  Jesus,  precious  Jesus, 

Give  me  grace  to  trust  Thee  more. 

I'm  so  glad  I  learned  to  trust  Thee, 
Precious  Savior,  Healer,  Friend; 

And  I  know  that  thou  art  with  me, 
Wilt  be  with  me  to  the  end. 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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Exchange  ^9age 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Your  untiring  efforts  as  an  able  Editor 
is  rendering  the  Church  of  God  one  of 
the  greatest  Christian  services.  The  writer 
appreciates  the  spirituality  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  but  he  is  not  alone,  for  the  peo- 
ple of  the  great  state  of  Georgia  feel  like- 
wise. Our  hope  for  you  is  "greater  suc- 
cess and  many  blessings." — Delmar  C. 
Barnes. 

Note:  Brother  Barnes  was  Y.  P.  E.  su- 
perintendent of  Georgia  last  year  and  did 
a  great  work.  He  is  now  superintendent  of 
Florida  and  we  are  expecting  great 
things  from  that  state  this  year. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  As  pastor  of 
the  Church  of  God  here  in  Germantown, 
I  feel  it  my  duty  to  write  you,  express- 
ing my  appreciation  for  the  wonderful 
Lighted  Pathway.  Since  we  have  been  tak- 
ing the  paper  we  have  been  following  the 
programs  outlined  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  has 
increased  greatly. 

I  would  like  to  join  the  Gideon  band 
and  am  asking  you  to  send  me  a  roll  of 
the  January  issue.  I  intend  to  get  the 
Lighted  Pathway  into  as  many  homes  as 
possible,  even  the  unsaved  ones  need  this 
paper. 

Sister  Harrison,  the  church  joins  with 
me  in  sending  hearty  greetings  and  we 
are  asking  for  your  prayers  both  for  the 
church  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  God  bless  you. 
— Clarence  Johnson,  Germantown,  B.  W. 
I. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  the  past  year  and  I  think  it's  the 
most  wonderful  paper  I  have  ever  read. 
I  just  love  the  Editor's  message  each 
month;  it  brings  a  great  blessing  to  me. 
I  have  never  written  to  you  about  our 
Y.  P.  E.  but  we  really  have  a  good  one, 
and  we  are  thankful  for  it.  Most  of  all 
we  are  thankful  for  the  presence  of  God. 
Each  service  seems  like  a  funeral.  We 
have  a  fine  group  of  Christian  young 
people  in  Henderson  that  is  always  will- 
ing to  take  a  part  in  the  Y.  P.  E.  or  do 
anything  they  are  called  on  to  do  for 
the  Lord.  We  know  the  Lord  really  smiles 
upon  the  people  who  love  Him  and  arc 
willing  to  work  for  Him. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  this  great 
work. — Mrs.  J.  C.  Gupton,  Henderson, 
N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the  Editor's 
message  and  several  good  stories  in  our 
December  Lighted  Pathway.  My  soul  is 


greatly  blessed  and  always  is.  I  can  hard- 
ly wait  to  receive  my  paper  each  month. 
They  certainly  are  a  blessing  to  me  and 
my  family.  I  have  often  said  and  still  say 
the  Editor's  message  is  always  worth  my 
dime,  besides  the  many  other  good  things 
in  the  paper.  I  truly  appreciate  the  picture 
of  Brother  Walker's  family  on  the  front 
cover  of  the  November  issue.  I  have  it  in 
a  frame  hanging  on  the  wall  in  our  living 
room.  I  don't  believe  you  could  have 
picked  a  more  appropriate  one. 

I  have  no  trouble  in  selling  my  roll  of 
papers  each  month. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  this  year. 
Pray  for  us  in  our  work. — Mrs.  Oliver 
O.  Philen,  Empire,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name.  I  have 
been  thinking  about  writing  you  for 
some  time  and  trying  to  express  my  feel- 
ings concerning  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
have  been  reading  it  for  the  past  four  or 
five  years  and  when  I  see  how  it  has 
grown  and  prospered  I  can't  help  but 
thank  God  for  an  Editor  with  such  untir- 
ing efforts,  in  the  face  of  the  enemy. 

I  don't  know  you  except  through  the 
printed  page,  but  as  your  messages  are 
sent  out  each  month  I  can  feel  the  power 
of  God  flood  my  soul  as  I  read  the  paper. 
I  can  hardly  wait  from  one  month  until 
the  next  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  so 
much  comfort  and  food  to  my  soul,  and 
especially  do  the  mission  stories  seem  to 
touch  something  that  nothing  else  does. 

I  remember  when  Brother  and  Sister 
Stark  sailed  for  Africa  how  I  did  thank 
God  that  someone  could  go  to  that  dark 
land  with  the  true  gospel  and  how  I  did 
enjoy  all  their  letters  they  wrote  back 
home.  It  seemed  as  if  they  were  forever  on 
my  heart  to  carry  to  the  throne  of  grace, 
and  then  like  a  bolt  from  the  clear  sky 
came  the  Lighted  Pathway  with  the  mes- 
sage, "Edmond  Asleep  in  Jesus."  How  it 
did  grieve  our  hearts  and  that  night  as 
we  prayed  it  seemed  the  whole  burden  fell 
on  us  and  we  begged  God  to  encourage 
that  sad  one  who  was  left  alone  away 
from  home  and  loved  ones,  but  not  away 
from  God. 

Then  as  we  read  her  writing  in  the  No- 
vember paper,  "Now  Thanks  Be  Unto 
God,"  it  seemed  so  wonderful  that  after 
all  her  loss  she  could  say,  "Now  thanks 
be  unto  God,"  and  write  such  an  encour- 
aging, uplifting  article,  it  made  me  want 
to  get  closer  to  God  and  be  more  thankful 
than  ever  before. 

Please  pray  for  my  sister  who  has  gone 
back  on  God.  She  once  had  the  blessing 
and   was   a   wonderful    worker   for   God. 


She  was  on  the  program  at  one  of  the 
Y.  P.  E.  services  at  the  Assembly  in  1936 
and  did  many  wonderful  things  the  fol- 
lowing year  for  our  Y.  P.  E.,  and  we 
suffered  a  great  loss  when  she  was  over- 
come by  the  enemy,  but  I  know  God  is 
able  to  bring  her  back,  so  please  help  us 
pray  for  her.  It  seems  the  time  is  so  short. 
We  never  know  when  we'll  hear  the  call 
to  meet  Christ  in  midair.  Pray  that  we 
will  stay  humble  at  the  foot  of  the  cross 
where  the  blood  will  flow  over  our  soul. 
God  bless  you  in  your  work  is  our 
prayer. — Thelma    Bloodworth. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  salvation  through 
the  blood  of  Jesus.  We  praise  God  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.  at  Trion  and  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  We  use  the  program  outlines 
in  our  services. 

There  is  a  family  about  seven  miles 
away  who  walk  in  every  month  to  get  a 
Lighted  Pathway. 

We  surely  do  enjoy  your  messages  each 
month.  We  hope  you  can  keep  this  good 
work  up  until  Jesus  comes.  Pray  for  us. 
— Martha  Wilson,  Trion,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

After  reading  the  Editor's  message  in 
the  Lighted  Pathway  of  the  October  is- 
sue, I  felt  as  though  I  wanted  to  write 
to  you.  I  have  never  written  to  this  good 
paper  before,  although  I  have  been  a  read- 
er for  nearly  three  years  and  think  it  is 
really  the  best  kind  of  literature  any 
young  person  can  read.  It  is  good  for  the 
old  folks  as  well  as  the  young. 

We  have  a  nice  band  of  young  people 
at  Ladonia  and  I  just  wish  so  much  that 
you  could  visit  us  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  serv- 
ice. I  believe  it  would  help  us  so  much. 

I  wish  I  were  personally  acquainted 
with  you,  you  seem  so  closely  related  to 
me.   I  am  praying  for  you. 

Sister  Harrison,  as  you  said  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  that  you  receive  so 
many  letters  that  you  could  not  print  or 
publish,  I  am  not  asking  you  to  publish 
this  one;  I  know  that  you  do  not  have 
sufficient  room,  but  I  feel  as  if  I  wanted 
to  talk  to  you.  You  seem  just  like  a 
mother  to  me  each  time  that  I  read  the 
editor's  message.  I  want  you  to  know 
that  I  love  you  dearly  and  pray  God's 
richest  blessings  on  you  and  the  work 
that  you  are  doing.  Please  consider  me  as 
one  of  your  friends. — Mrs.  Edgar  Rolan, 
Ladonia,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Surely  hope  this  finds  you  enjoying 
health  and  the  blessings  of  the  Lord.  The 
Lighted  Pathway  has  certainly  been  a 
blessing  to  us.  We  are  praying  that  the 
Lord  will  wonderfully  bless  you  and  your 
work,  and  I'm  sure  there's  a  crown  await- 
ing you. — Dorothy  David,  Greensboro, 
N.  C. 


[Page  14] 

Si  New  Year's   Resolution 


ORA  MAE  RUFF 


NEW  YEAR 

Text:  "I  am  resolved,"  Luke  16:4. 

Business  concerns  are  careful  to  take  a 
thorough,  itemized  list  of  goods  on  hand 
at  the  beginning  of  each  year,  also  a  com- 
plete inventory  of  their  accomplishments 
of  the  past  year,  with  special  notice  to 
the  winning  and  losing  features  of  their 
business,  thus  enabling  them  to  know 
how  to  efficiently  conduct  their  business 
on  a  more  successful  basis  during  the  en- 
suing year. 

As  a  rule,  New  Year  is  a  time  of  heart 
searching  for  Christians.  In  our  watch 
night  services  we  make  many  good  reso- 
lutions. We  say:  I  am  resolved — I  do 
purpose  in  my  heart  to  be  a  better  Chris- 
tian. I  resolve  to  work  harder.  I  will  this 
year  be  in  the  hand  of  God  as  clay  in  the 
potter's  hand,  pliable,  yielded,  perfectly 
submissive  and  given  over  to  the  will  of 
God.  In  the  flush  of  enthusiasm  it  is 
easy  to  make  extravagant  promises,  when 
later  unforeseen  circumstances  arise  and 
make  it  difficult  of  fulfillment.  We  do 


not  know  what  the  year  holds  for  us,  but 
I  trust  that  each  will  open  his  heart  to  re- 
ceive the  manifold  grace  of  God  and  go 
forth  to  labor  in  the  vineyard  of  the 
Lord,  with  the  Word  of  God  as  his 
weapon,  striving  with  greater  zeal  to 
honor  his  calling  and  that  he  will  be  able 
to  perform  every  duty  to  which  his  heart 
aspires,  more  efficiently,  honorably  and 
cheerfully. 

Many  times  the  responsibilities  may 
seem  great  and  the  burdens  heavy  and  the 
way  difficult,  but  remember  the  early 
Christians  did  not  have  an  easy  time.  In 
Acts  4  we  read  where  they  were  forbid- 
den to  speak  or  teach  in  the  name  of  Je- 
sus. Oh!  the  opposition  was  severe.  But 
what  did  they  do?  Get  despondent?  Dis- 
couraged? No,  indeed!  "They  lifted  up 
their  voice  to  God  with  one  accord,  and 
said,  Lord,  thou  art  God,  which  hast 
made  heaven,  and  earth,  and  the  sea,  and 
all  that  in  them  is:  Who  by  the  mouth 
of  thy  servant  David  hast  said,  Why  did 
the  heathen  rage,  and  the  people  imagine 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

vain  things?  The  kings  of  the  earth  stood 
up,  and  the  rulers  were  gathered  together 
against  the  Lord,  and  against  his  Christ. 
For  of  a  truth  against  thy  holy  child  Je- 
sus, whom  thou  hast  anointed,  both  Her- 
od, and  Pontius  Pilate,  with  the  Gentiles, 
and  the  people  of  Israel,  were  gathered  to- 
gether. For  to  do  whatsoever  thy  hand 
and  thy  counsel  determined  before  to  be 
done.  And  now,  Lord,  behold  their 
threatenings:  and  grant  unto  thy  serv- 
ants, that  with  all  boldness  they  may 
speak  thy  word,  By  stretching  forth  thine 
hand  to  heal;  and  that  signs  and  wonders 
may  be  done  by  the  name  of  thy  holy 
child  Jesus.  And  when  they  had  prayed, 
the  place  was  shaken  where  they  were 
assembled  together;  and  they  were  all 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  they 
spake  the  word  of  God  with  boldness." 

We  are  not  confronted  today  with  the 
persecutions  of  the  early  Christians.  We 
are  confronted  with  perilous,  dangerous 
days.  In  these  modernistic  days  there  are 
so  many  things  to  detract  the  mind,  hard- 
en the  heart,  and  divert  our  best  effort 
from  the  service  of  the  Master.  Oh! 
how  we  need  to  humble  ourselves  before 
God  until  He  can  fill  our  hearts  with 
sufficient  grace  which  will  enable  us  to 
carry  out  our  good  resolutions,  for  we 
will  certainly  need  the  presence  and  pow- 
er of  God  to  be  victorious  this  year. 

We  are  proud  of  the  Church's  achieve- 
ments of  the  past  year,  but  are  not  like 
the  young  man  who,  being  ask  to  join  a 
certain  cause,  replied  that  he  was  not 
fighting  for  causes  but  results.  We  are 
fighting  for  both.  With  the  vast  number 
of  stalwart  soldiers  on  the  battlefield, 
who  are  daily  seeking  the  divine  guidance 
of  the  Lord,  I  am  confident  that  there 
can  be  only  one  result — success  and  vic- 
tory. 

The  courage,  high  ideals  of  the  men 
and  women,  boys  and  girls  engaged  in 
this  gigantic  conflict  are  expressed  in 
their  sincere  effort  to  perform  every  duty 
enjoined  to  them  with  a  keen  sense  of 
right  and  justice.  When  I  think  of  the 
faithfulness  of  our  missionaries  who  have 
separated  themselves  from  loved  ones  in 
the  homeland  to  carry  the  gospel  to  for- 
eign fields  and  of  the  good  efforts  in  our 
homeland  by  devout  workers,  it  moves 
my  heart  deeply.  Some  of  you  have  done 
everything  possible  to  avoid  defeat.  You 
have  labored  hard  this  year,  but  we  do  not 
attribute  any  success  that  we  may  have 
had  as  personal  triumph,  but  the  triumph 
of  those  "priner  pals"  which  we  represent 
(Word  of  God) .  When  we  win  we  know 
where  to  place  the  credit,  for  alone  we 
would  be  helpless.  Christ  is  with  us!  We 
praise  Him! 

It  is  His  Spirit  that  ever  lends  clearness 

to  our  vision  and  firmness  to  our  nerves. 

Oh,  thank  God  for  the  great  prophetic 

vision  that  must  have  gripped  the  hearts 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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"Where  Am  I  Going?" 

One  fine  summer  evening  as  the  sun 
was  going  down,  a  man  was  seen  trying 
to  make  his  way  through  the  lanes  and 
crossroads  that  led  to  his  village  home. 
His  euasteady,  swaggering  way  of  walk- 
ing showed  that  he  had  been  drinking, 
and  though  he  had  lived  in  that  village 
more  than  thirty  years,  he  was  so  drunk 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  find 
his  way  home. 

Qaate  unable  to  tell  where  he  was,  at 
last  he  uttered  a  dreadful  oath,  and  said 
to  a  person  going  by,  ''I've  lost  my  way. 
Where   am  I   going?" 

The  man  addressed  was  an  earnest 
Christian.  He  knew  the  poor  drunkard 
well  and  pitied  him  greatly.  When  he 
heard  the  inquiry,  "Where  am  I  going?" 
in  a  quiet,  sad,  solemn  way  he  answered, 
"To  ruin!" 

The  poor,  staggering  man  stared  at 
him  wildly  for  a  moment,  and  then  mur- 
mured with  a  groan,  "That's  so." 

"Come  with  me,"  said  the  gentleman, 
kindly,  "and  I  will  take  you  home." 

The  next  day  came.  The  effects  of  the 
drink  had  passed  away,  but  those  two 
little  words,  tenderly  and  lovingly  spok- 
en to  him,  did  not  pass  away.  "To  ruin! 
To  ruin,"  he  kept  whispering  to  him- 
self. "That's  true,  I'm  going  to  ruin!  O 
God,  help  me  and  save  me!" 

Thus  he  was  stopped  on  his  way  to 
ruin.  By  earnest  prayer  to  God  he  sought 
the  grace  which  made  him  a  true  Chris- 
tian. His  feet  were  well  established  on 
the  Rock.  It  was  a  Rock  broad  enough 
to  reach  that  poor,  miserable  drunkard, 
and  it  lifted  him  up  from  his  wretched- 
ness and  made  a  useful,  happy  man  of 
him. 

O  Christian,  speak  to  that  young  man 
whom  you  see  going  about  under  the  in- 
fluence of  rum,  and  save  him  from  go- 
ing to  ruin. — Selected. 

The  Cabin  Boy 

A  dark-eyed  boy  with  a  pale,  sad  face, 
stood  leaning  against  the  railing  of  a 
ship,  looking  at  the  foaming  waves  dash- 
ing against  the  sides  of  the  vessel.  The  ship 
had  left  port  a  few  days  before,  and  this 
was  the  first  time  Allen  had  ever  been 
on  the  sea.  He  seemed  to  avoid  the  other 
sailors.  Though  he  was  quick  to  do  all 
that  was  asked  of  him,  yet  he  spent  his 
spare  time  gazing  toward  the  land  which 
they  had  left  behind.  The  sailors  often 
tried  to  get  him  to  taste  liquor,  and  would 
sneer  at  him,  and  at  times  cruelly  tor- 
mented him  because  he  refused  to  drink. 

Finally  they  agreed  among  themselves 


to  make  Allen  drink  some  liquor.  Finding 
him  one  day  alone  near  the  stern  of  the 
ship,  one  of  them  held  him,  while  another 
tried  to  pour  the  rum  down  his  throat. 
The  others  laughed  loudly  to  see  the  fun. 

"Laugh  on!"  cried  Allen,  firmly,  "but 
I'll  never  taste  a  drop  of  it.  You  ought 
to  be  ashamed  to  drink  it  yourselves,  and 
much  more  to  try  to  force  it  down  a 
boy!"  And  just  as  the  sailor  was  about  to 
pour  it  into  his  throat,  quick  as  a  flash, 
Allen  snatched  the  bottle  and  flung  it 
overboard.  The  captain  and  the  mate, 
hearing  the  noise,  came  that  way,  much 
to  the  joy  of  Allen,  supposing  they  would 
put  a  stop  to  the  sailors'  abuse.  But  the 
captain  was  a  rough,  drinking  man,  and 
when  he  had  heard  the  trouble  he  said 
he  would  make  the  lad  take  his  medicine. 
When  he  learned  that  Allen  had  thrown 
the  liquor  overboard,  he  cried  angrily, 
"Hoist  that  fellow  aloft  into  that  main- 
top sail.  I'll  teach  him  not  to  waste  my 
property!" 

Two  sailors  came  forward  to  carry  out 
the  captain's  orders,  but  Allen  quietly 
waved  them  back  and  said,  "I'll  go  my- 
self, captain,  and  I  hope  you  will  pardon 
me,  for  I  meant  no  offense." 

His  hand  trembled  a  bit  as  he  took 
hold  of  the  rigging,  for  he  was  not  used 
to  climbing  the  ropes  of  a  ship.  As  the 
captain  saw  how  slowly  he  climbed,  he 
cried,  "Faster,  faster  there!"  Allen  tried 
to  go  faster,  but  his  foot  slipped,  and 
clinging  by  one  hand,  he  hung  dangling 
over  the  water.  A  coarse  laugh  came  from 
the  captain,  and  a  jeer  from  the  sailors, 
but  Allen  again  caught  his  foothold,  and 
in  a  few  minutes  more  was  in  the  basket. 

The  mate  was  a  kind-hearted  man,  and 
begged  the  captain  not  to  leave  the  boy 
there  all  night,  as  he  would  chill  to  death. 
The  captain  refused  to  let  him  come 
down,  but  said  he  would  go  on  deck  and 
see  how  he  was  doing. 

"If  I  allow  you  to  come  down,  will 
you  drink  what  is  in  this  glass?"  shouted 
the  captain,  and  he  held  up  a  sparkling 
glass  of  his  favorite  wine. 

"No  sir,  I  can't  do  it,"  said  the  boy. 

"All  right,  that  settles  it,"  said  the 
captain.  "He's  got  to  stay  there  all  night; 
he'll  be  toned  down  by  morning." 

After  dark,  the  mate,  unknown  to  the 
captain,  managed  to  carry  the  boy  a 
blanket,  and  some  food  and  hot  drink. 

By  early  dawn  the  captain  came  on 
deck,  and  when  to  his  call  there  was  no 
reply,  he  became  alarmed,  and  ordered  the 
lad  to  be  taken  down.  A  glass  of  warm 
wine  was  setting  on  the  table  beside  the 


captain,  and  as  Allen's  limp  form  was 
carried  in  before  him,  his  voice  softened 
a  little  as  he  said,  "Here,  my  lad,  drink 
this,  and  I'll  trouble  you  no  more;  but 
you  will  have  to  do  this,  to  show  how  I 
bend  stiff  necks  on  board  my  ship." 

The  boy  was  weak  and  cold,  but  he 
straightened  himself  up  and  said,  "Cap- 
tain Harden,  two  weeks  ago  I  solemnly 
promised,  by  the  side  of  my  mother's  open 
grave,  that  I  would  never  taste  the  ter- 
rible drink  which  ruined  our  once  happy 
home,  and  sent  my  dear  mother  to  an 
early  grave.  The  next  day  I  reached  my 
hands  through  the  prison  bars  to  bid  my 
father  good-by.  With  tears  in  his  eyes, 
he  said,  Tray  for  me,  Allen;  and  remem- 
ber, my  boy,  never,  never  taste 
strong  drink.'  Do  with  me  what  you  will, 
captain;  let  me  freeze  to  death  on  the 
mainmast,  throw  me  into  the  sea,  do  any- 
thing— but  do  not,  for  my  dead  mother's 
sake,  make  me  drink  that  poison." 

The  boy  sank  back  and  burst  into  tears. 
The  captain  stepped  forward,  and  laying 
his  hand,  which  trembled  a  little,  upon 
the  lad's,  said  to  the  sailors,  "For  our 
mothers'  sakes,  let  us  respect  Allen's 
pledge;  and  never,"  he  added,  "never  let 
me  catch  one  of  you  ill-treating  him." 
Without  another  word  the  captain  went 
back  to  his  cabin. 

How  many  youths  today  are  brave 
enough  to  resist  temptation,  even  at  the 
cost  of  their  lives! — Author  Unknown. 

The  Blood  Cure 

By  H.  H.  H. 

Oh!  my  dear  brother,  if  you  are  ad- 
dicted to  drink  and  realize  the  power  of 
the  dread  habit  and  fear  that  if  you 
stop  it,  the  terrible  appetite  will  still  tor- 
ment and  torture  you,  please  let  me  tell 
the  good  news  that  when  you  repent  of 
the  sin  of  drink  and  come  to  Jesus  and 
are  converted,  the  appetite  for  drink  and 
the  desire  for  the  saloon  and  drinking  and 
card-playing  companions  will  leave  you 
forever. 

It  has  been  tried  and  proven  thousands 
of  times  ever  since  Jerry  McAuley's  trans- 
formation thirty  years  ago. 

Christ  always  takes  away  the  thirst 
and  longing  for  drink  when  we  meet  His 
conditions,  and  His  terms  are  not  hard: 
"His  yoke  is  easy  and  his  burden  is  light." 

True,  there  are  other  sins  than  drunk- 
enness. 

In  this  land  where  100,000  are  going 
down  to  drunkards'  graves  yearly,  it  is  a 
sin  for  any  one  to  drink.  The  Bible  tells 
us  that  no  drunkard  can  inherit  the  king- 
dom of  God. 

But  perhaps  you  "don't  want  to  stop." 

Well,  if  you  do  not  want  to  stop  drink- 
ing you  never  will. 

The  blood  cure  of  Calvary  reaches 
"whosoever  will." 

A  man  must  want  religion  and  want 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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The  Dying  Year 

By  Ella  Lea  Balderston 


Toll  out  sad  bells, 
Toll  out  the  sad  refrain; 
The  old  year's  swiftly  dying, 
Her  eyes  are  dim  with  pain, 
The  last  flickering  breath  is 
Through  her  cold  lips  sighing, 
We  cry,  Alas,  farewell; 
The  year  is  dying,  dying. 

Toll  out  sad  bells, 
Toll  out   the  mournful   strain; 
Of  hopes  we  long  had  cherished, 
Of  lost  loves  to  regain, 
Of  promises  solemnly  made, 
Trampled  upon,  and  defying; 
Our  pale  lips  murmur,  Farewell 
The  year  is  dying,  dying. 

Toll  out  sad  bells, 

Toll  softly  the  solemn  hour, 

The  heart-throbs  of  the  dying  year 

Have  lost  their  vital  power; 

The  New  Year's  coming  now 

By  bright  winged  "Hope"  she's  led, 

We  humbly  kneel  and  pray, — 

The  old,  old  year  is  dead. 

Brand  New  Year 

Now  is  the  time  to  start  life  anew, 

Leave  worry  and  cares  behind; 
Don't    let    them    come   near,    this   happy 
new  year, 

Speak  works  that  are  gentle  and  kind. 
Bring  someone  to  Jesus, 

Quickly  bring  in  the  sheaves; 
Good  fruit  you  must  bear, 

Don't  bring  only  leaves. 
There's  plenty  of  work  in  this  old  world 

to  do, 
For  this  year  has  just  started, 

Just  look!  it's  brand  new. 

— Composed  by  Mrs.  J.  H.  Brock. 

The  Light  of  the  World 

John   1:1-9;  Matt.   5:14 
Before  we  go  into  the   main   thought 
we  want  to  look  at  or  get  a  few  thoughts 
on  the  true  Light. 

The  gospel  of  St.  John  tells  us  that 
the  world  is  the  likeness  of  flesh  and  left 
us  an  example  of  true  living.  We  must 
follow  this  example  as  closely  as  possible, 
if  we  expect  to  be  a  light  for  the  Lord. 
As  we  look  back  through  the  pages  of 
time,  we  can  see  the  light  on  God's  altar 
burning  brightly  at  times  and  again  seem 
almost  to  go  completely  out.  The  light 
never  did  go  completely  out.  God  always 
had  some  man  who  lived  righteously  to 
add  himself  to  the  flame;  fuel  for  the 
light.  Each  man  who  helped  to  make  this 
light  was  looking  for  the  true  Light  to 
come  into  the  world. 


Again  we  can  see  upon  the  screen  of 
time  an  event  which  was  to  change  and 
did  change  man's  way  of  living.  This 
event  was  the  birth  of  the  Christ.  The 
true  light  had  at  last  broken  through  the 
darkness. 

In  my  mind  I  can  see  Jesus  as  He  grew 
from  one  stage  of  life  into  another.  I  can 
see  Him  in  His  home  bringing  joy  to  His 
mother's  heart.  Again  I  can  see  Him 
when  it  was  time  to  start  His  active  min- 
istry, when  it  was  time  for  the  light  to 
be  made  known  to  the  world. 

The  time  had  come  when  the  world 
was  to  know  the  true  light.  Jesus  tells  us 
in  John  12:46,  "I  am  come  a  light  into 
the  world,  that  whosoever  believeth  on 
me  should  not  abide  in  darkness."  Again 
in  John  9:5,  "As  long  as  I  am  in  the 
world,  I  am  the  light  of  the  world." 

The  light  was  to  be  seen  only  for  a 
short  time.  Jesus  was  looking  forward  to 
the  time  He  was  to  leave  the  world.  He 
also  knew  that  someone  would  have  to 
be  a  light  to  the  lost  people  of  the  world. 

Now  we  come  to  the  main  thought  of 
this  lesson.  Matt.  5:14,  "Ye  are  the  light 
of  the  world.  A  city  that  is  set  on  an  hill 
cannot  be  hid."  Jesus  was  talking  to  His 
disciples  when  He  uttered  these  words, 
telling  them  that  they  were  to  be  the 
light  after  He  had  departed  this  world. 
If  they  had  failed  to  labor  and  to  let 
their  light  shine,  we  would  not  have  sal- 
vation today.  But  they  did. 

I  believe  that  every  child  of  God  is  a 
light  to  the  persons  whom  they  con- 
tact. A  Christian  can  be  a  good  or  a  poor 
light.  He  has  his  choice.  The  person  that 
is  a  poor  light  will  not  stay  in  that  con- 
dition long.  He  will  either  go  complete- 
ly out  or  get  brighter. 

As  we  Christians  travel  down  life's 
road  and  also  on  the  way  that  leads  to 
heaven,  someone  follows  us.  All  along 
this  straight  road  there  are  broad  roads 
leading  off  in  other  directions.  As  the 
person  that  is  following  us  comes  to  one 
of  these  roads,  he  or  she  does  not  know 
which  way  to  go.  This  is  where  our  light 
is  the  road  sign.  If  our  light  is  bright, 
the  person  will  continue  to  follow  us.  If 
not,  the  devil  will  have  another  victim. 
Lord  help  us  to  keep  our  lights  bright. 
Some  might  say,  "What  if  the  person  goes 
the  wrong  way  in  spite  of  all  we  can 
do?"  All  that  can  be  said  to  that  is  that 
his  blood  will  be  upon  his  own  shoulders. 
A  person  that  will  do  a  thing  when  he 
knows  it  is  wrong  is  to  be  looked  upon 
with  pity.  They  need  much  prayer.  We 
can  do  our  best  and  no  more. 

Remember  the  text,  "Ye  are  the  light 
of  the  world." 

The  two  most  important   things   that 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

keep  our  lights  burning  are  prayer  and 
obedience.  When  we  fail  to  pray,  or  keep    I 

our  minds  on  the  Lord,  the  devil  will  be 
able  to  get  to  us  in  such  a  way  as  to  do 
the  most  harm.  As  long  as  we  pray  and 
obey  the  Lord  our  lights  will  never  go 
out  and  we  can  be  a  blessing  to  the  lost. 

Young  people,  let  us  not  fail  to  be  a 
light  to  the  boys  and  girls  who  are  out 
in  sin.  They  are  hunting  for  pleasure  and 
if  we  can  show  them  what  joy  we  have 
in  serving  our  Christ  it  may  bring  them 
to  the  fold  of  God.  Do  not  let  the  devil 
be  the  victor,  but  let  us  put  on  the  whole 
armor  of  God.  Eph.  6:13-17.  Nothing 
can  penetrate  the  armor  of  God  and  the 
light  that  is  burning  within  can  shine  on 
and  on. 

May  the  Lord  help  u.s  to  be  a  better 
worker  for  Him. — Curtis  Drake. 


An  Orphan  Boy's  Prayer 

Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep,     I  pray, 

dear  Lord,  my  soul  you'll  keep; 
If  I  should  die  before  I  wake,  I  pray,  dear 

Lord,  my  soul  you'll  take. 
I  thank  you  for  this  big  box,  Lord,  you 

gave  me  for  a  bed, 
It's  more  than  you  had  when  you  were 

here;   that's  what  the  Bible  said. 

I  thank  you  for  a  good  church,  Lord, 

that  helps  me  do  what's  right, 
And  do  forgive  the   preacher,   'cause  he 

made  me  sit  back  out  of  sight. 
I  knew  my  pants  wuz  ragged,  tho'  you 

know  that  I  can't  sew, 
But  if  I  keep  on  living  right  someone  will 

show  me  how,  I  know. 

Dear  Jesus,  let  John,  the  newsboy,  grow 

to  be  good  like  you, 
And  "I'd"  like  to  be  a  preacher  just  like 

Bartholomew 
So  I  could  preach  to  boys  and  girls 

and  tell  them  of  your  love, 
And  help  lead  them  to  that  good  home 

in  heaven  up  above. 

My  shoes  are  full  of  holes,  dear  God, 

my  hat  it's  worn  out,  too, 
But  I  won't  need  them  up  there,  tho', 

because  I'll  be  with  you. 
I  get  so  lonesome  here,  dear  Lord, 

sometimes  I  have  to  cry, 
Why  don't  you  send  some  angels  down 

and  take  my  soul  on  high? 

I  guess  I  need  more  faith  in  you, 

I  need  your  helping  hand, 
If  you'll  just  give  me  patience,  Lord, 

I'll  do  the  best  I  can. 
Forgive  me,  God,  for  crying,  it  makes  me 

feel  so  sad, 
When  you  took  my  parents,  you 

took  all  I  had. 

Then  one  thing  that  makes  me  happy, 
And  sometimes  I  get  real  glad, 

On    that    resurrection    morning 
I  will  see  my  mom  and  dad. 

— Charles  Franklin  Warner,  Electra,  Tex. 


January,  1940 

From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Our  Years  Are  Jewels 

By  Rev.  W.  L.  Bone 

Some  have  said  the  years  are  milestones 
weary   travelers   leave   behind, 

All  our  past  a  dimming  roadway,  quickly 
fading  out  of  mind, 

Some  have  said  the  years  are  jewels  that 
we  quickly  throw  away, 

Shining  toys  of  careless  children  who  have 
used  them  in  their  play. 

Some  have  said  the  years  are  dream-scenes, 
only  visioned  in  the  night, 

They  are  pictures,  dim  as  fancies  passing 
quickly  out  of  sight. 

Some  have  called  them  gorgeous  cham- 
bers seen  but  once  in  castle  hall — 

Only  glimpsed  and  locked  in  passing — 
locked  behind  a  gloomy  wall. 

Nay,  not  so!  Our  years  are  treasures  that 

are  gathered  day  by  day, 
They  are  pearls  upon  a  necklace  that  we 

never  throw  away. 
They   are   opals — gleaming   friendships — 

glowing  rich  with  pleasing  blend, 
They  are  diamonds,  carved  in  love-lights, 

shining  brighter  to  the  end. 
Years  are  jewels  that   we  gather  on  the 

happy  shores  of  time — 
One  by  one  our  pearls  we  gather,  catch- 
ing glory  more  sublime. 
Friends  and  love  and  home  and  service, 

little  clouds  of  doubt  and  tears 
Blend  at  last  in  perfect  beauty,  making 

opals  of  our  years. 
Year  by  year  the  grey  grows     golden,  as 

we  gather  by  the  shore, 
For  our  years  are  gleaming  jewels  that  we 

keep  forevermore. — Sel. 

A  Psalm  of  the  New  Year 

O  New  Year,  teach  us  faith! 

The  road  of  life  is  hard; 
When  our  feet  bleed,  and  scorching  winds 
us  scathe, 
Point  thou  to  Him   whose  visage  was 
more  marred 
Than  any  man's;  who  saith, 

"Make  straight   paths   for  your   feet," 
and  to  the  oppressed, 
"Come   ye   to   me,   and   I   will   give   you 
rest." 

Comfort  our  souls  with  love — 

Love  of  all  human  kind; 
Love  special,  close,  in  which,  like  sheltered 
dove, 
Each  weary  heart  its  own  safe  nest  may 
find; 
And  love  that  turns  above 

Adoringly;  contented  to  resign 
All  loves,  if  need  be,  for  the  love  divine. 
— D.  M.  Craik. 


The  Old  Year  and  the  New 

Crown  the  Old  Year  with  his  laurels, 

For  his  strenuous  race  is  run; 
Let  him  rest  among  the  mighty 

At  the  setting  of  the  sun. 
Do  thy  tears  bedew  the  roses 

Wreathing  all  his  acts  of  love? 
On  the  table  of  the  faithful 

Is  his  name  enrolled  above? 

Comes  the  winsome,  happy  New  Year — 

Eyes  that  shine  with  keen  delight, 
Gaze  with  mingled  joy  and  wonder 

At  each  strange  and  welcome  sight; 
Outstretched  hands     extend  their  greet- 
ing* 

Hopes  renew,  and  voices  cheer, 
As  we  hail  the  regal  bounty 

Brought  us  by  the  glad  New  Year. 

— Sel. 

The   Passing  Year 

The  gray  old  year  is  passing  away, 

Then  toll  his  funeral  knell, 
We'll  bury  him  deep  where  the  woodbines 
creep 

And  bid  him  a  long  farewell. 
This  is  the  time  to  remember 

All  of  his  virtues,  and  yet 
It  occurs  to  me  it  also  may  be 

A  very  good  time  to  forget. 

Farewell  old  year!  We  say  it  to  you 

With  mingled  laughter  and  tears; 
For  the  joy  you  have  brought  we  cherish 
a  thought, 

And  sigh  for  the  worry  and  fears. 
This  is  the  time  we  remember 

The  errors  you've  made,  and  yet 
The  stones  and  the  dirt,  that  were  thrown 
to  hurt 

We'd  better  forgive  and  forget. 


A 


year    whose    watchword  is 


new-born 

hope 

Is  coming  along  the  while, 
Let's  banish  the  frown  that  keeps  a  man 
down, 
And  welcome  him  in  with  a  smile. 
This  is  the  time  to  look  forward 

And  not  to  stand  railing  at  fate; 
Each  man  I  allow  with  hand  to  the  plow 
Must  see  that  his  fvirrow  runs  straight. 

— Sel. 

Whatever  Comes 

Whatever  comes,  I  will  not  fear, 
As  entering  another  year, 
I  hear  Christ  say,  "Be  of  good  cheer 
Whatever  comes." 

Whatever  comes  will  be  the  best, 
Since  'tis  His  choice,  and  here  I  rest, 
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Strength  will  be  given  for  each  test, 
Whatever  comes. 

Whatever  comes,  'tis  sweet  to  know 
His  coming  draweth  nigh,  and  so 
I  must  press  on,  my  love  to  show, 

Whatever  comes. 
— King's  Business. 

Into  the  New  Year 

Let  us  walk  softly,  friend; 

For  strange  paths  lie  before  us,  all  untrod; 

The  new  year,  spotless,  from  the  hand  of 

God, 
Is  thine  and  mine,  O  friend. 

Let  us  walk  straightly,  friend; 

Forget  the  crooked  paths  behind  us  now; 

Press  on  with    steadier    purpose    on  our 

brow, 
To  better  deeds,  O  friend. 

Let  us  walk  quickly,  friend; 

Work  with  our  might,  while  lasts  our  lit- 
tle day, 

And   help  some   halting  comrade  on  the 
way, 

And  may  God  guide  us,  friend. 

— L.  Gray. 

For  the  New  Year 

Let  me  but  do  my  work  from  day  to  day, 

In  field  or  forest,  at  the  desk  or  loom, 

In  roaring    market-place,    or  tranquil 

room; 

Let  me  but  find  it  in  my  heart  to  say, 

When  vagrant  wishes  beckon  me  astray 

"This  is  my  work;  my  blessing,  not  my 

doom; 
Of  all  who  live  I  am  the  one  by  whom 
This  work  can  best  be  done  in  my  own 

way." 
Then  shall  I  see  it,  not  too  great  nor  small 
To  suit  my  spirit    and    to  arouse  my 

powers; 
Then  shall  I  cheerfully  greet  the  labor- 
ing hours, 
And  cheerfully  turn  when  the  long  shad- 
ows fall 
At  eventide  to  play  and  love  and  rest, 
Because   I    know   for   me   my   work   is 
best. 

— Henry  van  Dyke. 

The  Better  Way 

'Tis  better  to  laugh  than  to  cry,  dear — 
A  proverb  you'll  grant  me  is  true — 

'Tis  best  to  forget  to  be  sad,  dear; 
The  heart's  ease  is  better  than  rue. 

'Tis  best  to  be  glad  for  what  is,  dear, 
Than  to  sigh   for   the   things   that   are 
not. 

'Tis  braver  to  reckon  the  joys,  dear, 
Than  the  trouble  that  falls  to  your  lot. 

'Tis  more  to  be  good  than  be  great,  dear, 

To  be  happy  is  better  than  wise; 
You'll    find    if   you    smile    at    the   world, 
dear. 
The  world  will  smile  back  in  your  eyes. 
— Selected. 
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The  Church  of  God  Bible  Train 


A  GLORIOUS  SCHOOL  TERM! 

Another  term  of  the  Church  of  God 
Bible  Training  School  has  begun  and  the 
indications  are  for  the  most  wonderful 
term  of  the  school's  history.  Anticipating 
a  glorious  school  term  we  acknowledge 
the  leadership  of  the  Lord  and  our  spirit- 
ual foresight  visualizes  the  manifold  bless- 
ings that  are  to  come  to  us  if  only  we 
trust  Him  implicitly.  Praise  His  name!  In 
the  annals  of  the  school's  history  many 
successful  terms  are  recorded  and  our 
humble  prayer  is  that  this  may  be  the 
greatest  period  of  spiritual  and  education- 
al instruction  as  yet. 

There  are  many  Bible  institutions  to- 
day, but  none  in  our  estimation  that 
passes  students  who  are  more  consecrated 
and  submissive  to  the  guidance  of  the 
Lord.  The  Church  of  God  Bible  Training 
School  does  not  declare  that  it  excels  in 
its  work  of  Christian  training  but  it  is 
gratifying  to  know  that  each  term  has 
produced  scholars  prepared  for  their  re- 
spective service  in  the  Lord's  employment. 
This  term  begins  with  an  enrollment  of 
approximately  two  hundred  students  and 
we  are  exceedingly  thankful  for  this  large 
student  body.  Many  more  came  than  were 
expected  and  the  dormitories  are  filled 
and  the  class  rooms  crowded.  Our  hearts 
swell  with  gratitude  as  we  observe  the 
countenances  of  the  many  Freshman  stu- 
dents who  have  come  to  obtain  the  spirit- 


ual and  educational  benefits.  It  is  inspir- 
ing to  see  their  enthusiasm  and  earnest  de- 
termination which  is  so  openly  revealed  in 
their  actions.  This  school  term,  as  former 
ones,  is  blessed  with  a  consecrated  student 
body  which  is  seeking  to  know  more  of 
that  sweet  association  with  Jesus. 

Mere  words  are  not  sufficient  commen- 
dation for  this  consecrated  and  under- 
standing faculty.  Their  untiring  efforts 
and  sympathetic  assistance  deserve  our 
honor  and  esteem.  Their  lives  are  exem- 
plary and  also  praise-worthy  because  of 
their  constancy  in  their  service.  We  stu- 
dents appreciate  such  a  faculty. 

The  Lord  has  been  graciously  blessing 
in  the  school  services.  His  divine  presence 
has  been  realized  in  the  devotional  serv- 
ice each  chapel  period  as  well  as  the  Fri- 
day afternoon  and  Sunday  services.  From 
the  first  Friday  p.  m.  program  it  seems 
a  special  visitation  of  the  spirit  has  ac- 
companied each  service.  It  was  at  this 
service  a  mighty  outpouring  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  filled  our  souls  and  several  were 
baptized  with  that  greater  baptism. 
Thank  the  Lord!  This  past  week  has  wit- 
nessed a  wonderful  demonstration  of  the 
power,  as  the  students  have  shouted  and 
praised  the  Lord  in  the  class  rooms  and  up 
and  down  the  corridors.  During  these  re- 
freshing seasons  many  students  have  been 
gloriously  blessed  and  some  have  received 
the  Holy  Ghost  at  almost  every  service. 


It  is  evident  the  business  and  profes- 
sional men  of  Sevierville  appreciate  the 
Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School  be- 
ing in  operation  in  their  city  since  they 
have  loyally  supported  the  school  broad- 
cast. At  the  present  they  are  the  sponsors 
of  the  radio  program  which  is  broadcast 
each  Saturday  morning  from  6:00  to 
6:3  0,  Central  Standard  Time.  This  pro- 
gram is  broadcast  through  the  facilities 
of  radio  station  WNOX,  Knoxville,  and 
comes  directly  from  the  auditorium  of 
the  administration  building.  The  program 
is  rendered  by  the  student  choir,  the 
special  singers  and  the  instrumental  band. 
Our  souls  are  blessed  as  we  participate  in 
the  broadcast  and  it  will  be  a  source  of 
encouragement  to  receive  complimentary 
words  from  you  on  the  field.  We  hope  to 
spread  the  gospel  light  to  sin-benighted 
souls,  as  well  as  to  advertise  the  merits  of 
the  school. 

Feeling  that  prayer  is  an  important  ele- 
ment in  the  school's  advancement,  we 
earnestly  solicit  the  prayers  of  you  ex- 
students  and  boosters.  Prayer  has  the 
most  prominent  place  in  the  school  day 
schedule  and  without  it  the  school  could 
not  prosper  and  progress. 

The  1939-40  term  of  the  Church  of 
God  Bible  Training  School  is  beginning 
its  history  and  He  who  holds  the  future 
in  His  hands  will  disclose  its  events. — 
Edith  Brous. 


January,  1940 
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School  at  Sevierville,  Tennessee 


STUDENTS, 


WE  ARE 
YOU! 


PROUD  OF 


God  bless  these  young  people  who  are 
training  for  work  in  the  great  whitened 
harvest  field.  Jesus  said,  "Pray  ye  there- 
fore the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  that  he  will 
send  forth  labourers  into    his    harvest." 

We  believe  it  is  just  as  necessary  to 
obey  the  scripture,  "Study  to  shew  thy- 
self approved  unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  divid- 
ing the  word  of  truth,"  as  it  is  to  obey 
any  other  scripture,  and  to  disobey  and 
fail  to  study  when  there  are  so  many 
good,  helpful,  inspirational  books  avail- 
able is  a  sin  just  as  much  as  disobedience 
along  any  other  line.  We  may  have  a  Bible 
School  in  every  church  by  using  the  Bible 
correspondence  course. 

On  our  Reading  Circle  page  we  have 
advocated  this  as  a  course  for  our  study 
groups.  Let  this  be  your  main  study  and 
take  up  other  helpful  books  along  with  it 
and  once  each  month  discuss  what  you 
have  read  during  the  month.  Our  Reading 
Circle  page  will  carry  a  list  of  books  from 
which  you  may  select  those  you  like  best. 


BIBLE  TRAINING    SCHOOL   COR- 
RESPONDENCE COURSE 

Have  you  attended  the  Church  of  God 
Bible  Training  School?  Would  you  like  to 


have  that  privilege?  Here  is  how  you  mav 
do  so. 

The  B.  T.  S.  by  correspondence  is  an 
extension  feature  of  the  Church  of  God 
Bible  Training  School  at  Sevierville,  Ten- 
nessee. You  may  take  this  course  and 
study  at  home  under  the  personal  super- 
vision of  teachers  that  know  and  under- 
stand. 

The  price  of  the  Correspondence 
course  on  terms  is  $15.00,  $3.00  down 
and  $1.50  a  month  until  it  is  paid,  or 
$12.00  cash. 

The  course  consists  of  twenty  lessons 
and  a  final  examination.  We  furnish  all 
the  books  and  give  a  diploma  signed  by 
the  instructor  and  superintendent  of  the 
Bible  School  when  the  course  is  com- 
pleted. 

The  student  may  take  as  long  as  he  de- 
sires to  complete  the  course.  We  have  no 
set  time  that  the  lessons  must  be  sent  in. 

The  first  twenty-five  applicants  after 
December  1  will  receive  as  a  gift  from 
the  Correspondence  Department,  one  of 
Brother  John  C.  Jernigan's  outline  books. 
You  cannot  afford  to  miss  this  rare  op- 
portunity to  study  the  Word  of  God.  We 
have  another  very  special  offer  for  you 
if  you  act  quickly.  Ask  about  it  when 
you  write.  Fill  in  the  special  coupon  pro- 
vided in  this  advertisement. — Mrs.  Avis 


Swiger,  principal,  Bible  Training  School, 
Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Enclosed  find  $3.00  as  down  payment 
on  B.  T.  S.  Course  by  Correspondence. 

Name   


Address  __ 

Cash  with  application,   $12.00. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

W.  O.  Boheler,  Lavonia,  Ga. 

Swellah  Smith,  R.  R.,  Troy,  Tenn. 

Carroll  James,  Rt.  2,  Box  91,  Forrest 
City,  Ark. 

Graham  L.  Stilwell,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Hilda  Criner,  Arnett,  W.  Va. 

Marie  Roberts,  934  W.  States  St.,  Che- 
boygan, Mich. 

Geneva  Kennedy,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

A  Search  in  Vain 

By  Verlene  McCoy 

The  pageant  used  at  the  Assembly 
will  be  good  for  your  church.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn. 

The  profit  from  this  pageant  goes  to 
a  worthy  student  fund  for  Bible  Train- 
ing School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn. 
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What  Mm  3  Cut  Out  tfor? 


"I  wish  I  could  tell  you  just  what  I  am 
cut  out  for — just  what  God  intended 
that  I  should  do  with  my  abilities,"  a 
young  man  was  saying  the  other  day. 
"There  are  lots  of  things  I'd  like  to  do, 
but  I'm  afraid  I'll  get  into  the  wrong 
calling.  I'm  not  sure  what  calling  I  was 
meant  for." 

That  young  man  was  simply  in  the 
same  boat  with  lots  of  other  young 
men  and  young  women.  There  are 
thousands  of  people  who  have  the 
idea  that  each  of  us  is  cut  out  for 
some  particular  position  or  vocation, 
and  that  life  is  like  a  cut-out  puzzle,  so 
that  they  can't  fit  into  any  other  part  of 
it.  Many  of  them  spend  a  great  deal  of 
money  with  fortune  tellers,  quack  psy- 
chiatrists, and  others  to  find  their  places 
in  life.  When  each  of  these  men  gives 
them  different  advice,  they  return  to 
their  old  jobs  vmtil  some  new  "quack" 
comes  along.  Then  they  try  again. 

A  lot  of  it  starts  with  the  idea  we  all 
have  that  certain  people  are  "natural 
born"  writers,  artists,  or  musicians,  and 
are  bound  to  succeed,  regardless  of  train- 
ing and  opportunity.  Like  so  many  half 
truths,  there  is  just  enough  truth  here  to 
mislead  us.  Some  of  us  are  given  certain 
talents  or  "capacities  for  learning"  at 
birth  which  others  seem  to  lack.  Un- 
doubtedly these  are  most  successful  if 
they  follow  the  leading  of  their  talents. 

But  the  truth  is  that  most  of  us  could 
be  equally  successful  and  happy  in  a 
number  of  vocations.  Even  those  who 
have  special  talents  are  just  as  happy,  per- 
haps happier,  when  they  develop  these 
talents  as  a  hobby  rather  than  a  vocation, 
and  earn  their  living  in  other  ways. 

Moreover,  individuals  change,  so  that 
your  interests  and  abilities  now  are  prob- 
ably not  those  of  five  or  ten  years  from 
now.  These  present  interests  may  lead  in 
a  very  roundabout  way  to  later  interests 
and  vocation  that  seem  entirely  differ- 
ent. 

Even  if  these  things  were  not  so,  there 
is  the  fact  that  occupations  themselves 
are  continually  changing.  New  inventions 
are  daily  opening  up  new  vocations  and 
displacing  old  ones.  As  examples,  there 
are  all  the  vocations  made  possible  by  ra- 
dio and  aviation,  and  there  are  such  rap- 
idly disappearing  vocations  as  the  hand 
shoemaker  and  the  blacksmith,  almost 
replaced  by  modern  machinery. 

Where  the  occupation  does  remain, 
there  are  such  changes  in  it  in  a  few 
years'  time  that  often  an  entirely  new  set 
of  abilities  are  needed.  Specialization  may 
set  in  as  years  pass.  Methods  of  work  may 
change  entirely,  as  in  printing.  Here  the 
linotype  and  similar  machines     have  re- 


placed  the  old   general   printer,    who  set 
his  type  by  hand,   with  specialists. 

With  these  conditions  as  they  are,  it 
would  have  been  a  very  cruel  God  who 
made  us  in  an  unchangeable  pattern, 
"cut  out"  for  one  vocation  and  one  only. 
There  would  be  no  change  and  progress. 
There  would  be  no  new  jobs  opening  up, 
no  chance  for  improvement,  no  chance 
even  for  working  up  from  a  poor  job  to 
a  better. 

But  we  don't  have  to  take  the  fatal- 
istic view.  God  has  made  us  so  that  we 
are  adaptable  to  new  conditions,  so  that 
we  can  use  and  develop  our  initiative,  so 
that  we  can  succeed  in  a  large  number 
of  vocations.  Think  over  the  successful 
men  and  women  you  know.  Most  of  them 
have  worked  at  different  kinds  of  work 
and  have  succeeded.  That  is  how  they 
have,  in  many  cases,  won  advancement  to 
a  new  position  of  more  responsibility  and 
requiring  more  and  different  abilities. 
Most  of  them  have  been  thrown  into  cer- 
tain types  of  work,  and  have  been  happy 
and  successful  there  because  they  had  the 
will  to  succeed  and  be  happy. 

"What  shall  I  do,  then?"  remains  as  a 
question.  Two  things,  perhaps,  study 
yourself  and  study  the  opportunities  the 
world  offers.  Select  an  occupation  as  a 
goal  and  train  for  it.  If  you  must  take 
jobs  along  the  way,  do  your  best  in  them. 
They  may  lead  to  an  equally  satisfactory 
field.  Wherever  you  are,  whatever  you 
are  doing,  train  yourself  for  something 
better.  Even  when  you  have  reached  your 
goal,  set  a  new  and  higher  one.  It  may  on- 
ly be  to  become  a  better  farmer  or  lawyer 
or  doctor,  or  it  may  be  to  become  a  spe- 
cialist. 

Keep  your  eyes  open  for  new  opportun- 
ities that  open  up  in  the  field  of  your 
training.  When  opportunity  comes,  be 
prepared  for  it.  Know  something  of  fields 
closely  related  to  yours,  where  opportun- 
ity may  appear.  Notice  vocational  oppor- 
tunities in  connection  with  your  hobbies 
or  interests.  Keep  abreast  of  the  times. 

Don't  ask,  "What  am  I  cut  out  for?" 
Rather  ask,  "What  can  I  train  myself 
for?"  That  way  lies  success  and  happi- 
ness.— H.  E. 

State  Superintendent's  of  Y.  P.  E's 
and  Sunday  Schools 

Alabama:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,  Ala. 

Arizona,  California,  Nevada:  Elmer 
Boyd,  8S2  W.  60th  St.,  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

Colorado,  New  Mexico,  Utah:  R.  W. 
Potts,  Box  5  64,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Connecticut,  New  Jersey,  Pennsyl- 
vania, Rhode  Island:  D.  N.  Lykens, 
Mines,  Pa. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

Florida:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewell 
Ave.,  Lakeland,  Fla. 

Georgia:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Ma- 
con, Ga. 

Kansas,  Oklahoma:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1, 
Seminole,  Okla. 

Kentucky:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,  Somerset,  Ky. 

Illinois:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland St.,  W.  Frankfort,  111. 

Louisiana:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe, La. 

Maine,  New  Hampshire,  Vermont, 
Massachusetts:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Bloomingdale, 
128  Brackett  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

Missouri:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt 
St.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Ohio:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut 
St.,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

South  Carolina:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

Tennessee:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  Montgom- 
ery Ave.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Virginia:  W.  H.  Ward,  Box  375,  Pu- 
laski, Va. 

West  Virginia:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley. 
W.  Va. 


Li 

ghted  Pe 

ithway  Rating 

Sold  in 

Sold  in 

Total 

Nov. 

Dec. 

Cir. 

Ala. 

955 

1159 

2114 

Ariz. 

14 

14 

28 

Ark. 

251 

229 

480 

Calif. 

98 

98 

196 

Del. 

28 

28 

56 

Foreign 

249 

213 

462 

Fla. 

1600 

2698 

4298 

Ga. 

2136 

1808 

3944 

Idaho 

42 

42 

111. 

429 

515 

944 

Ind. 

193 

215 

408 

Iowa 

42 

41 

83 

Kan. 

48 

26 

74 

Ky. 

730 

731 

1461 

La. 

112 

84 

196 

Me. 

80 

70 

150 

Mass. 

14 

14 

28 

Md. 

238 

294 

532 

Mich. 

184 

154 

338 

Miss. 

392 

349 

741 

Mo. 

146 

182 

328 

Mont. 

112 

112 

224 

N.J. 

42 

28 

70 

N.  Mex 

70 

56 

126 

N.  C. 

1694 

1916 

3610 

N.  Dak 

70 

84 

154 

Ohio 

281 

365 

646 

Okla. 

196 

169 

365 

Ore. 

42 

42 

84 

Penn. 

611 

574 

1185 

S.  C. 

3439 

3777 

7216 

S.  Dak. 

98 

98 

196 

Tenn. 

1168 

1236 

2404 

Tex. 

512 

565 

1077 

Va. 

531 

532 

1063 

Wash. 

28 

28 

56 

Wash.,  D.C.  14 

14 

28 

W.  Va. 

1148 

1071 

2219 
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Reading  Circle 


' lunumim 


Dear  Reading  Circle  Members: 

I  believe  I  promised  to  tell  you  more 
about  our  Reading  Circle  work  this 
month,  as  some  are  writing  in  about  it 
and  are  wanting  to  start  one  in  their 
church.  Thank  God  for  young  people 
who  are  catching  the  vision. 

Last  week  we  had  two  or  three  cards 
saying,  "Take  my  name  off  the  Reading 
Circle  list.  I  am  not  living  up  to  its 
rules."  You  have  no  idea  how  sad  that 
made  me.  Not  for  myself  but  for  them, 
for  all  one  is  asked  to  do  is  to  read  the 
Lighted  Pathway  from  cover  to  cover 
and  other  good  literature  as  time  permits. 
Every  time  you  read  the  Lighted  Path- 
way through  you  are  just  a  little  stronger 
than  before,  according  to  the  many  let- 
ters we  are  receiving,  and  some  are  being 
published  on  the  exchange  page  from  time 
to  time.  The  boys  and  girls  who  are  not 
giving  that  much  time  to  reading  and 
studying  are  surely  not  obeying  God's 
Word,  "Study  to  shew  thyself  approved 
unto  God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not 
to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word 
of  truth,"  which  is  just  as  important  as 
obedience  along  any  other  line.  Your  life 
can  never  develop  and  grow  for  God 
without  study. 

Now  we  are  advocating  a  Reading 
Circle  in  each  church  consisting  of  those 
who  are  really  interested  in  obeying  the 
text  we  have  just  quoted.  Don't  make  it 
an  open  study  class  for  the  disinterested 
ones  will  hinder  those  who  want  to  learn, 
but  limit  its  membership  to  those  only 
who  are  willing  to  cooperate  with  the  one 
who  has  this  in  charge.  Don't  hold  it  in  a 
big  open  auditorium,  but  choose  a  small- 
er room  in  the  church  or  meet  in  some 
home  where  you  can  hold  the  attention  of 
your  young  people.  You  can  more  easily 
get  into  the  hearts  of  a  company  of  people 
if  they  are  seated  close  together.  Most  ev- 
ery speaker  knows  that.  Make  your  study 
class  spiritual  as  well  as  educational. 

We  are  advocating  the  book,  "Personal 
Soul  Winning,"  by  Wm.  Evans.  This  is 
one  of  the  textbooks  at  Bible  Training 
School  at  Sevierville,  and  is  a  very  im- 
portant subject  for  every  person  who  is 
really  born  of  God  and  is  anxious  to  be- 
come a  soul-winner,  and  must  do  it  or 
lose  his  experience  with  God;  for  this 
is  the  call  of  every  heart  who  has  tasted 
of  the  goodness  of  the  Lord,  to  pass  it 
on  to  others.  Few  people  know  how  to 
go  about  it  and  before  they  know  how 
they  make  many  blunders.    I   have   seen 


one  earnest  soul,  desiring  to  be  a  soul 
winner,  tear  down  in  a  few  months  what 
someone  else  has  spent  weeks  and  months 
building  up,  all  because  he  did  not 
know  how  to  meet  the  different  situa- 
tions he  found  along  the  way.  This  book 
offers  many  helpful  suggestions  to  soul 
winners,  and  for  your  consecrated  work- 
ers to  study  it  together  will  mean  more  to 
your  church  than  you  can  imagine. 

When  you  start  your  Reading  Circle 
please  write  to  me  and  I  will  publish  your 
name  and  church  in  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. These  books  are  $1.25  each.  Where 
a  Reading  Circle  orders  as  many  as  twelve 
books  you  may  have  them  at  a  10  per  cent 
discount.  Come  on,  young  people,  prepare 


Dear  Sister  Harrison:  I  really 
enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  has  been  worth  lots  to  me 
in  my  weakness.  I  feel  a  hundred 
per  cent  stronger  than  I  did  be- 
fore I  began  reading  it.  I  used  to 
think  I  didn't  have  money  to  spend 
for  things  like  that.  But  I  wish  to 
say  to  anyone  now,  I  am  willing  to 
deny  myself  of  something  to  eat  if 
it  is  necessary  in  order  to  have 
good  literature  in  my  home,  for  it 
is  better  to  be  physically  weak  than 
spiritually  weak. 

— Mrs.  Everett  Maxwell. 


yourselves  for  the  battle  that  is  before 
us  in  these  last  days.  You  may  want  to 
use  some  other  book  in  your  study.  A 
correspondence  course  from  Bible  Train- 
ing School  would  be  a  splendid  study  for 
you.  For  information  along  this  line, 
please  write  to  Rev.  Zeno  C.  Tharp,  Se- 
vierville, Tenn. 

Here  are  some  books  for  the  children: 

Twenty-two  combined  Bible  Lessons 
for  the  children,  by  Luther  A.  Richard. 
Price  only  10c  each,  one  dollar  per  dozen. 

We  have  just  gone  through  this  book 
and  found  it  is  rich  in  Bible  information. 
If  your  child  would  learn  thoroughly  all 
that  is  in  these  thirty-two  pages,  he  or 
she  would  stand  the  storms  of  infidelity 
and  unbelief  we  find  around  us  today. 
You  owe  this  to  your  child. 

"SEVENTY-EIGHT  YEAR-ROUND 
STORIES"  is  a  book  that  should  be  in 
every  home  where  there  are  children,  and 
will  be  a  great  help  to  junior  workers 
everywhere.  Price,  $1.2  5. 


FICTION 

"IN  THE  TWINKLING  OF  AN 
EYE,"  by  Sidney  Watson. 

Here  is  a  story  so  well  told  that  the 
reader  will  never  forget  it — an  imagina- 
tive and  dramatic,  yet  true-to-Scripture 
account  of  what  will  transpire  on  this 
earth  at  the  coming  of  the  Lord.  It  is 
written  in  a  style  so  fascinating  that 
young  and  old  will  read  it  with  almost 
breathless  interest  from  start  to  finish. 

"At  The  Crossroads,"  by  Minnie  E. 
Ludwig.  Price   $1.00. 

"The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,"  by 
Jack  Lynn.  Price  50c. 

"The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David," 
by  Rev.  J.  H.  Ingraham.  Price  3  5c. 

"In  His  Steps,"  by  Charles  M.  Sheldon. 
Price  3  5  c. 


"Execution  of  Six  Men,"  by  Rev.  Earl 
P.  Paulk. 

March  24,  1939,  Rev.  Earl  Paulk,  pas- 
tor of  the  Church  of  God,  Greenville, 
South  Carolina,  was  invited  to  spend  the 
last  night  with  six  condemned  men  in 
the  death  cell  at  Columbia,  South  Caro- 
lina. 

Brother  Paulk  accepted  this  invitation 
and  spent  the  entire  night  talking  and 
praying  with  them  and  went  to  the  chair 
and  watched  them  all  die.  Five  of  these 
men  accepted  Christ.  One  was  an  infidel 
and  held  out  in  his  belief  until  death. 
Price,  25c. 


Read  the  Bible  Through  this  Year 

We  are  suggesting  to  our  Reading  Cir- 
cle members  that  they  read  the  Bible 
through  this  year.  Here  are  January  read- 
ings: 

Morning  Evening 

January   1            Gen.    1-2  John     1 

January  2            Gen.    3-4  Matt.    1 

January   3             Gen.    5-6  Matt.    2 

January  4            Gen.  7-8  Matt.   3 

January   5            Gen.   9-10  Matt.  4 

January  6            Gen.    11-12  Matt.    5 

January  7            Gen.    13-14  Matt.   6 

January   8            Gen.    15-16  Matt.  7 

January  9            Gen.    17-18  Matt.    8 

January   10          Gen.    19-20  Matt.   9 

January   11          Gen.   21-22  Matt.    10 

January   12          Gen.   23-24  Matt.    11 

January   13          Gen.   25-26  Matt.   12 

January   14          Gen.   27-28  Matt.    13 

January   15          Gen.   29-30  Matt.    14 

January   16          Gen.    31-32  Matt.    15 

January   17          Gen.    3  3-34  Matt.    16 

January   18          Gen.   3  5-36  Matt.    17 

January   19          Gen.    37-3  8  Matt.    18 

January  20          Gen.   39-40  Matt.    19 

(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Youth  As  Evangelists 


By  H.  H.  Helman 


Some  very  young  people  are  profession- 
al evamgelists.  Some  of  these  are  viewed 
as  a  curiosity  rather  than  effective  agents 
of  sane  evangelism.  Some,  however,  are 
not  publicity  seekers,  have  a  sensible  way 
of  doing  their  work  and  are  therefore  able 
to  influence  sober-thinking  young  people 
to  make  an  open  profession  of  the  Chris- 
tian religion.  But  when  we  say  that  every 
youth  who  is  a  church  member  ought  to 
b«  an  evangelist,  we  are  not  speaking  of 
a  professional  type  of  activity,  but  of  an 
everyday  type  of  evangelism  that  has 
prorod  successful  in  many  places. 

As  a  part  of  the  work  of  bringing  other 
young  people  to  Christ,  attendance  at 
Sunday  School  and  church  and  at  the 
young  people's  meetings,  is  important. 
Add  to  this  a  concerted  effort  to  have  the 
unevangelized  youth  in  attendance  also, 
and  one  necessary  and  significant  step 
has  been  taken  toward  effective  evange- 
lism. Assuming  that  this  is  the  first  step 
and  that  it  has  been  accomplished,  here 
are  a  few  additional  methods  that  may  be 
used  which  will  help  complete  the  task 
of  bringing  others  into  the  church. 

1.  Emphasize  the  devotional  life  in  de- 
partment, class,  and  young  people's  so- 
ciety meetings.  Christian  youth  should  be 
zealous  to  preserve  the  worship  spirit  in 
all  their  devotional  periods  and  meetings. 
This  means  that  whispering,  giggling, 
noisy  scuffling  or  an  irreverent  attitude 
shown  in  any  way,  must  be  eliminated. 
No  young  person  will  join  the  class, 
group,  or  church  of  another  who  is  not 
himself  serious  about  his  religious  pro- 
fession. Devotional  meetings  are  not 
made  reverent  by  a  simple  desire  to  have 
them  so,  or  even  by  a  reverent  attitude, 
both  of  which  are  necessary.  Careful  prep- 
aration is  essential.  Every  detail  of  the 
service  should  be  carefully  selected  and 
executed.  Songs  that  fit  the  general 
theme  are  to  be  selected.  A  scripture  with 
a  message  to  young  people  should  be  read. 
If  a  talk  is  included  as  a  feature,  it 
should  be  a  straight-from-the-shoulder 
facing  of  Christian  fact  or  duty.  The  de- 
votional period  well  directed  is  a  most 
effective   agent  of  evangelism. 

2.  Be  loyal  to  your  class,  society,  and 
church.  Take  a  definite  part  in  the  work 
of  each,  not  for  your  own  sake  alone  and 
for  the  sake  of  religion,  but  for  the  sake 
of  some  young  person  who  might  be 
judging  the  worth-whileness  of  religion 
by  how  loyal  you  seem  to  be  to  it.  Pros- 
pective members  are  sometimes  turned 
definitely  toward  accepting  Christ  and 
joining  the  church  when  they  notice  the 
part  that  other  young  persons  have  in  the 
work   of   the  Sunday  School   or  church. 


Youth  like  to  be  useful  and  those  who 
join  the  church  will  do  as  much  from  the 
desire  to  assist  in  religious  matters  as 
from  the  desire  to  be  helped.  The  oppor- 
tunity to  be  useful  always  appeals  to 
youth.  You  can  evangelize  by  showing, 
by  your  own  activity  in  the  church, 
what  church  members  actually  do. 

3.  Offer  your  services  to  your  pastor. 
You  can  perhaps  name  for  him  some  pros- 
pects that  he  has  not  thought  of.  He  may 
ask  you  about  the  interests,  habits,  and 
peculiarities  of  certain  young  people  being 
sought  for  membership.  He  may  even  ask 
you  what  sermon  subjects  you  think 
would  be  interesting  to  young  people.  If 
he  wishes  you  to  speak  definitely  to  some 
young  man  or  young  woman  about  unit- 
ing with  the  church,  or  bring  them  into 
his  home  or  office,  you  may  thus  be  able 
to  remove  the  last  barrier  to  church  mem- 
bership. You  may  also  assist  your  pastor 
in  making  a  survey  of  the  community  to 
discover  prospects,  or  to  discover  the 
home  influences  of  certain  prospects.  He 
may  wish  you  to  ask  a  prospect  to  ac- 
company you  to  the  church  service.  If 
you  happen  to  be  an  usher  or  a  member 
of  the  choir  the  pastor  may  suggest  that 
you  have  some  youth  assist  or  accompany 
you.  There  are  so  many  ways  that  he  can 
use  you  that  you  should  make  your  serv- 
ices available  to  him  at  the  earliest  oppor- 
tunity. 

4.  Make  the  young  people  who  are 
prospects  acquainted  with  the  young  peo- 
ple of  your  group,  with  the  pastor,  the 
Sunday  School  superintendent,  the  teach- 
ers and  leaders  in  church  and  school,  and 
with  any  others  who  would  take  an  active 
interest  in  them.  Friendliness  wins.  An 
at-homeness  feeling  must  prevail  before 
they  will  want  to  unite  with  a  church. 
Take  the  prospects  into  your  homes  and 
see  that  they  have  a  hearty  welcome  by 
you  and  your  parents.  Invite  them  to  the 
class  or  society  social  meetings,  and  if 
possible,  let  them  take  some  part  in  them. 
By  the  method  of  sociability,  friendliness 
and  interest  make  your  Sunday  School  or 
church  group  so  attractive  that  they  will 
wish  to  become  a  part  of  it. 

5.  Learn  as  much  as  you  can  about  the 
proper  Christian  approach  in  evangelism. 
If  you  feel  prompted  to  do  special  work 
along  this  line  seek  the  wisdom  of 
your  pastor  on  proper  approaches. 
Study  also  Jesus'  method  of  winning  men 
in  the  Gospels,  and  the  Apostles'  experi- 
ences in  the  work  of  evangelism  in  the 
Acts  and  the  Epistles.  —  From  Young 
People's  Journal. 

NOTE:  Study  "Evangelism  of  Youth" 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

by  Albert  H.  Gage,  price  $1.00,  or  Wm. 
Evans'  book  on  "Personal  Evangelism." 
These  books  will  inspire  you.  Order  from 
the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

THEY  DON'T  HAVE  TO  BE  GREAT 

By  Ray  W.  Ragsdale 

My  hand  involuntarily  rose  from  the 
steering  wheel  of  my  car  to  wave  at  the 
old  man.  I  didn't  know  I  was  going  to 
wave.  I  just  did. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  was  in  an  ugly 
mood,  and  I  didn't  feel  like  waving  at 
anybody.  I  had  had  trouble  starting  the 
car  that  morning.  It  was  below  zero,  and 
borders  of  snow  and  ice  fringed  the  high- 
way, giving  mute  evidence  of  the  cold. 

There  was  something  about  the  old  fel- 
low— his  smile  and  the  friendly  wav«  of 
his  hand  as  he  stood  there  that  freezing 
morning — that  thawed  the  ice  imidc  me. 
As  I  went  on  down  the  road  I  felt  the 
muscles  of  my  face  relaxing  into  a  smile. 
A  funny  little  feeling  of  happiness  was 
routing  out  the  remaining  shadows  of  an 
ill  mood.  I  had  not  gone  a  mile  from  the 
crossing  tender's  shanty  before  I  was  a 
new  man  again.  And  the  whole  day  was 
different. 

Other  times  I  went  by,  and  it  was  al- 
ways the  same.  Sometimes  I  would  be  in 
a  long  line  of  cars  and  I  noticed  that  each 
earful  would  receive  the  same  salute  and 
smile.  And  so  one  day  I  stopped  to  see 
him. 

"Do  you  mind  telling  me  your  name 
and  why  you  always  stand  here  by  your 
crossing  shanty  and  wave  to  the  people  as 
they  go  by?"  I  asked  him. 

"Not  at  all,"  he  smiled.  "My  name  is 
Gilbert  Lame.  My  story  is  longer  than  I 
could  tell  you  standing  here  on  the  road. 
I  should  like  to  have  you  come  to  my 
home  when  I  am  off  duty,  and  I'll  tell 
you  the  whole  story  from  the  beginning." 

"I  shall  be  glad  to,"  I  responded,  "but 
can't  you  give  me  your  reason  in  a  few 
words?  I  am  very  curious,  especially  since 
you  have  been  so  helpful  to  me  in  getting 
the  day  started  off  right." 

"Wait  a  minute.  Here  comes  a  car."  I 
watched  him  as  he  broke  into  that  cheery 
smile  and  waved  as  the  car  whizzed  by. 
Every  person  in  the  car  waved  back  and 
smiled  in  return. 

"That  was  a  earful  of  Portland,  Me., 
people.  They  come  down  to  Boston  every 
week,"  he  said. 

"Do  you  know  everybody  on  the 
road?"  I  asked. 

"Just  about,"  was  the  reply.  "You  see, 
almost  everyone  stops  some  time  and 
talks  to  me.  And  I  get  to  know  people 
that  way.  But  you  want  to  know  my 
philosophy  in  a  nutshell,  so  here  it  is." 
His  voice  was  soft  and  low.  "I  am  an  old 
man.  There  isn't  much  good  that  I  can 
do.  I  work  here  at  the  crossing  every 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

They  find  plenty  of  companions  on  that 
road,  and  together  they  are  coasting 
downward  and  perhaps  you  are  to  blame. 

This  is  the  time  for  new  resolutions. 
What  do  we  intend  to  do  with  the  new 
year?  It  means  much  to  make  resolutions, 
but  it  means  more  to  keep  them.  We  must 
not  be  afraid  to  make  them,  for  our  God 
will  stand  by  us  if  we  trust  and  stand  by 
Him. 

Beloved,  as  we  enter  into  this  new  year, 
we  are  called  to  go  forth  like  Abraham, 
not  knowing  whither  we  go,  in  a  path 
He  will  show  us,  trusting  His  hand  to 
lead  us  all  the  way.  This  new  year  will 
be  mixed  with  joys  and  sorrows.  Sunshine 
and  shadows  alike  will  fall  on  our  path- 
way. There  will  be  times  when  the  sea 
of  life  will  be  calm  and  beautiful  and 
times  when  the  waves  will  dash  high; 
times  when  we  look  with  admiration  upon 
the  beautiful  rose  as  it  blooms  out  before 
us,  and  times  when  the  thorns  on  that 
same  rose  bush  will  pierce  our  hands  and 
make  them  bleed.  He  is  in  the  joys  and 
sorrows  and  in  the  sunshine  and  shadows. 
He  is  in  the  calm  and  in  the  storm.  The 
same  God  who  made  the  beautiful  rose 
also  made  the  thorns. 

Then  as  we  go  forth  in  this  new  year, 
let  us  not  be  afraid  of  the  arrow  that 
flieth  at  noonday.  God  said  to  Joshua, 
"When  thou  goest  out  to  battle  against 
thine  enemies,  and  seest  horses,  and  chari- 
ots, and  a  people  more  than  thou,  be  not 
afraid  of  them:  for  the  Lord  thy  God  is 
with  thee,  which  brought  thee  up  out  of 
the  land  of  Egypt." 

A  very  remarkable  Old  Testament  il- 
lustration is  found  in  the  graphic  narra- 
tive of  Elisha  and  his  attendant  in  Do- 
than,  surrounded  by  an  overwhelming 
host  of  Syrian  foes.  The  servant  was  ter- 
rified; the  master  was  calm  and  unruf- 
fled. What  made  the  difference?  It  was 
nothing  but  a  question  of  vision. 

The  servant  saw  the  threatening  hosts 
of  human  enemies;  the  master's  vision 
looked  through  and  beyond  these  to  the 
mightier  hosts  of  angelic  protectors,  sent 
in  the  mercy  and  providence  of  God.  To 
the  terrified  cry,  "Alas,  my  master!  how 
shall  we  do?"  he  could  return  the  word 
of  confident  assurance,  "Fear  not:  for 
they  that  be  with  us  are  more  than  they 
that  be  with  them."  But  that  was  not 
all;  the  young  man  was  to  be  taught  to 
see  them,  too.  So  the  prophet  prayed, 
"Lord,  I  pray  thee,  open  his  eyes,  that  he 
may  see."  "And  the  Lord  opened  the  eyes 
of  the  young  man;  and  he  saw:  and,  be- 
hold, the  mountain  was  full  of  horses  and 
chariots  of  fire  round  about  Elisha." 

One  special  illustration  from  the  New 
Testament  can  be  put  beside  this.  It  is 
from  the  familiar  incident  in  which  Peter 


walked  upon  the  water.  "When  he  saw 
the  wind  boisterous,  he  was  afraid."  It  has 
often  been  supposed  that  he  took  his  eyes 
off  the  Master  and  fixed  them  on  the 
surrounding  danger.  At  all  events,  he  al- 
lowed himself  to  regard  the  danger  as 
more  to  be  feared  than  His  Master  was 
to  be  trusted.  This  is  to  be  gathered  from 
the  words  which  followed:  "O  thou  of 
little  faith,  wherefore  didst  thou  doubt?" 
Peter  was  acting,  for  the  moment,  with 
distorted  vision.  He  could  not  see  things 
in  proportion,  and  so  he  could  not  act 
with  calmness  and  as  the  circumstances 
required. 

"Fear  not,  little  flock;  for  it  is  your 
Father's  good  pleasure  to  give  you  the 
kingdom."  Again,  may  God  bless  and  use 
you  during  the  year  1940. 

The  New  Year's  Gift 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

Mother's  Day  and  Father's  Day  made  fa- 
thers and  mothers  happy,  for  the  children 
said  by  gifts  and  by  kind,  loving  deeds, 
"I  love  you."  Memorial  Day  had  flags 
and  parades,  and  the  children  thought  of 
the  brave  men  who  had  given  their  lives 
for  our  country,  and  they  said,  "We  will 
be  brave  and  kind  and  true,  and  help  to 
keep  our  country  the  kind  that  they 
wanted  it  to  be." 

June  had  Children's  Day,  when  chil- 
dren sang  their  songs  of  praise  and 
thought  about  the  dear  Lord  Jesus  who 
was  once  a  child.  The  Fourth  of  July  was 
the  gay  day  of  celebrating  the  birthday 
of  the  United  States,  and  of  helping  ev- 
eryone to  remember  that  the  way  to 
keep  our  country  great  and  noble  is  to 
keep  its  people  loving  God,  the  heavenly 
Father,  and  following  His  wise  rules  of 
love,  and  kindness,  and  fairness. 

Rally  Day,  birthdays,  and  all  sorts  of 
days,  were  in  the  New  Year's  gift,  and 
near  the  end  came  Thanksgiving  Day, 
when  the  church  bells  called  the  people 
together  to  thank  the  Father  for  His  love 
and  His  care.  Then  came  Christmas,  the 
birthday  of  Jesus  the  Christ-child,  and 
the  people  gave  gifts  to  one  another  and 
said,  "Merry  Christmas!  Peace  on  earth, 
good  will  to  all  men." 

Some  people  accepted  the  wonderful 
gift  of  the  new  year  without  thinking 
about  what  was  in  it  at  all,  and  cared  very 
little  about  the  precious  days  as  they 
came  one  by  one.  But  others  thanked  the 
heavenly  Father  and  said  that  it  was  the 
most  wonderful  gift  that  any  one  could 
have.  When  the  bells  rang  and  the  whis- 
tles blew,  and  the  people  said,  "Happy 
New  Year!"  those  who  knew  about  the 
wonderful  gift  had  a  different  kind  of 
joy  from  those  who  did  not  know,  and 
they  felt  richer  than  any  king. — Seventy- 
eight  Year-Kound  Stories. 


How  Careful  Are  You? 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

sponse  on  the  part  of  the  child  little  more 
than  a  baby? 

To  Jane,  her  interests  in  school  were 
serious.  She  suspected  her  father  of  de- 
liberate misunderstanding,  and  she 
promptly  accused  him  of  doing  so  will- 
fully. But  in  the  event  she  was  wrong, 
she  dubbed  him  as  stupid.  Evidently  Jane 
was  keen  for  her  age,  but  if  she  had  not 
been  hectored  and  permitted  to  be  im- 
pertinent, this  would  not  have  bubbled 
forth  at  this  time. 

It  is  one  thing  to  play  with  a  cliild  and 
to  enjoy  innocent  merriment.  It  is  another 
to  create  situations  where  the  child  loses 
control  of  speech  or  manner. 

How  careful  are  you  to  create  the  right 
atmosphere  for  right  thought  and  speech 
and  action? 

Parents  are  admonished  not  to  provoke 
their  children  to  anger.  There  are  very 
good  reasons — reasons  which  are  impor- 
tant in  the  present  and  in  the  future  al- 
so!— The  Baby's  Mother. 

He  Careth  for  You 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

but  even  in  our  daily  life,  with  its  per- 
plexities and  cares.  He  has  given  Himself 
for  us.  He  wants  us  to  come  nearer  and 
let  Him  give  Himself  to  us — in  fellow- 
ship every  day.  No  matter  what  your  par- 
ticular trial  might  be — 

"The  Man  of  Sorrows  understands  it  well, 
In  all  points  tempted  He  can  feel  with 

you — 
You  cannot  come  too  often,  nor  too  near, 
The  Son  of  God  is  infinite  in  grace, 
His  presence  satisfies  the  longing  soul 
And  those  who  walk  with  Him  from  day, 

to  day, 
Can  never  have  a  solitary  way." 

— The  Gospel  Herald. 

The  Blood  Cure 

(Continued  from  page  15) 

it  badly  before  he  gets  it. 

If  you  have  no  desire  to  turn  from 
sin  and  drink  you  are  as  much  damned  as 
though  you  were  already  in  hell. 

One  who  does  not  want  to  stop  is  in  the 
most  dangerous  position  of  all. 

But  to  you  who  have  the  faintest  de- 
sire to  turn,  to  "face  the  other  way,"  I 
want  to  encourage  you  to  come  with  us 
now.  Jesus  can  take  care  of  your  appetite. 

And  you,  Christians,  remember  the 
words  of  St.  Paul,  "Take  heed  lest  this 
liberty  of  yours  be  a  stumbling  block  to 
them  that  are  weak:  shall  the  weak  broth- 
er perish  for  whom  Christ  died?" 

Do  something  for  Jesus  today. — Sel. 


[Page  24] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


jgWfc 


^he  Sinner's  *Page 


$&¥$ 


£^l>= 


TOM'S  STORY 

Author  Unknown 

The  railway  carriages  were  speedily  fill- 
ing in  the  train,  when  a  young  man  en- 
tered, seating  himself  by  my  side. 

As  the  train  moved  off  he  began  to 
quietly  hum  a  hymn. 

I  thought  to  myself,  "A  young  fellow 
who  hums  a  Sankey  tune  in  a  train  is 
probably  not  a  bad  sort.  I  wonder  if  he'll 
hum  the  tune  through  as  many  times  as 
there  are  verses  in  that  hymn.  If  he  does, 
I  shall  conclude  he  is  following  the  words 
in  his  mind."  I  listened,  and  four  times 
over  he  went  through  his  tune,  that  be- 
ing the  length  of  the  hymn. 

A  lady,  who  was  a  fellow  passenger, 
handed  some  tracts  round,  and  the  young 
man,  noting  the  title  of  one  given  him, 
said,  "May  I  pass  it  on  when  done  with?" 

"Certainly,"  was  the  reply. 

Observing  the  title,  I  said  to  him,  "Do 
you  know  the  meaning  of  that?" 

"Yes." 

"The  real  meaning  in  your  heart  and 
experience?" 

"Yes — thank  God,  I  do." 

"How  did  it  all  come  about?" 

"Do  you  see  that  farm  building  away 
out  there  through  the  gum  trees?  That's 
where  I  came  from.  Have  been  there 
sometime  now.  My  first  boss  was  a  Chris- 
tian man  who  thought  a  good  deal  about 
us  fellows,  and  was  always  trying  to  do 
us  good.  He  had  gospel  meetings  every 
week  for  us,  but  I  couldn't  be  bothered 
with  the  thing.  I  didn't  want  to  be  a 
Christian  like  some  of  my  companions 
were.  Yet  I  wasn't  a  bad  sort  of  fellow. 
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I  liked  my  glass  of  beer  and  a  quiet  game 
of  cards,  but  I  just  hated  all  that  sort  of 
thing  as  the  boss  was  so  keen  about  it. 
So  things  went  on  until  I  found  that  a 
strange  complaint  was  affecting  me;  I 
could  not  get  through  my  day's  work  as 
I  used  to  do.  I  did  my  level  best,  but  it 
was  no  good. 

"At  last  the  boss  saw  that  something 
was  amiss.  One  day  he  said,  'Tom,  put 
the  horse  to  the  buggy,  and  drive  down  to 
see  the  doctor.  Let  him  thoroughly  over- 
haul you;  you  are  not  right.  You  can't 
get  through  your  work  as  you  used  to  do. 
When  you  come  back,  let  me  know  what 
he  says.' 

"Now,  I  thought,  it  certainly  was  all 
up.  The  doctor  will  examine  me,  and  he 
will  probably  say,  'Young  man,  you 
haven't  long  to  live.'  The  boss  will  turn 
me  off,  and  then  I'll  be — just  done.  So 
I  hitched  up  the  horse  and  drove  off.  The 
doctor  lived  ten  miles  away,  and  I  didn't 
hurry  the  horse  a  bit  the  first  five  miles, 
I  can  tell  you.  I  got  to  turning  things 
over  a  bit,  and  it  seemed  as  if  I  were  talk- 
ing to  myself  in  this  sort  of  way:  'Look 
here,  Tom,  you  are  in  a  bad  way.  Prob- 
ably you'll  get  bad  news  from  the  doc- 
tor that  you  haven't  got  long  to  live;  and 
if  you've  got  to  die,  you'll  wish  you  were 
a  Christian,  and  it  will  be  awful  mean  to 
try  to  give  yourself  to  Christ  just  be- 
cause you  are  scared  and  have  to  die.  But 
then,  Tom,  if  the  doctor  says  you  will  be 
all  right  in  six  months,  you  won't  mind, 
and  you  won't  want  to  be  a  Christian 
then — now  will  you?" 

"I  got  to  working  it  backwards  and 
forwards  in  my  mind  till  I  saw  that  there 
was  only  one  right  thing  to  do — an  hon- 
est thing,  and  that  was  to  give  myself  up 
to  the  Lord  Jesus  Chirst  before  I  got  to 
the  doctor,  and  knew  what  my  future 
might  be. 

"I  pulled  up  by  the  road  side,  jumped 
out,  got  behind  the  buggy  on  the  grass, 
and  said — 

"  'Lord  Jesus,  it's  no  use  of  my  going 
on  any  longer  like  this.  I  am  all  wrong.  I 
am  a  big  sinner.  I  am  lost,  and  I  know  it. 
I've  got  to  go  see  the  doctor,  and  I  don't 
know  what  he'll  say  to  me,  but  I  want 
Thee,  Lord  Jesus,  to  take  me  just  now  and 
here,  if  Thou  wilt,  and  forgive  me,  and 
change  my  life,  and  take  away  my  sins, 
and  keep  me  from  sin.  Oh,  take  me  as  I 
am!' 

"And  the  Lord  just  did  it.  And  I  just 
trusted  Him  then  and  there  as  my  own 
personal  and  loving  Savior. 

"I  jumped  back  into  the  buggy,  and 
didn't   I   go   joyfully   over   the   road   the 


other  five  miles!  I  didn't  care  what  might 
happen  now. 

"Going  along,  the  Lord  seemed  to  talk 
to  me  as  distinctly  as  if  He  were  sitting 
by  my  side.  He  seemed  to  say,  'Tom,  you 
are  mine?' 

"  'Yes,  Lord.' 

"  'All  mine — spirit,  soul  and  body?' 

"  'Yes,  Lord.' 

"  'Well,  Tom,  I  want  to  send  you  on 
some  errands  for  me — to  take  some  mes- 
sages for  me;  but  I  want  my  messengers 
to  be  as  much  like  me  as  possible  and  to  be 
holy.'  So  the  Voice  seemed  to  whisper,  'I 
want  you  to  give  up  taking  any  kind  of 
strong  drink,  for  I  don't  like  for  my  serv- 
ants to  touch  it.  It  is  not  a  good  example 
to  others  and  it  ruins  so  many.' 

"  'Lord,'  said  I,  'I'll  never  want  to 
touch  it  again.' 

"  'And  then,  Tom,  I  want  my  mes- 
sengers to  have  sweet  breaths  when  they 
speak  my  messages;  and  I  do  not  want 
them  to  waste  their  money.' 

"  'No,  Lord,  I  can  see  that  plainly 
enough  now.' 

"  'So,  Tom,  just  for  my  sake,  give  up 
your  smoking!' 

Away  went  my  pipe,  pouch,  and  to- 
bacco into  the  road,  for  I  really  felt  that 
God  was  cleaning  me  altogether. 

"I  got  to  the  doctor,  and  he  examined 
me  all  over,  and  said: 

"  'Young  man,  I  can  put  you  all  right 
if  you  will  attend  to  my  instructions. 
You  must  give  up  all  alcoholic  drink;  it 
is  bad  for  your  complaint.' 

"  'I've  given  it  up  already.' 

"  'And  then  you  must  try  to  do  with- 
out tobacco  smoking.' 

"  'Well,  doctor,   that's  given  up  too!' 

"  'You'll  be  all  right  if  you  are  care- 
ful, young  man." 

"  'Thank  you,  doctor,  but  oh!  I  seem 
all  right  now.  I  got  put  right  on  the  way 
here.' 

'  'Then  why  did  you  come  to  see  me?' 

"  'Fact  is,  doctor,  I  met  another  physi- 
cian on  the  way  to  you.' 

"  'Another  doctor — what  do  you  mean? 
There's  no  other  doctor  within  forty  miles 
of  me.  What's  his  name?' 

"Reverently,  and  with  tears  coursing 
down  my  cheeks,  for  I  could  not  keep 
them  back,  I  said: 

"  'His  name  is  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
doctor;'  and  I  up  and  told  him  all  that 
had  happened. 

"He  took  my  hand,  and  said,  'Young 
man,  I  thank  you  for  your  honesty  and 
bold  confession.  I  wish  I  could  say  the 
same  as  you,  but  I  can't.  Still,  I  feel  you 
have  helped  me,  and  I  thank  you.  God 
bless  you.  You'll  be  all  right  ere  long  in 
every  way." 

"That's  how  it  all  came  about,  and  I've 
been  praising  the  Lord  ever  since,  and  am 
glad  to  help  in  the  Lord's  work  any  way 
I  can  now  on  the  farm." 


January,  1940 
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Such  was  Tom's  story. 

There  is  nothing  so  simple  and  neces- 
sary as  being  quite  definite  and  straight- 
forward with  the  Lord  Jesus.  He  will  re- 
ceive and  accept  any  one  that  comes  in 
simple  faith,  as  Tom,  my  traveling  com- 
panion, did. 

Will  you  come — come  now? 

Quotations  of  the  Unsaved  When 
Dying 

Talleyrand  said,  "I  am  suffering  the 
pangs  of  the  damned." 

Sir  Thomas  Scott  said,  "Until  this  mo- 
ment I  believed  that  there  was  neither  a 
God  nor  a  hell.  Now  I  know  and  feel 
there  are  both,  and  I  am  doomed  to  per- 
dition by  the  just  judgments  of  the  Al- 
mighty." 

Newport,  the  infidel,  said,  "Ah,  the 
forlorn  hopes  of  him  that  has  no  God  to 
go  to!  Nothing  to  fly  to  for  peace  and 
comfort.  Oh,  the  insufferable  pangs  of 
hell  and  damnation!" 

Queen  Elizabeth  of  England,  "All  my 
possessions  for  a  moment  of  time." 

Caesar  Borgia,  "I  have  provided  in  the 
course  of  my  life,  for  everything  except 
death;  and  now,  alas,  I  am  to  die,  al- 
though entirely  unprepared!" 

Gibbon  said,  "All  is  now  lost,  finally, 
irrevocably  lost!" 

Mirabeau  said,  "Give  me  more  lauda- 
num that  I  may  not  think  of  eternity 
and  what  is  to  come." 

Charteres  said,  "I  would  gladly  give 
30,000  pounds  to  have  it  proved  there  is 
no  hell."  (It  will  take  more  than  that  to 
disprove  hell.) 

Tom  Payne  said,  "Stay  with  me,  for 
God's  sake;  I  cannot  bear  to  be  left 
alone." 

Altamont  said,  "Hell  is  a  refuge  if  it 
hide  me  from  Thy  frown,  O  God." 

The  atheist  Hobbs  said,  "I  am  about 
to  take  a  leap  into  the  dark!" 

King  Charles  IX  of  France  said  when 
he  died,  "O  God,  how  will  it  end? 
Blood!  Blood!  Rivers  of  Blood!  I  am 
lost!"  and  with  a  shriek  he  leaped  into 
the  death  from  whence  he  will  stand  up 
in  the  judgment  to  reap  the  awful  har- 
vest of  what  he  had  sown! 

My  dear  reader,  are  you  ready  to  die? 
What  will  be  your  answer?  "Prepare  to 
meet  thy  God."  O  unsaved  sinner  friend! 
repent,  return,  confess  your  sins,  believe 
on  Christ  as  your  Savior,  and  pray  to 
God  just  now  that  He  will  make  your 
heart  fit  for  His  eternal  habitation. 

SOME  OUOTATIONS  OF  THE 
SAVED  WHEN  DYING 

Millions  of  persons  have  made  some 
final  remarks  when  dying.  Allow  me  to 
mention  several  of  the  remarks  made  by 
the  saved  when  dying,  among  them  some 
very  notable  personages: 

Samuel  Rutherford  said,  "Christ  is 
mine  and  I  am  His.  Glory,  glory  to  my 
Creator     and  Redeemer  forever!      Glory 


shines  in  Immanuel's  Land." 

John  Holland  said,  "Now,  farewell, 
world;  welcome  heaven.  The  Day  Star 
from  on  high  hath  visited  my  heart." 

Grandma  Shears  said,  "It  is  bright  over 
the  river — oh,  so  bright!" 

Susannah  Wesley,  mother  of  nineteen 
children,  said,  "Children,  as  soon  as  I  am 
gone,  sing  a  psalm  of  praise  to  God." 
What  a  mother  John  and  Charles  Wesley 
had! 

John  Wesley  said,  "The  best  of  all,  God 
is  with  us." 

Martin  Luther  said,  "Into  Thy  hands  I 
commit  my  spirit;  Thou  hast  redeemed 
me,  Thou  hast  redeemed  me,  Thou  faith- 
ful God!" 

Benjamin  Abbott  said,  "Glory  to  God! 
I  see  the  heavens  open  before  me." 

D.  L.  Moody,  the  great  evangelist, 
said,  "Earth  is  receding,  heaven  is  advanc- 
ing, and  I  am  passing  in  through  the  gates 
into  the  City.  O  this  is  wonderful!" 

Bishop  Haven  said,  "God  lifts  me  up 
in  His  arms.  There  is  no  darkness;  it  is 
all  light  and  brightness." 

Lillian  Lee,  aged  ten,  said,  "O  papa, 
what  a  sight!  The  golden  gates  are  open." 

John  Bunyan  said,  "We  shall  meet  ere 
long  to  sing  the  new  song  and  remain 
forever  in  a  world  without  end." 

These  are  some  of  the  many  beautiful 
remarks  of  the  saved  when  dying.  Friend, 
you  may  be  saved  from  sin  and  you  will 
be  able  to  make  remarks  like  these  when 
you  "shall  cross  the  bar." 

"In  peace  lei  me  resign  my  breath, 

And  THY  salvation  see; 
My  sins  deserve  eternal  death — 

But  Jesus  died  for  me!" 

That  is  the  only  plea  anyone  can  have. 

The  Psalmist  said,  "For  I  am  ready  to 
halt,  and  my  sorrow  (sin)  is  continual- 
ly before  me  ...  I  will  be  sorry  for  my 
sin." 

Sinner  friend,  are  you  ready  to  halt? 
God  calls  a  halt.  Christ  and  His  cross  call 
a  halt.  The  Holy  Spirit  calls  a  halt.  The 
Bible  warnings  call  a  halt.  A  mother's  or 
wife's  prayers  and  tears  call  a  halt.  Your 
guilty  conscience  calls  a  halt.  The  laws  of 
God  and  man  call  a  halt  to  your  way- 
wardness and  pleads  that  you  come  to 
Christ  and  get  saved  before  it  is  everlast- 
ingly too  late! 


Questing  Youth 

(Continued  from  page  8) 

Jas.  4:4. 

Worldliness  is  corrupting  in  its  asso- 
ciations,  2   Pet.    1:4. 

Worldliness  is  hateful  in  its  opposition, 
John   17:14. 

"Be  not  conformed  to  this  world,"  is 
the  urge  which  Paul  laid  upon  his  fol- 
lowers. In  short,  we  are  not  to  yield  one 
hair's  breadth  to  its  fatal  pressure.  Its 
standards  must  not  be  ours.  We  must  not 
allow   it   to  shape     our  opinions,      ideals 


or  choices.  We  must  not  drink  at  the 
world's  fountain  of  pleasure,  nor  breathe 
its  foul  atmosphere,  nor  bow  to  its 
gilded  gods. 

The  world,  mark  you,  is  the  sworn  and 
relentless  foe  of  every  aspirant  after  this 
highest  life,  and  the  least  compromise 
with  it  is  always  fatal.  The  world  is  ever 
seeking  to  detach  your  loyalty  from 
Christ,  to  distract  your  attention  from 
Him,  to  divert  your  love  from  Him  to  it- 
self. 

Worldliness  is  contaminating  in  its  in- 
decency, Eph.  2:2. 

Worldliness  is  contaminating  in  its  in- 
fluence, Jas.   1:27. 

Worldliness  is  antagonistic  in  its  spirit. 

It  is  a  parasite  to  rob  us  of  our  joy 
in  the  Lord;  a  fog  to  hide  His  presence, 
a  damper  to  quench  our  zeal,  and  a  blight 
to  mar  our  testimony. 

See  how  different  are  the  world's  stan- 
dards from  those  of  the  out-and-out, 
through-and-through,  on-fire  Christian. 
His  aims  in  life,  his  ideals,  tastes,  appe- 
tites, interests,  pursuits,  his  whole  out- 
look, his  scale  of  values,  are  all  utterly 
and  fundamentally  contradictory  to  those 
of  the  worldling.  What  one  prizes  most, 
the  other  prizes  least.  What  one  despises 
as  useless,  the  other  grasps  at  as  indispen- 
sable. 

One  lives  for  earthly  gold,  the  other  for 
heavenly  treasure. 

One  seeks  for  material  success,  the 
other  for  spiritual  progress. 

One  desires  only  worldly  gain,  the 
other  longs  for  eternal  rewards. 

One  wants  to  have  a  good  time,  the 
other  desires  to  use  his  time  for  good. 

One  lives  to  get,  the  other  lives  to  give. 

The  ambition  of  one  is  the  world's  pop- 
ularity, the  other  longs  only  to  hear  the 
Master's  "Well  done." 

Self-indulgence  is  the  keynote  of  one 
life,  self-sacrifice  that  of  the  other. 

The  one  goes  with  the  crowd,  the  other 
risks  being  in  the  minority. 

The  one  is  swayed  by  expediency,  the 
other  by  principles. 

The  one  saves  his  life,  the  other  loses 
his  life. 

The  one  lives  for  the  transient  and  im- 
mediate, the  other  for  the  ultimate  and 
eternal. 

Between  these  two  types  of  life  a  great 
gulf  is  fixed.  The  one  masters  "this  pres- 
ent evil  world,"  the  other  is  mastered  by 
it. 

(Continued  next  month) 

Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 
We  would  appreciate  your  helping  us 
place  these  books.  We  must  sell  900  to 
pay  the  Publishing  House.  If  I  have 
friends  in  the  different  churches  who 
will  order  a  few  of  these  boks  and  sell 
them,  I  will  appreciate  it  more  than  I 
can  express. 
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OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  rhe  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
Mrric*   which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  Iie.ir  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear    this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
■-■nless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
7?  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and   accept  Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 


A  New  Year's  Program 

Topic:  "INTO  ALL  THE  WORLD" 

By  Grace  Churchman 

(As  curtains,  are  pulled,  if  you  prefer, 
a  young  lady  or  man  walks  out,  carrying 
a  large  lighted  candle,  and  with  a  sign, 
"The  Church  of  God,"  pinned  to  them. 
She  steps  to  the  center  edge  of  platform 
and  speaks.) 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  In  the  Bible 
we  find  that  the  figure  seven  represents 
completeness.  And  we  find  that  the 
Church  of  God  has  seven  departments 
which  are  used  to  interest  people  and 
thereby  lead  them  to  God.  These  seven 
departments  are  used  in  harmony  with 
the  Church.  In  fact,  if  the  local  churches 
do  not  work  toward  this  complete  pro- 
gram, then  they  will  fail  to  be  so  large 
a  blessing  to  the  people,  the  Church  in 
general,  and  to  God.  These  departments 
of  Church  work  help  the  Church  grow 
both  spiritually  and  financially.  I  wish 
to  call  a  representative  from  each  de- 
partment, and  after  they  have  spoken  to 
light  their  candle,  thereby  letting  their 
light  shine  forth.  But  this  one  thought 
I  would  like  for  you  to  remember,  these 
departments  of  the  Church  are  ours.  The 
Church  maintains  them  and  they  in  turn 
lead  people  to  God  and  to  the  Church, 
but  they  could  not  and  cannot  survive 


and    grow    without      our      offerings    and 
prayers. 

Sunday  School,  come  and  tell  us  which 
department  of  Church  work  interests  the 
children,  the  youth,  and  the  aged. 

SUNDAY  SCHOOL:  The  Bible  says, 
"Train  up  a  child  in  the  way  he  should 
go,"  and  truly  we  should  train  them  to 
go  to  Sunday  School  and  study  the  pre- 
cious truths  of  God.  We  find  that  only 
a  very  small  per  cent  of  the  criminals  in 
our  penitentiaries  have  attended  Sunday 
School.  And  we  find  that  the  grey-haired 
grandmothers  and  grandfathers  who  now 
attend  Sunday  School  tell  of  going  to 
Sunday  School  when  they  were  small 
children.  Truly  Sunday  School  is  as  im- 
portant to  the  Church  as  elementary  and 
high  school  is  to  the  educational  world. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Yes,  truly  the 
Sunday  School  plays  an  important  role  in 
leading  people  to  Christ  and  we  do  want 
you  to  let  your  light  shine  out  for  God. 
(Lights  Sunday  School's  candle  from  her 
candle.) 

Young  People's  Endeavor,  come  out 
and  speak  a  note  of  praise  in  honor  of 
your  work. 

YOUNG  PEOPLE'S  ENDEAVOR: 
The  Church  of  God  Young  People's 
Endeavor  is  doing  a  great  and  noted  work 
for  God  and  His  Church.  Each  year  they 
are  sending  forth  preachers,  teachers, 
musicians,  singers,  and  missionaries, 
whose  first  attempt  to  work  for  God  was 
in  the  Y.P.E.  The  endeavor  taught  them 
to  use  their  talents — and  to  use  them  for 
God.  God  has  always  used  young  people 
in  His  work  and  the  Y.P.E.  helps  them 
to  find  their  talents  and  to  develop  them. 
When  I  begin  to  think  of  the  Y.P.E.,  I 
begin  to  feel  happy,  because  truly  I  thank 
God  for  a  plan  for  the  young  people 
to  work  and  to  feel  a  responsibility.  Yes, 
the  Y.P.E.  is  a  very  important  phase  of 
Church  work. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Surely  you 
have  spoken  truthfully  in  praising  the 
Y.P.E.  We  want  you  to  let  your  light 
shine  into  all  the  world.  (Lights  candle.) 
Now  the  Sunday  School  and  Y.P.E.  are 
of  the  local  churches  but  with  national 
headquarters.  We  are  better  acquainted 
with  these  departments  than  the  follow- 
ing: 

ORPHANAGE:  (Child,  age  8-13 
years  preferred.)  I  represent  the  Church 
of  God  Orphanage  and  I  thank  you,  for 
if  it  were  not  for  the  offerings  of  fi- 
nance and  clothing  you  send,  we  would 
not  have  the  privilege  of  living  and 
studying  in  such  a  wonderful  Christian 
atmosphere.  So  remember,  every  penny 
you  put  in  for  the  orphanage  is  helping 
some  boy  or  girl,  who  does  not  have  a 
loving  father  and  mother  to  have  a  home 
and  be  brought  up  with  knowledge  of 
the  Word  of  God.      (Use  "An  Orphan 


Boy's  Prayer"  on  page    16   in  connection 
with  this  department.) 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Yes,  we  are 
thankful  for  our  Orphanage  and  we  only 
ask  that  we  will  soon  be  able  to  care  for 
more  of  the  children  who  have  lost  their 
parents.  Oh,  may  your  light  shine  bright- 
ly!   (Lights  candle.) 

AGED  MINISTERS:  There  are  many 
ministers  who  have  preached  for  years 
with  no  thought  for  themselves — only  for 
God  and  His  work.  Now  they  have  grown 
old.  Age  has  wrecked  their  bodies  and 
they  are  no  longer  physically  able  to 
preach.  What  are  we  going  to  do  with 
them?  Can  we  neglect  them  and  feel  we 
are  doing  our  duty?  The  Bible  says, 
"Honor  thy  father"  and  these  aged  min- 
isters are  our  fathers  in  the  Lord.  They 
have  served  on  the  "battlefront"  for  God 
and  the  Church.  When  a  soldier  gives 
his  health  in  the  battlefront  for  the  Unit- 
ed States,  then  the  United  States  cares 
for  him.  So  how  much  more  should  we 
feel  our  need  for  our  soldiers  of  the 
Church?  I  am  glad  that  the  Church  of 
God  is  making  an  effort  to  care  for  the 
soldiers  of  the  cross  who  have  served  well. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Yes,  we  want 
to  better  care  for  our  aged  ministers. 
(Lights  candle.)  Let  us  do  everything 
possible  to  make  their  last  days  the  best 
and  make  them  feel  our  appreciation  of 
them. 

BIBLE  TRAINING  SCHOOL:  There 
are  several  Bible  Training  Schools  but 
probably  the  largest  and  best  known  is 
located  at  Sevierville,  Tenn.  In  this  school 
you  may  study  high  school,  music  or  col- 
lege subjects  and  at  the  same  time  be  un- 
der a  Christian  influence.  Of  course,  the 
most  important  subject  is  the  Bible  for 
it  should  be  the  most  important  subject 
of  anyone's  life.  The  Y.P.E.  claims  the 
credit,  to  a  large  extent,  of  helping  youth 
find  its  talents  and  I  say  the  B.T.S.  helps 
many  of  these  youths  develop  that  tal- 
ent. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Bible  Training 
School,  you,  too,  are  doing  a  great  work 
and  we  pray  that  you  will  let  your  light 
shine  so  brightly  that  many  more  people 
will  realize  their  need  to  attend.  (Lights 
candle.) 

LADIES'  WILLING  WORKERS:  This 
is  the  youngest  of  the  departments  of  the  . 
Church  work,  but  truly  they  are  doing 
a  great  work.  They  are  raising  money  to 
build  churches,  parsonages  and  many 
other  things.  At  the  same  time  they  are 
ready  to  visit  those  who  are  sick  or  be- 
reaved and  to  try  to  cheer  them  onward. 
Surely  the  Ladies'  Willing  Workers  are 
doing  a  very  needed  work. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Willing  Work- 
ers, we'll  admit  that  you  are  helping  the 
Church  to  grow  and  to  shine.  We  sin- 
cerely  hope    that   your   light   may   shine 
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even  more  brightly  in  the  days  to  come. 
(Lights  candle.) 

MISSIONARIES:  The  Lord  has  said, 
"Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  preach  the 
gospel."  This  means  in  Texas,  California, 
New  York,  and  every  state.  This  means 
foreign  countries  too — the  white,  the 
red,  the  yellow,  the  black  and  every  color 
of  people.  Yes,  the  scripture  means  into 
all  the  world  and  unto  all  the  people. 

Now  let  us  consider  home  missions. 
Home  means  my  city,  state  and  nation — 
that  which  is  near  or  which  I  am  ac- 
quainted with.  Yes,  there  are  people  here 
who  need  God  and  it  is  our  duty  to  tell 
them  of  Him  and  testify  of  His  love. 

Here  most  everyone  who  cares  to  hear 
God's  Word  may  do  so,  but  in  foreign 
lands  many  are  the  people  who  have  never 
heard  of  God  and  of  His  wonderful  pow- 
er. We  need  to  tell  them.  Of  course,  we 
can  not  all  go  in  person  but  we  can  help 
those  whom  God  has  called  to  go.  The 
Church  of  God  missionaries  are  telling  the 
Word  to  the  heathen.  They  are  spending 
their  lives  in  a  dark  country  and  dying 
there  while  yet  in  the  bloom  of  life,  all 
for  Christ's  sake.  The  only  thing  we  need 
is  more  money  to  send  more  missionaries 
to  the  field. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD:  Yes,  mission- 
aries, your  program  is  being  a  blessing  to 
others  and  we  pray  that  you  may  be  a 
greater  blessing  and  let  your  light  shine 
into  every  part  of  the  world.  (Lights  can- 
dle.) 

Here  are  the  departments  which  make 
up  the  Church's  complete  program.  (All 
lift  candles.)  May  we  let  the  light  shine 
forth  into  all  the  world  and  be  worthy 
of  the  name  of  the  Lord  and  of  His 
Church. 

NOTE:  These  are  only  summaries  of 
talks.  Make  each  representative's  talk 
from  three  to  five  minutes. 

Use  appropriate  songs  throughout  the 
program. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Grace  Churchman 
Topic:  "THE  CHOSEN  OF  THE  LORD" 

Scripture  Lesson:   Deut.   7:6-7;   2  Thess. 

2:13. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

We  find  that  God  is  no  respecter  of 
persons,  that  His  Son  died  to  redeem  ev- 
ery fallen  person.  Then  some  might  won- 
der at  the  words  of  our  scripture,  "Be- 
cause you  are  fewest  in  number."  But 
"strait  is  the  gate,  and  narrow  is  the 
way,  which  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few 
there  be  that  find  it."  God  has  chosen 
everyone,  but  it  is  up  to  the  individual  to 
decide  whether  or  not  he  shall  be  one 
of  the  chosen.  At  this  time  we  wish  to 
discuss  "The  Chosen  of  the  Lord"  and 
see  the  benefits  we  shall  reap  if  we  choose 
to  be  one  of  the  chosen. 


WHO  ARE  CHOSEN 
In  Mark  13:24  we  find  that  the  elect 
are  chosen.  In  1  Chron.  16:13  and  Psa. 
105:6  we  find  that  the  children  of  Jacob 
are  chosen,  and  then  in  our  text  in  Thes- 
salonians  we  find  that  they  were  chosen 
from  the  beginning,  and  we  know  that 
Jesus  broke  the  middle  wall  of  petition 
and  came  not  only  to  the  Jews  but  also 
to  the  Gentiles.  Then  we  can  naturally 
reach  the  conclusion  of  John  3:16,  "Who- 
soever believeth  in  him  shall  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life."  Every  person, 
regardless  of  race  or  social  standing,  may 
come  to  God  if  he  chooses.  He  has 
been  called  and  may  become  one  of  the 
chosen  if  he  will  accept  God  with  all 
his  heart. 

WHY  CHOSEN 
In  studying  a  proposition  the  inter- 
rogative "why"  always  appear.  Sometimes 
we  cannot  tell  the  why  only  "that  God 
performed  it  through  His  mighty  pow- 
er." However  this  is  one  "why"  we  can 
answer  so  we  can  understand  and  which 
any  thinking  person  can  understand.  We 
are  chosen  from  the  world  and  we  are 
chosen  to  be  holy  and  without  blame, 
Eph.  1:4.  What  a  privilege  to  be  holy 
and  without  blame  before  God.  Man  was 
made  after  God's  own  heart  but  wan- 
dered into  sin.  Now  God  has  chosen  that 
even  though  man  is  born  with  a  sinful 
nature,  he  may  be  born  again  and  be  holy 
and  without  blame.  God  loved  us  and 
gave  His  Son  to  die  so  that  we  might  be 
one  of  the  chosen  of  the  Lord  and  live 
holy. 

THE  WORK  OF  THE  CHOSEN 
The  preceding  speaker  told  of  this  be- 
ing a  great  privilege  we  have  to  be  one  of 
the  chosen,  and  surely  it  is  as  with  most 
privileges — there  is  a  responsibility  in- 
volved, a  work  that  we  need  to  do.  In 
this  instance  we  are  chosen  to  be  wit- 
nesses, Josh.  24:22;  Acts  9:15.  Our  lives 
must  witness  for  God  both  in  word  and 
deed.  We  can't  talk  one  way  and  do  an- 
other. If  we  did,  we  would  be  a  double- 
minded  witness  and  of  no  value.  Then  we 
must  bring  forth  fruit,  John  15:16.  Yes, 
if  we  are  the  chosen  of  the  Lord — Chris- 
tians— we  will  bring  forth  Christ-like 
fruit.  Christ  helped  His  fellowman  and 
was  always  kind  and  gentle,  yet  firm  and 
sure  in  His  beliefs.  When  we  cease  to 
bring  forth  fruit  then  we  cease  to  be  one 
of  the  chosen  of  the  Lord,  for  by  their 
fruits  you  shall  know  them. 
THE  REWARD  OF  THE  CHOSEN 
There  is  a  reward  awaiting  at  the  end 
of  the  road  for  the  chosen  of  the  Lord, 
but  not  all  of  the  reward  is  hereafter, 
for  we  may  and  do  receive  part  of  it  in 
this  life.  Showers  of  blessings  fall  and 
there  is  joy  all  along  the  way.  Even  if 
the  reward  was  all  in  this  present  world, 
we  would  be  richly  paid  for  giving  our 
lives  to  the  Lord.  But  the  hope  beyond 


the  grave  is  more  wonderful.  There  sor- 
row and  trouble  will  never  come.  There 
we  will  never  separate.  There  our  dreams 
will  not  vanish  but  will  be  realities.  Yes, 
all  will  be  gladness  in  the  land  where  Je- 
sus is  the  Light.  Then  we  will  praise  the 
Lord  even  to  a  greater  degree  for  the 
privilege  of  being  the  chosen  of  the  Lord. 

Bible  Lesson 

Mrs.  Violet  Busser 

Topic:    "THE  AFFLICTIONS  OF  THE 

SO-CALLED  CHRISTIAN" 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

The  most  prominent  afflictions  that 
are  existing  in  the  churches  today  are 
envy,  strife,  jealousy,  pride  and  a  lying 
tongue.  These  things  the  Lord  hates  and 
they  are  an  abomination  unto  Him.  They 
cause  a  great  hindrance  in  the  Church, 
and  those  who  are  afflicted  by  them  will 
lose  the  victory  and  go  down  in  defeat. 
They  become  the  devil's  victims.  We  who 
call  ourselves  Christians  need  to  be  very 
careful  not  to  contract  any  of  these 
dreadful  afflictions. 

ENVY 

1  Cor.  3:3;  Prov.  27:4;  James  3:14 

Envy  is  an  affliction  of  the  heart 
which  ofttimes  leads  to  crime.  Do  not  let 
it  rule  and  reign  in  your  heart,  lest  you 
miss  God's  best,  for  His  Word  tells  us 
in  James  2:10  if  we  fail  in  one  point  we 
are  guilty  of  all.  Some  so-called  Chris- 
tians have  envy  bound  continually  in 
their  hearts  instead  of  God's  ten  Com- 
mandments and  they  have  already  failed. 
Envy  caused  Joseph  to  be  sold  into  Egypt 
by  his  brethren.  Envy  caused  Cain  to 
slay  his  brother  Abel.  Do  not  let  it  thrive 
in  your  heart,  for  it  will  war  against  your 
soul. 

STRIFE 
Prov.  16:14;  James  3:16;  Prov.   10:12 

Strife  and  envy  go  hand  in  hand  but 
they'll  never  lead  you  to  the  glory  land. 
Where  there  is  envy,  strife  is  sure  to  fol- 
low. If  we  expect  the  Church  to  go, 
glow  and  grow  for  God,  we  cannot  en- 
tertain  strife. 

JEALOUSY 
Prov.  6:34 

People  who  have  jealousy  planted  and 
rooted  in  their  hearts  are  not  of  God's 
heritage.  This  latter  "affliction"  ofttimes 
leads  to  evil  results.  Jealousy  caused  Esau 
to  threaten  to  kill  his  brother  Jacob. 
Jealousy  also  caused  Herod  to  slay  the 
children  of  Bethlehem  two  years  of  age 
and  under.  Let  us  remember  the  words 
of  Solomon  and  profit  by  them,  jealousy 
is  cruel  as  the  grave. 

PRIDE 
Prov.  8:13;  Prov.  16:18;   1  John  2:16 

Pride  has  no  place  in  the  heart  of  a 
child  of  God.  God  resists  the  proud  and 
giveth  grace  to  the  humble.  Job  33:17 
says   that   many   times     God     withdraws 
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man  from  His  work  to  hide  pride  from 
man.  This  evil  affliction  causes  the  wick- 
ed to  stray  away  from  God  and  boast  of 
his  heart's  desires.  Pride  also  causes  the 
wicked  to  persecute  the  poor.  Let  us 
safeguard  pride  from  our  hearts  for  it 
will  lead  us  to  destruction. 

LYING  TONGUES 
Col.  3:9;  Eph.  4:25;  Prov.  19:9 

The  devil  is  the  father  of  lying  and 
those  who  are  afflicted  by  it  will  not 
escape  punishment.  Revelation  says  who- 
soever loveth  and  maketh  a  lie  will  not 
enter  into  heaven.  Some  people  who  call 
themselves  children  of  God  delight  in 
speaking  lies  to  raise  strife  and  confusion 
in  the  Church.  They  forget  to  remember 
the  words  in  Ex.  23:1,  "Thou  shalt  not 
raise  a  false  report."  Also  Prov.  21:23, 
"Whoso  keepeth  his  mouth  and  his 
tongue  keepeth  his  soul  from  troubles." 

Jeremiah  said  that  the  people  of  Judah 
bend  their  tongues  like  their  bows  for 
lies.  They  deceive  every  one  his  neighbor 
and  will  not  speak  the  truth.  Let  us  bridle 
this  unruly  member,  and  ever  keep  afresh 
in  our  minds  the  words  of  Prov.  12:19, 
"The  lip  of  truth  shall  be  established  for- 
ever: but  a  lying  tongue  is  but  for  a  mo- 
ment." 

COMPLICATIONS 
Rom.  6:6 
Do  not  let  any  of  these  afflictions  rule 
or  reign  in  your  heart.  If  you  give  a  little 
room  to  strife,  all  these  other  afflictions 
will  be  sure  to  follow.  You  soon  will 
awake  and  find  your  soul  afflicted  with 
complications.  The  old  man  is  no  longer 
crucified  but  is  quite  alive  in  your  soul. 
By  allowing  these  dreadful  afflictions  to 
grip  your  soul,  you  become  a  servant  of 
sin  rather  than  a  servant  of  God. 

TEMPLE  DEFILED 
1  Cor.  3:16,  17 
How  can  God  dwell  in  a  temple  that 
is  defiled  with  envy,  strife,  jealousy,  pride 
and  lying?  The  Lord  will  not  stay  in  a 
temple  that  the  devil  has  possession  of. 
He  wants  a  pure,  clean  and  undefiled  ves- 
sel to  dwell  in.  Let  us  remember  that 
children  of  God  cannot  afford  to  let  any 
of  these  dangerous  afflictions  find  lodg- 
ing in  the  soul.  For  the  temple  of  God  is 
holy,  which  temple  ye  are. 

GRIEVOUS  TO  THE  LORD 
Luke  16:13 
God  is  grieved  about  many  who  are 
rejecting  Him,  but  is  far  more  grieved 
with  so-called  children  of  God,  who  let 
all  these  different  afflictions  thrive  in 
their  soul.  I  believe  God  lets  thick  and 
heavy  clouds  of  darkness  cover  this  uni- 
verse because  of  grief.  Many  are  griev- 
ing the  Lord  by  trying  to  serve  two 
masters.  God's  "Word  says,  "Ye  cannot 
serve  God  and  mammon."  How  often  do 
we  hear  people  sing,  "I  ain't  going  to 
grieve  my  Lord  anymore."  How  much 
better  it  would  be  to  sing,  "I  don't  want 


to  grieve  my  Lord  anymore." 

The   song  says: 
"You  may  talk  about  me  just  as  much  as 

you  please, 
I'll  talk  about  you  down  on  my  knees, 
I  ain't  going  to  grieve  my  Lord  anymore." 

Will  you  talk  to  God  about  it  or  will 
you  grieve  the  Lord  by  telling  everybody 
else  about  it? 

REMEDY  FOR  DELIVERANCE 
Psa.    51:10;   Isa.    55:7 

Thank  God,  we  can  have  deliverance 
over  these  afflictions,  for  He  said  He  will 
pardon  us  and  cleanse  us  from  all  un- 
righteousness. After  we  are  delivered,  we 
need  to  keep  our  minds  stayed  on  the  Lord 
and  He  will  keep  us  in  perfect  peace. 
After  our  vessels  are  cleansed,  then  we 
can  expect  God's  signs  to  follow  believ- 
ers, healings  to  be  wrought  and  miracles 
performed  as  in  the  days  of  Paul  and  Silas. 

A     Y.  P.  E.    Program 
Topic:  "THE  PARADE  OF  EMPIRES 

By  E.  E.  Coleman 

The  Parade  of  Empires  is  a  one-act 
drama  depicting  the  origin,  success,  rise 
and  fall  of  several  of  the  world's  greatest 
empires.  The  great  Bible  fact  that  sin  is  a 
reproach  to  any  people  is  set  forth  in 
vivid  colors. 

The  stage  requires  no  setting.  Let  it  be 
plain  and  bare.  Do  not  have  the  stage 
too  brightly  lighted. 

Curtain — (An  old  man  walks  slowly  to 
the  front  of  the  stage  from  a  room  cur- 
tained off  at  one  end  of  the  stage.  He 
seems  heavily  burdened,  his  shoulders  sag, 
and  his  hands  hang  limp  at  his  side.  He 
speak.) 

I  represent  Adam.  I  was  created  by  the 
Lord.  He  placed  me  and  my  wife  in  the 
beautiful  garden  of  Eden.  I  was  lord  of 
all  creation.  The  God  of  heaven  gave  me 
dominion  over  the  beasts  of  the  field,  the 
fowls  of  the  air  (here  he  stands  proudly 
erect),  and  the  fish  of  the  sea.  There  was 
only  one  thing  that  we  could  not  do — 
that  was  to  eat  of  the  tree  of  knowledge 
of  good  and  evil.  Many  years  went  by  and 
we  lived  happily  in  the  garden,  but  when 
Satan  came  and  tempted  us  we  fell  by 
transgression.  If  we  alone  had  fallen,  it 
would  not  have  been  so  bad;  but  when 
God  placed  us  in  Eden  He  gave  us  a  holy 
nature  and  ordained  that  the  law  of  he- 
redity should  give  our  natures  to  our  chil- 
dren, and  so  all  the  world  would  be  holy. 
But  when  we  lost  our  holiness  we  received 
in  its  place  the  carnal  nature  of  Satan, 
and  the  law  of  heredity  still  being  in  ef- 
fect made  all  of  our  children  inherit  the 
carnal  nature.  My  empire  in  Eden  fell  to 
ruins  and  we  were  driven  out  into  a  world 
of  sin,  sickness  and  death.  "Righteousness 
exalteth  a  nation,  but  sin  is  a  reproach  to 
any  people."  (Exit.) 

(Enter  old  man  carrying  a  great  club. 
He  speaks. ) 


I  represent  Cain.  I  lived  nearly  six 
thousand  years  ago.  It  was  my  father  and  I 
mother  who  lived  in  the  garden  of  Eden. 
I  killed  my  brother,  Abel,  with  this  club. 
(Here  he  waves  his  club  over  his  head.) 
I  then  ran  away  from  home  and  went  to 
the  northeast  shores  of  the  Persian  Gulf. 
There  I  built  a  great  city  and  called  it 
Enoch.  My  empire  stretched  north  to  the 
Caspian  Sea.  We  grew  very  rich;  we  ate, 
and  drank,  and  married,  and  gave  in  mar- 
riage, but  alas!  we  forgot  God.  The  flood 
came,  and  the  mighty  empire  that  I  had 
spent  two  thousand  years  building  was 
swept  away.  "Righteousness  exalteth  a 
nation,  but  sin  is  a  reproach  to  any  peo- 
ple." (Exit.) 

Enter  Assur:  I  represent  Assur.  Noah 
was  my  grandfather.  I  am  the  progenitor 
of  the  Assyrian  people.  I  built  the  great 
city  of  Nineveh,  and  it  was  the  capital 
of  my  empire.  We  grew  rich  and  wor- 
shipped idols.  God  sent  Jonah  to  warn  us 
of  our  folly,  and  we  repented.  God  spared 
us  until  we  went  back  into  sin,  then  He 
sent  the  Medes  against  us  and  they  de- 
stroyed the  city  of  Nineveh  and  the  As- 
syrian Empire  fell  to  pieces.  "Righteous- 
ness exalteth  a  nation,  but  sin  is  a  re- 
proach to  any  people."   (Exit.) 

Enter  Uz:  I  represent  Uz.  Noah  was  my 
great-grandfather.  I  went  to  Arabia  and 
built  a  great  empire.  We  grew  rich  and 
practiced  the  black  arts.  Job  was  a  citi- 
zen of  my  country,  but  we  would  not 
listen  to  the  voice  of  the  man  of  God. 
We  followed  sin  and  served  idols  until 
God  sent  the  Edomites  against  us.  My 
people  went  into  captivity  and  my  em- 
pire fell,  never  to  rise  again.  "Righteous- 
ness exalteth  a  nation,  but  sin  is  a  re- 
proach to  any  people."   (Exit.) 

Enter  Ham:  I  represent  Ham,  the 
second  son  of  Noah.  I  looked  on  my  fa- 
ther's nakedness  and  he  pronounced  a 
curse  on  me.  I  had  many  sons.  Two  of 
them,  Cush  and  Phut,  went  into  Africa 
and  raised  up  two  mighty  nations.  After 
about  four  hundred  years  these  two  na- 
tions merged  into  one  mighty  empire.  It 
was  known  as  the  Ethiopian  Empire.  In 
9  50  B.C.,  when  Zerah  was  king  of  the 
Ethiopians  and  Asa  was  king  of  Judah, 
Zerah  raised  what  was  at  that  time  the 
world's  largest  army,  consisting  of  one 
million,  three  hundred  thousand  chariots, 
five  million  soldiers,  and  three  million 
horses.  With  this  irresistible  army*  Zerah 
marched  against  Asa,  who  had  only  five 
hundred  eighty  thousand  men  on  foot. 
Asa  went  into  battle  in  the  name  of  the 
God  of  heaven.  The  armies  clashed  and 
Zerah  returned  to  Ethiopia  in  defeat.  The 
mighty  empire  was  dissolved  into  hun- 
dreds of  heathen  tribes  led  by  tribal 
chiefs.  They  went  deeper  and  deeper  into 
the  jungles  of  Africa.  They  sank  into 
the  deepest  depths  of  idolatry,  supersti- 
tion and  ignorance.  They  fought  among 
themselves   and   filed   their   teeth   to   tear 
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the  flesh  from  the  bones  of  the  prisoners 
of  war  which  they  often  ate.  God  has 
sent  them  into  many  strange  lands  where 
they  have  been  sold  as  slaves.  One  of  the 
last  little  kingdoms  representing  the 
mighty  Ethiopian  Empire  of  old  was  con- 
quered by  the  Italians  under  Mussolini 
a  few  years  ago.  "Righteousness  exalteth 
a  nation,  but  sin  is  a  reproach  to  any  peo- 
ple." (Exit.) 

Enter  Nimrod:  I  represent  Nimrod. 
Noah  was  my  great-grandfather.  I  went 
to  the  plains  of  Shinar  and  built  four 
cities.  Babylon  was  the  largest  and  served 
as  the  capital  of  the  Babylonian  Empire, 
which  for  many  years  was  the  world's 
most  powerful  empire.  My  armies  feared 
no  foe,  and  we  conquered  many  nations 
and  made  them  pay  tribute  to  us.  We 
grew  very  rich,  but  we  sank  deep  into 
idolatry.  We  even  tried  to  get  to  heaven 
by  building  a  tower,  but  God  confounded 
our  speech  and  we  were  scattered  into 
many  lands.  "Righteousness  exalteth  a 
nation,  but  sin  is  a  reproach  to  any  peo- 
ple."   (Exit.) 

Enter  Mizraim:  I  represent  Mizraim. 
Cush  was  my  brother.  I  went  into  what 
is  now  called  Egypt  and  built  a  city.  I 
organized  a  kingdom,  and  the  country 
was  called  Mizraim  after  the  name  of  its 
founder.  That  was  the  beginning  of  the 
Egyptian  Empire  and  it  became  one  of 
the  world's  leading  powers.  The  Hebrews 
were  kept  in  bondage  for  almost  four 
hundred  years  in  Egypt.  About  2000  B.C. 
a  fierce  tribe  from  the  desert  land 
marched  into  Egypt  and  conquered  and 
ruled  the  land  until  about  1300  B.C. 
Then  Seti  the  First  overthrew  the  shep- 
herd kings  and  started  another  dynasty. 
The  Egyptians  reached  an  almost  unex- 
celled degree  of  civilization,  and  could 
have  easily  been  the  world's  most  power- 
ful people  even  today,  but  they  went  far 
from  God.  They  worshipped  idols  and 
practiced  the  black  arts.  About  the  year 
1089  B.C.  foreign  kings  again  got  con- 
trol of  Egypt.  In  606  B.C.  the  Babylon- 
ians conquered  the  Egyptians;  next  the 
Assyrians  ruled  Egypt  for  a  while,  then 
the  Persians  ruled  it,  and  after  that  the 
Greeks.  Then  in  150  B.C.  the  Romans 
conquered  it.  Since  that  time  Egypt  has 
had  a  sad  time.  She  has  paid  tribute  to 
many  kings,  empires  and  states.  At  the 
present  time  England  controls  most  of 
Egypt.  "Righteousness  exalteth  a  nation, 
but  sin  is  a  reproach  to  any  people." 
(Exit.) 

Enter  Abraham:  I  represent  Abraham. 
I  am  the  progenitor  of  the  Hebrew  na- 
tion. I  answered  the  call  of  God  and  went 
out  to  a  land  that  God  had  prepared  for 
His  people.  We  were  the  chosen  people  of 
God.  God  selected  us  to  prophesy  about 
the  Christ  and  to  teach  and  preserve  His 
Word.  But  my  people  refused  to  listen 
to  the  prophets  that  God  sent  among  us, 
and  we  were  sent  into  captivity  a  great 


number  of  times.  When  the  Christ,  that 
our  prophets  had  told  us  about  for  sev- 
eral hundred  years,  did  come  we  would  not 
accept  Him.  This  was  more  than  the  Fa- 
ther could  stand,  so  He  sent  us  into  cap- 
tivity and  we  were  scattered  into  all  the 
leading  nations  of  the  world.  We  will 
never  be  able  to  reorganize  the  Hebrew 
nation  until  we  accept  the  Christ  we  have 
rejected.  Today  my  people  are  being  per- 
secuted in  many  lands,  but  we  feel  that 
our  people  will  soon  see  their  great  mis- 
take, and  that  during  the  great  tribula- 
tion they  will  accept  the  Christ  when 
the  two  witnesses  prophesy  to  them.  We, 
too,  have  served  idols  and  practiced 
witchcraft  and  the  black  arts.  It  was  one 
of  our  own  prophets  that  said,  "Right- 
eousness exalteth  a  nation,  but  sin  is  a 
reproach  to  any  people."   (Exit.) 

Enter  man  carrying  American  flag. 
He  speaks: 

I  represent  George  Washington.  I  am 
called  the  father  of  the  American  people. 
I  led  the  colonies  when  they  fought  for 
their  independence.  We  organized  the 
United  States  of  America  as  a  Christian 
nation  where  people  could  worship  God 
as  they  desired.  We  have  long  enjoyed  the 
fruits  of  freedom,  liberty  and  prosperity. 
God  has  smiled  on  America  for  a  long 
time,  but  now  it  seems  that  we  can  feel 
His  frown  of  disapproval  on  our  lives. 
Why?  Because  we  are  leaving  the  prin- 
ciples and  faith  that  our  nation  was 
founded  on.  We  are  letting  communism 
spread  among  our  young  people,  and  we 
are  allowing  atheism  to  be  taught  in  our 
schools.  We  are  allowing  our  girls  to  dress 
in  a  way  that  God  is  displeased  with.  We 
are  allowing  the  theaters  to  show  im- 
moral pictures  that  tend  only  to  degrade 
our  people.  Our  statesmen  and  leaders  are 
taking  bribes  and  perverting  judgment. 
Our  American  nation  cannot  long  enjoy 
the  blessings  of  almighty  God  when  we 
deviate  from  the  principles  of  holiness. 
"Righteousness  exalteth  a  nation,  but  sin 
is  a  reproach  to  any  people."  (Exit.) 

Enter  the  Savior:  I  represent  Jesus 
Christ,  the  Son  of  God.  I  was  born  of  the 
virgin  Mary.  I  died  on  the  cross  to  redeem 
the  world  and  to  make  it  possible  to 
establish  a  kingdom  of  righteousness  and 
true  holiness.  My  kingdom  is  today  in 
the  hearts  of  the  sanctified  people,  where 
I  rule  by  and  in  love.  After  the  tribula- 
tion period  I  will  come  back  to  earth  and 
rule  with  my  Bride  for  one  thousand 
years.  Satan  will  be  in  the  pit  and  the 
beast  and  the  False  Prophet  will  be  in  the 
lake  of  fire.  Then  the  lion  will  eat  straw 
like  the  ox;  the  wolf  and  lamb  shall  lie 
down  together;  the  serpent  will  not  bite; 
disease  germs  will  not  exist;  hair  will  not 
turn  gray;  death  will  be  conquered;  holi- 
ness will  triumph,  and  nothing  shall  hurt 
or  destroy  in  all  the  earth.  "RIGHT- 
EOUSNESS WILL  EXALT  THE  NA- 


TION." 

Note:  The  program  will  be  more  ef- 
fective if  characters  are  dressed  accord- 
ing to  ancient  custom  of  the  countries 
they  represent. 

Forgetting    the   Past,    Pressing 
Forward   in   the   Future 

(Continued   from   page    10) 

problems,  its  difficulties,  its  failures  are 
before  you,  and  you  are  responsible.  You 
cannot  accept  all  the  innumerable  can't- 
be-bought  privileges  of  a  great  free  na- 
tion without  paying  your  social  taxes. 
Begin  to  assume  your  obligations  of  citi- 
zenship this  year.  Check  up  on  your  at- 
titude toward  law  and  order,  on  prop- 
erty rights  and  conduct.  Because  vast 
armies  of  thoughtless  youths  have  given 
these  important  matters  little  or  no  at- 
tention, the  number  of  criminals  today 
are  far  more  than  our  numbers  in  the  col- 
leges, and  cost  our  nation  far  more.  The 
largest  illegitimate  business  in  the  nation 
is  crime,  yet  crime  is  ghastly  staring  us  in 
the  face,  defying  true  citizenship. 

Fifth,  1940  should  see  your  personality 
and  character  greatly  strengthened.  Just 
as  every  thrifty  tree  acquires  an  annual 
ring  of  growth,  adding  strength  and  qual- 
ity to  itself,  so  each  year  should  add  defi- 
nitely to  a  more  permanent  and  substan- 
tial personal  character.  What  we  are  to 
be  we  are  all  becoming  by  what  we  do. 
Because  of  its  program  of  vigorous,  pur- 
poseful living  1940  should  be  definite- 
ly taking  you  toward  a  finer,  personal 
character;  it  should  be  bringing  you  more 
and  more  personal  leadership  along  your 
chosen  lines.  Success  in  its  best  sense  is 
but  a  collection  of  well-earned  achieve- 
ments. 

This  week  I  was  delighted  with  the  im- 
pression, the  facts  that  John  Herbert, 
Junior  found  in  his  school  work  relative 
to  success,  as  he  read  to  me  that  one  per- 
son in  one  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
succeed  in  life  who  have  no  education; 
four  succeed  who  have  a  grammar  school 
education;  eighty  who  have  finished  high 
school;  and  eight  hundred  who  finish  col- 
lege work.  Therefore,  you  can  readily  see 
by  preparation  for  service  that  your 
chances  to  succeed  are  many  times  mul- 
tiplied. Avail  yourself  of  the  opportuni- 
ties before  you,  press  forward,  develop  a 
definite  character,  accomplishing  greater 
things  in  1940. 

Like  the  ticks  of  a  clock  time  slips  by 
into  weeks,  months,  and  then  another 
year  is  born.  Thus  history  is  made,  lives 
unfolded.  Remember,  minutes  lost  are 
gone  forever.  Years  lost  are  the  tragedy 
of  failure. 

Nineteen  hundred  and  forty  is  here. 
It  is  yours.  Take  hold  of  it  with  all  the 
earnestness  of  your  soul.  Make  it  a  great 
year,  a  memorable  year  in  your  life,  not 
just  another  lost  opportunity.  Remember, 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


"Forgetting  those  things  which  are  be- 
hind, and  reaching  forth  unto  those 
things  which  are  before,  I  press  toward 
the  mark  for  the  prize  of  the  high  call- 
ing of  God  in  Christ  Jesus,"  Phil.  3:13, 
14. 

Press  forward  as  though  the  coming  of 
Jesus  were  a  thousand  years  in  the  future, 
and  yet  be  prepared  for  His  coming 
should  it  be  any  moment.  Amen. 

A  New  Year  Resolution 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
of  the  early  pioneers  of  the  gospel!  Oh, 
the  glorious  gospel  of  Christ  which  was 
designed  to  be  all-sufficient  for  a  vast 
nation  of  diversified  interests — stretching 
from  ocean  to  ocean  and  from  the  Great 
Lakes  to  the  gulf,  even  reaching  out  to 
all  nations!  May  we  each  go  forth  this 
year  "resolved"  to  be  more  thoughtful, 
more  courageous,  and  in  every  way  more 
capable  of  useful  and  noble  service. 

Read  the  Bible  Through 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

January   21  Gen.  41-42         Matt.   20 

January  22  Gen.   43-44         Matt.  21 

January  23  Gen.   45-46         Matt.   22 

January  24  Gen.  47-48         Matt.   23 

January   2  5  Gen.  49-5  0         Matt.   24 

January  26  Ex.    1-2  Matt.   2  5 

January  27  Ex.   3-4  Matt.  26 

January  28  Ex.    5-6  Matt.   27 

January  29  Ex.   7-8  Matt.   28 

January   30  Ex.   9-10  Mark     1 

January   31  Ex.    11-12  Mark    2 

"Study  to  shew  thyself  approved  unto 
God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not  to  be 
ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word  of 
truth,"  2  Tim.  2:15. 

UNDER  WHOSE  WINGS 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
and  desired  by  the  leaders,  and  they 
seemed  men  and  women  approachable, 
human,  to  be  trusted;  but  still  he  hesi- 
tated. As  a  business  man  himself,  keen, 
clear-thinking,  accustomed  to  the  tangi- 
ble realities  of  finance  and  industry,  he 
found  his  interest  drawn  particularly  to- 
ward some  others  of  the  same  ilk  in  the 
conference  and  even  among  the  leaders 
and  speakers. 

In  the  Vespers  held  each  night  on  the 
lawn,  if  weather  permitted,  sometimes 
one,  and  sometimes  two  or  more  persons, 
would  give  the  story  of  their  own  experi- 
ence and  God's  leading  and  His  dealing 
with  them.  Warren  enjoyed  these  per- 
haps most  of  all.  The  stories  of  these 
other  men  and  women  were  sometimes 
so  like  his  own  in  some  respects  and  so 
unlike  in  others.  But  they  always  rang 
true  and  he  liked  to  hear  them.  Several 
of  those  who  spoke  testified  to  experiences 
that  he  recognized  as  parallel  to  his  own 
present  mental  and  spiritual  state,  but 
somehow  they  had  come  out,  all  the  way 


out,  and  were  rejoicing  in  clear  sunlight, 
while  for  him  the  fog  only  deepened. 

One  custom  at  Keswick  was  a  strange 
new  experience  for  him.  After  the  eve- 
ning platform  meeting  the  entire  confer- 
ence was  broken  up  into  small  prayer 
groups,  each  group  with  its  own  leader 
meeting  in  some  place  separate  from  the 
others  where,  for  a  brief  time,  they  would 
discuss  their  own  personal  problems  with 
considerable  freedom  and,  as  a  leader 
put  it,  "pray  them  through."  The  groups 
were  arranged  and  their  leaders  assigned 
without  any  choice  on  their  part,  but 
often  with  singular  felicity,  as  it  after- 
wards proved. 

Warren  and  Ned  were  very  glad  they 
were  assigned  to  the  same  group,  with 
about  eight  others,  their  leader  being  a 
young  man  about  their  own  age.  At  the 
first  meeting  they  did  not  do  much  but 
get  acquainted.  Several  of  the  boys  spoke 
of  something  they  had  found  particularly 
helpful  in  the  messages  of  the  day,  there 
were  some  needs  expressed,  most  of  the 
boys  prayed  very  briefly  and  with  a 
hearty  "good-night"  they  separated,  as 
the  golden  notes  of  a  cornet,  hidden 
somewhere  among  the  trees,  breathed 
softly  upon  the  still  night  air  a  beautiful 
old  hymn,  the  very  words  seeming  to 
pour  from  its  throat  of  melody. 

The  next  night  and  each  that  followed 
the  prayer  group  grew  closer  together. 
The  fellows  learned  to  love  and  trust 
each  other.  They  found  their  leader  just 
such  an  one  as  themselves,  but  he  had 
gone  a  little  farther  and  he  knew  the  Lord 
as  one  might  a  human  friend,  but  loved 
and  worshipped  Him  as  Christ  and  King. 
Dick  Janway  was  a  soul-winner,  and  wise, 
and  he  studied  the  men  in  his  group, 
praying  in  secret  for  them  each  by  name. 

Warren  had  not  confided  his  troubled 
state  of  mind  even  to  Ned.  His  chum 
seemed  to  have  no  difficulty  or  problem. 
A  nominal,  professing  Christian  before 
he  came  to  the  conference,  he  seemed  to 
be  able  to  take  in  the  messages,  growing 
in  his  spiritual  life  from  day  to  day  as 
naturally  as  a  flower  might  grow.  He 
could  not  see  that  any  great  change  had 
come  to  him,  but  only  that  he  knew 
Christ  better  and  loved  Him  more,  and 
his  Bible  was  becoming  almost  a  new 
book  to  him.  He  greatly  prized  his  note- 
book in  which  he  had  taken  the  principal 
points  in  all  of  the  addresses  and  Bible 
studies. 

Ned  had  enjoyed  the  conference  from 
the  first  day.  "They  all  seem  to,  except 
me,"  Warren  said  to  himself,  half  bit- 
terly. 

In  the  old  days  Warren  had  often  led 
in  prayer  in  the  little  Christian  Endeavor 
meeting  in  the  church  back  home,  but 
he  would  not  now.  The  second  night  ev- 
ery boy  in  the  group  prayed  but  himself, 
the  third  and  the  fourth  nights   it  was 


the  same.  His  whole  nature  seemed 
drawn  and  tense,  he  sensed  a  battle  ahead. 
A  conflict  that  he  knew  must  come  was 
drawing  nearer  every  hour,  and  he  was 
stiffening  himself  against  it.  Unknown 
to  him,  however,  keen,  loving  eyes,  en- 
lightened by  the  Spirit  of  God,  had  sur- 
mised his  true  need,  and  faithful  hearts 
who  knew  how  to  pray  and  whose  high- 
est joy  was  to  win  men  to  Christ,  were 
daily  bringing  him  before  the  throne  of 
grace.  He  thought  he  was  alone  in  his 
misery  and  pain, — he  was  very  far  from 
it.  But  in  the  social  life  among  the  young 
people  he  was  attractive,  popular,  full  of 
life,  a  leader  in  all  the  games  and  sports, 
hiding  the  heaviness  of  his  heart  under  an 
assumed  lightness  and  gaity  that  few 
ever  thought  to  question. 

The  fifth  night  of  the  prayer  group 
had  come.  The  challenge  in  the  messages 
that  day  had  gone  to  his  heart  like  an  ar- 
row to  the  mark.  He  could  stand  it  no 
longer,  he  would  go  home  the  next  day. 
He  would  frame  up  some  excuse  for  Ned 
and  not  spoil  the  boy's  pleasure  or  take 
him  away  from  where  he  was  getting  so 
much.  But  he  was  through! 

There  was  no  fog  in  his  mind  now. 
Oh,  no,  it  was  all  clear,  too  terribly  clear. 
God  was  calling  him  to  surrender,  a 
complete  surrender,  to  put  his  life  with- 
out question  or  reserve  into  the  hands  of 
another,  and  that  other,  God  Himself, 
and  he  was  not  willing.  That  was  all. 

Surrender,  utter,  absolute  surrender!  In 
almost  terror  he  saw  himself  stripped  of 
everything  he  counted  dear.  He  was  sure 
God  would  want  him  to  go  to  the  for- 
eign mission  field,  and  he  must  lay  down 
his  life,  fever-stricken,  in  a  malarial 
swamp  in  the  heart  of  somewhere  in 
Africa.  Or,  if  he  did  not  go,  he  saw  his 
success  and  his  business  taken  from  him, 
his  friends  leaving  him,  his  health  and 
strength  gone!  Yes,  he  was  asked  to  sur- 
render all,  and  how  could  he?  He  could 
not!  His  soul  was  in  torture,  as  with 
growing  intensity  the  "father  of  lies" 
continued  to  malign  the  loving  purposes 
of  the  "Father  of  light"! 

As  the  evening  meeting  closed  he 
planned  to  slip  away  into  the  woods  for 
a  little  while  until  after  the  prayer  groups 
had  gathered,  and  then  out  to  his  bed  and 
sleep  before  his  roommates  returned.  To- 
morrow his  business  would  need  him  sud- 
denly, unexpectedly,  and  he  would  go 
away  and  forget  it  all.  He  winced  at  the 
thought  of  his  Sunday  School  teacher.  He 
knew  those  clear,  loving  eyes  would  look 
through  him,  and  would  know — and  he 
had  run  away  from  God. 

In  the  crowd  he  dodged  and  avoided  a 
couple  of  other  members  of  his  group, 
and  with  a  breath  of  relief  found  him- 
self outside  the  door  of  the  tabernacle. 
He  felt  an  arm  slip  through  his,  and 
turning,  looked  straight  into  the  eyes  of 
Dick    Janway.    Almost   angrily   he    tried 
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to  pull  away,  with,  "I  am  not  going  to 
prayer  group  tonight." 

"Let's  take  a  walk,  Warren,"  Dick  an- 
swered quietly. 

"Where  to?  You  have  to  go  to  your 
prayer  group.  I  am  tired.  I'm  going  to 
my  room." 

He  liked  Dick  Janway.  He  admired 
him  for  what  he  was,  and  he  liked  him 
because  he  had  never  tried  to  "talk"  to 
him  or  to  force  his  confidence.  He  started 
with  surprise  when  Dick,  only  tightening 
his  hold,  drew  him  over  into  one  of  the 
quiet  side-paths,  saying  gently  but  firm- 
ly: 

"Let's  have  it  out,  Warren.  I  know 
what  you  are  up  against.  I  have  gone 
through  it  myself.  You  can't  fight  Him, 
man.  He  is  more  than  a  match  for  you. 
You  cannot  run  away  from  Him,  He 
will  out-distance  you  every  time.  You 
may  as  well  surrender,  it's  the  only  thing 
to  do." 

Something  in  the  quiet,  steady  voice, 
and  the  undertone  of  intense  joy  and  love 
which  softened  the  harsh-sounding  words, 
won  the  confidence  of  the  man  at  his  side 
and  together  they  sought  a  quiet  spot  out 
in  the  moonlight.  Dick  had  prepared  him- 
self for  just  this  emergency.  He  had 
prayed  much  for  Warren  Hethrington, 
the  only  unsurrendered  one  in  his  group, 
and  tonight,  noting  the  look  on  War- 
ren's face,  he  had  asked  one  of  the  other 
boys  to  lead,  as  he  felt  this  must  be  the 
hour  when  this  man  must  face  the  issue 
and  own  his  Conqueror. 

Far  into  the  night  the  two  men  talked. 
The  soft  notes  of  the  sweet  old  hymns, 
"I  Gave  My  Life  For  Thee,  What  Hast 
Thou  Given  For  Me?"  and  "Have  Thine 
Own  Way,  Lord,"  in  the  distance  rose  and 
fell  on  the  still  night  air,  and  all  the 
grounds  in  a  little  while  were  quiet. 

Dick  let  Warren  talk  first,  encourag- 
ing him  to  pour  out  his  story,  his  hopes, 
his  plans  and  ambitions,  his  fear  of  the 
consequences  should  he  make  the  surren- 
der of  his  life  to  God.  He  did  not  argue 
with  him,  but  when  he  had  quite  finished, 
the  man  who  knew  his  Lord  and  who  had 
made  the  same  surrender  in  his  own  life, 
began  to  tell  his  friend  what  the  Lord 
Jesus  meant  to  him,  what  life  had  be- 
come with  that  hand  of  love  and  wisdom 
and  power  at  the  helm. 

The  Spirit  of  God  was  working.  Sud- 
denly, as  though  scales  had  fallen  from 
his  eyes,  Warren  saw.  Without  a  word,  he 
dropped  on  his  knees  on  the  pine  needles 
and  poured  out  his  heart  in  a  prayer  of 
surrender  and  consecration,  while  he 
brokenly  pleaded  for  forgiveness  that  he 
had  so  doubted  and  distrusted  his  loving 
Savior  and  his  Lord. 

NEW  VISION 

As  a   "morning  without   clouds"   was 

the  next  day.  There  seemed  never  to  have 

been  one  like  it!  Joy  seemed  in  the  air. 

Warren  Hethrington  could  scarcely  have 


concealed,  even  had  he  tried,  the  unspeak- 
able joy,  relief,  and  welling  praise  which 
filled  him  to  overflowing. 

With  Book  in  hand  he  made  his  way 
to  the  Bible  Study  hour,  whistling  soft- 
ly to  himself,  "If  ever  I  loved  thee,  my 
Jesus,  'tis  now."  The  study  that  morn- 
ing was  wonderful;  he  wondered  that  he 
had  ever  thought  the  man  dull.  Every 
page,  every  verse,  of  his  Bible  seemed  to 
sparkle  with  new  light.  He  feasted  on  it 
eagerly,  as  a  healthy  man  partakes  of 
food,  and  marveled  that  he  could  have  let 
it  lie  unread  these  many,  many  days. 

The  Mission  Study  hour  he  had  skipped 
a  time  or  two.  This  morning  he  listened 
with  the  keenest  interest  to  the  clear, 
compelling  facts  and  appeals,  and  men- 
tally drew  a  check  or  two  that  might 
help  in  some  of  the  places  mentioned. 

At  the  hour  on  Christian  Life  Prob- 
lems he  almost  laughed  aloud.  Why,  there 
did  not  seem  to  be  any  problems  this 
morning!  There  was  only  one  big  prob- 
lem, and  that  was  life  itself,  and,  exul- 
tantly, there  sang  in  his  heart,  "To  me  to 
live, — Christ."  Yes,  there  would  come  up 
puzzling  things,  he  was  sure,  problems 
and  difficulties,  but  such  a  "blanket  sur- 
render" had  his  been,  so  utterly  worthy 
of  trust  and  dependence  did  he  see  his 
God,  that  the  future  seemed  to  offer  no 
problem  difficult  of  solution  in  the  light 
of  that  surrender  made  once  and  for  all. 
He  drank  in  with  eager  attention  all  that 
was  said  about  those  little  every-day  sins 
that  he  knew  were  so  dishonoring  to  the 
Christ  whom  so  many  professed.  He  saw 
with  crystal  clearness  now,  "If  we  con- 
fess our  sins,  faithful  and  just  to  for- 
give" and  cleanse,  and  the  precious  blood 
of  Christ  cleansing  instantly,  whiter  than 
snow.  Verses  learned  in  his  boyhood  came 
into  his  mind  now,  and  for  the  first  time 
in  his  life  he  really  understood  them.  They 
were  as  hidden  wealth  brought  to  light. 

On  the  way  to  dinner  he  passed  the  girl 
he  had  noticed  earlier  in  the  week.  She 
was  laughing  and  chatting  with  a  friend 
and  did  not  see  him.  At  her  flashing  smile 
he  seemed  to  see  again  Hilda  Carroll.  This 
time  the  thought  was  not  unpleasant, 
and  he  let  his  mind  dwell  on  the  picture 
that  memory  drew,  a  pleasant  picture  of 
a  girl,  sweet,  vivacious,  and  with  a  depth 
and  sincerity  that  made  that  boy  of  long 
ago  place  her  on  a  pedestal  a  little  above 
all  others.  Again  he  wondered  where  she 
might  be.  Married,  probably,  unquestion- 
ably, he  added.  He  recalled  how  she  used 
to  love  to  play  with  the  baby  next  door. 
Yes,  didn't  she  once  choose  to  stay  home 
and  take  care  of  that  youngster  when  its 
mother  was  sick,  rather  than  run  away 
and  go  boating  with  him?  "Well,  some 
man  has  a  little  jewel  of  a  wife,  and  some 
sweet  kiddies,  I  know." 

Then  he  shook  himself  and  came  back 
to  earth  with  a  laugh  of  pure  amusement 
and  some  surprise.  "What's  got  into  me?" 


he  asked.  He  intended  to  marry  some- 
time, but  somehow  the  girl  with  the 
right  appeal  had  not  yet  come  his  way, 
and  he  had  been  too  busy  to  pay  much 
attention  to  any  of  them. 

At  the  prayer  group  he  gave  his  first 
public  testimony,  if  it  might  be  called 
such.  The  other  fellows  were  frankly  glad, 
and  there  was  an  unusual  note  of  praise 
and  rejoicing  in  the  circle  that  night. 
Warren  himself  took  part  in  prayer,  and 
so  natural  and  easy  did  it  come  that  he 
could  scarcely  believe  it  had  been  years 
since  he  had  heard  his  voice  aloud  speak- 
ing to  his  God. 

It  was  later,  at  his  bedside  kneeling, 
that  he  suddenly  thought  of  his  promise 
to  Hilda  Carroll  to  pray  for  her.  He  had 
prayed  for  a  short  time,  but  not  now  for 
years.  He  responded  to  what  seemed  a 
call  of  God,  and  prayed  most  earnestly 
for  her,  that  she  might  come  to  know 
Christ,  that  she  might  learn  the  joy  that 
he  knew.  He  even  prayed  for  her  home 
and  her  children  if  she  had  any,  and  that 
her  husband  might  be  worthy  of  her  and 
serve  the  Lord  too. 

He  was  puzzled,  more  than  puzzled, 
at  the  persistence  with  which  she  seemed 
to  be  in  his  thoughts  in  this  place.  He 
wondered  again  if  she  were  possibly  some- 
where near.  It  was  probably  because  the 
very  air  seemed  full  of  intercession  and 
the  thought  of  others,  and  of  course  that 
girl  did  bring  her  to  mind.  He  would  pray 
for  her  here,  but  forget  her  again  when  he 
returned  to  R — . 

The  closing  day  of  the  conference  had 
come.  Little  groups  wandered  here  and 
there  about  the  grounds,  visiting  a  favor- 
ite nook,  having  a  last  chat  with  some 
new  friend.  Warren  and  Ned  took  a  stroll 
through  the  woods  and  around  the  lake. 
A  warmer,  closer  friendship  than  ever 
seemed  to  spring  up  between  them.  They 
liked  to  talk  over  together  the  outstand- 
ing points  of  the  morning  message,  to 
"clinch  them  in  our  minds." 

"What  are  you  going  to  do,  Warren, 
when  we  go  back  to  R — ?  Doesn't  it 
seem  as  though  we  ought  to  do  some- 
thing more  for  Christ  than  we  have  ever 
done  before?" 

"Yes,  it  does,  and  I  am  going  to."  He 
straightened  up,  took  a  long  deep  breath, 
his  face  alight  and  eyes  kindling.  "When 
I  think  what  He's  done  for  me,  Ned,  yes, 
— for  all  of  us!"  Then,  softly,  "What  is 
man  that  thou  art  mindful  of  him,  or 
the  son  of  man  that  thou  visitest  him?" 

"I  am  going  to  church,  and  prayer 
meeting  and  Sunday  School  when  I  get 
back  home,"  Ned  said  with  decision. 
"Since  being  here  this  week  and  seeing 
what  great  things  there  are  in  the  Bible, 
and  what  a  wonderful  Savior  we  have, 
and  what  a  splendid  thing  the  Christian 
life  is  and  ought  to  be,  I  don't  wonder 
that  our  good  little  pastor  gets  almost  dis- 
couraged that  there  are  so     few     people 
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willing  to  come  out  and  hear  what  he  has 
to  tell  them  about  it.  He  isn't  a  great 
preacher,  but  he  is  a  good  man,  and  I 
know  he  believes  in  the  whole  Bible  just 
as  they  do  here.  I  have  been  'sleeping  in' 
Sunday  morning  instead  of  going  to  Sun- 
day School.  Haven't  been  out  but  about 
four  times  this  year.  Sometimes  I  get  up 
in  time  for  church, — more  times  I  don't. 
In  the  evening  I  am  off  somewhere  with 
a  girl,  or  company  comes,  and  we  just 
talk  and  have  some  music  or  something 
like  that.  I  am  ashamed  as  I  can  be,  and 
I  called  myself  a  Christian!  I  only  went  to 
church  enough  to  be  decent.  But  if 
Christ,  and  God's  house,  and  the  preach- 
ing and  teaching  of  the  Word  have  meant 
so  little  to  me,  and  I  am  supposed  to 
know  something  about  them,  how  can  we 
expect  the  people  who  know  nothing 
about  them  to  think  they  amount  to  any- 
thing? There's  a  church  near  us  where 
they  have  all  sorts  of  things  going  on,  and 
it's  fun  to  go  there  sometimes  because 
the  crowd  goes,  but  the  pastor  is  a  Mod- 
ernist, seems  to  have  only  about  half  his 
Bible  left,  and  he  doesn't  seem  to  think 
very  much  of  that.  Many  people  rave 
about  him  because  he  is  a  good  talker, 
but  you  will  not  catch  me  there  again, — 
not  when  there's  a  place  to  worship  where 
they  have  a  whole  Bible  and  a  real 
Christ." 

The  two  friends  went  to  churches  of 
different  denominations.  Ned's  was,  as  he 
said,  one  of  the  smaller  ones,  but  his  fa- 
ther and  mother  were  active  members 
there.  Warren's  church  was  one  of  the 
largest  in  the  town,  and  his  pastor  a 
strong,  true  man  of  God,  preaching  the 
Word  in  its  fulness  with  unusual  power. 
The  membership  was  large  and  the  at- 
tendance fair,  but  Warren  knew  only  too 
well  the  disappointment  and  discourage- 
ment that  even  this  man  faced  at  times 
because  of  the  indifference,  carelessness 
and  neglect  of  the  majority  of  his  church 
members.  The  actual  membership  was 
nearly  double  the  seating  capacity  of  the 
church,  and  he  felt  he  had  a  right  to  ex- 
pect a  house  well  filled  both  morning  and 
evening.  He  worked  hard,  his  sermons 
were  masterful,  and  he  knew  he  put  into 
them  what  his  people  needed,  if  they 
would  but  come  out,  but  again  and  again 
he  was  disappointed.  A  light  rain  would 
keep  the  majority  of  them  in  their  com- 
fortable homes,  or  in  a  week  of  special 
meetings  perhaps  three  or  four  nights  in 
the  week  would  about  exhaust  the  time 
and  interest  that  most  people  gave  to  the 
things  of  God  or  the  salvation  of  the  lost. 

Warren  seemed  to  see  this  week,  as  Ned 
had  done,  that  the  dishonor  was  not  to 
the  pastor  or  the  church,  but  it  was  in 
many  cases  disrespect,  dishonor,  careless- 
ness and  neglect  towards  the  Christ  whom 
they  professed  to  love  and  the  God  they 
claimed  to  worship  and  serve.  He  saw  his 
own  indifference  to  many  of  the  meet- 


ings at  the  church  was  first  traceable  to 
his  lack  of  love  for  Christ  and  his  neg- 
lect of  his  Bible  and  prayer.  He  saw  that 
a  multitude  of  souls  were  passing  by 
without  the  message  of  the  gospel  that 
alone  could  save  them,  quite  as  much 
through  the  indifference  of  Christians  as 
through  any  remissness  on  the  part  of  the 
ministry. 

Ned  went  on.  "Aren't  you  glad  we  are 
in  churches  where  the  Word  is  preached? 
I  don't  know  what  I  should  do  if  I  were 
in  such  a  place  as  that  fellow  Brink  in 
our  prayer  group.  He  said  his  own  pas- 
tor, a  nice  man  too,  is  a  Modernist,  and 
he  believes  every  other  church  in  the 
town  is  the  same.  He  says  he  will  hunt  up 
the  one  that  comes  the  nearest  to  believ- 
ing in  the  Bible  and  will  go  there  oc- 
casionally, because  he  believes  a  Christian 
ought  to  testify  to  his  faith  enough  to 
be  seen  at  least  sometimes  in  the  public 
place  of  worship,  and  he  will  go  there  to 
worship  God  though  he  must  close  his 
ears  to  most  of  what  he  must  hear.  He 
hopes  to  find  some  group  of  Christians 
with  whom  he  can  really  fellowship,  or 
else  he  will  start  some  kind  of  a  Bible 
Class  or  prayer  group  or  mission,  and  he 
says  he  will  have  to  feed  on  his  Bible  a 
lot,  and  then  good  books  and  papers  will 
help  too." 

"Yes,  that's  the  best  he  can  do,  but  it's 
up  to  us,  Ned,  to  help  in  the  church  in 
every  way  we  can,  every  church  where 
God's  Word  is  upheld  and  where  Christ  is 
honored.  I  am  not  going  to  say  much, 
but  my  pastor  will  find  me  where  I  ought 
to  be.  And  my  Sunday  School  teacher  too. 
Oh,  Ned,  he  is  great!" 

The  big  event  of  the  day  was  the  Say- 
So  meeting,  and  heaven  itself  must  have 
rejoiced  as  the  listening  ears  heard  the 
"redeemed  of  the  Lord  say  so." 

There  were  perhaps  a  hundred  who  of- 
fered brief  words  of  testimony  to  the 
blessing  that  had  come  to  them  in  that 
conference  week.  There  was  a  quiet  word 
now  and  then  of  a  new  formed  purpose 
of  a  great  life  decision.  A  number  of 
young  people  had  offered  their  lives  for 
the  first  time  as  volunteers  for  the  for- 
eign field  if  God  would  open  the  way. 
Missionaries  were  present  from  many 
lands,  and  their  hearts  were  made  glad 
and  encouraged  by  the  sight  of  these 
happy  young  recruits  who  would  fill  in  a 
real  way  some  of  the  great  gaps  in  their 
thinning  ranks. 

But  the  closing  meeting  and  the  fare- 
wells had  to  come.  A  hope  was  often  ex- 
pressed to  "see  you  here  next  year."  War- 
ren and  Ned,  like  the  others,  had  met  new 
friends  and  Warren  particularly  had  had 
a  never-to-be-forgotten  interview  with 
one  of  the  leaders.  Some  that  night  and 
some  next  morning  left  Keswick  far  be- 
hind, and  went  back  to  their  homes  and 
to  face  new  problems,  but  with  new 
power  and  with  new  knowledge  that  "His 


grace  is  sufficient." 

(To  be  Continued) 

A  Quarter  Century  in   India 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
ENDUED  WITH  POWER 
After  some  months  of  waiting — yes, 
"asking,"  Luke  11:11-13;  Zech.  10:1, 
and  "rejoicing  in  the  Lord  .  .  .  God," 
Joel  2:23-2  5,  the  Lord  at  last  met  me 
and  filled  the  broken,  empty  vessel  in  a 
most  peculiar  way.  Coming  home  from  a 
shopping  trip  on  Saturday  night,  I  was 
so  tired  that  I  could  not  even  pray  and 
made  for  bed.  In  the  early  hours  of  the 
morning  I  was  awakened  by  wife  calling 
for  prayer  as  she  was  very  sick.  I  arose 
and  prayed,  after  which  I  lay  down  again 
repeating  "Victory  through  the  blood" 
over  and  over  again.  Soon  I  found  myself 
repeating  the  phrase  in  other  tongues  and 
as  victory  seemed  in  evidence  I  fell 
asleep  once  more.  In  the  morning  as  1 
was  dressing,  wife  came  to  me  and  said, 
"Do  you  know  what  happened  after  you 
prayed  for  victory  for  me?"  I  said,  "Yes, 
I  gave  utterance  in  other  tongues,"  to 
which  she  replied,  "Yes,  but  something 
more.  As  you  were  speaking  in  another 
tongue  I  saw  an  angel  standing  behind 
your  head  and  he  gave  you  a  book  and  I 
saw  you  go  forth."  As  she  said  this,  the 
power  of  God  came  upon  me  and  I  spoke 
out,  the  same  being  interpreted,  "The 
Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  upon  me,  because  he 
hath  anointed  me  to  preach  the  gospel 
to  the  poor;  he  hath  sent  me  to  heal  the 
brokenhearted,  to  preach  deliverance  to 
the  captives,  and  recovering  of  sight  to 
the  blind,  to  set  at  liberty  them  that  are 
bruised,"  Luke  4:18. 

This  being  Sunday  morning  we  both 
went  to  the  Hall — "The  Upper  Room" 
on  Spring  St.,  Los  Angeles,  Calif.  I  was 
surely  full  and  running  over.  On  enter- 
ing the  hall  I  met  a  dear  man  of  God,  a 
preacher,  and  I  said  to  him,  "Brother 
Tingle,  I  received  the  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Spirit."  The  power  fell  upon  him 
and  after  speaking  in  another  tongue  he 
interpreted  the  same  by  repeating  the 
same  phrase  of  Luke  4  as  the  interpreta- 
tion that  wife  gave  that  morning  before 
coming  to  the  service.  This  was  a  vivid 
proof  of  my  calling  to  service,  yet  little 
did  I  know  that  I  was  a  chosen  vessel 
unto  the  Lord  to  bear  His  name  to  the 
benighted  people  of  India. 

Four  years  passed,  during  which  time 
I  served  the  Lord  by  working  in  the 
mission  evenings,  and  on  Sundays  I  would 
go  out  to  the  suburbs,  visiting  missions 
and  sometimes  ministering  where  there 
was  no  pastor.  I  had  a  permanent  position 
with  an  income  of  $5.00  a  day;  thus,  my 
family  had  everything  that  their  hearts 
desired.  » 

One  evening  I  came  home  tired  and 
undecided  about  going  to  the  mission  that 
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night.  Wife  did  not  encourage  it.  After 
dinner  she  asked  me  if  I  was  going  to  the 
meeting  and  I  answered  in  the  negative. 
It  was  not  long  after  that  wife  suddenly 
became  very  ill  and  being  frightened  I 
at  once  began  to  pray  for  her  healing. 
Praise  God,  victory  came,  after  which  she 
advised  me  to  go  to  the  service.  I,  too, 
felt  this  to  be  the  will  of  God,  so  I  went. 

It  so  happened  that  Brother  Garr  spoke 
that  night,  his  message  being,  "Not  ev- 
ery one  that  saith  unto  me,  Lord,  Lord, 
shall  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  heaven; 
but  he  that  doeth  the  will  of  my  Father 
which  is  in  heaven,"  Matt.  7:21.  All  the 
while  he  was  speaking  it  seemed  he  was 
hitting  me.  Oh,  how  miserable  and  un- 
comfortable I  felt.  As  soon  as  the  meeting 
was  dismissed  I  made  for  home,  and  go- 
ing into  the  front  room,  I  wept  bitterly 
and  told  the  Lord  that  I  was  willing  to 
surrender  all:  our  home,  my  position, 
even  my  life  for  Him  and  go  where  He 
would  send  me.  No  longer  my  will,  but 
His  will  be  done.  Wife  was  also  some- 
what stirred. 

Next  morning  after  I  had  gone  to 
work,  wife  arose  from  her  bed  and  sat  on 
the  edge  of  it  to  dress,  with  her  back  to 
the  window,  when  suddenly  she  heard  a 
noise  like  that  of  a  skyrocket,  and  saw  a 
ball  of  fire  passing  over  her  head  and 
making  for  the  corner  of  the  room.  Wife 
looked  to  see  what  the  thing  was,  when 
behold  an  angel  stood  before  her.  She 
told  us  that  she  was  so  frightened  that  she 
fell  prostrate  on  the  floor,  face  down- 
ward and  there  was  no  strength  in  her. 
Then  she  seemed  to  rise  but  saw  her  body 
still  lying  on  the  floor  before  her.  The 
angel  then  touched  her  on  the  shoulder 
and  said,  "The  gospel,"  and  vanished. 
After  wife  arose  and  received  strength 
she  went  downstairs  and  told  mother  of 
what  had  happened.  Mother  thought  that 
wife  was  going  to  die  and  that  was  why 
the  angel  appeared  unto  her. 

When  I  came  home  and  wife  told  me 
of  her  experience  of  the  morning,  I  at 
once  saw  it  was  the  Lord's  will  for  me 
to  resign  my  position,  sell  all  we  had  and 
launch  out,  trusting  God. 

Later,  wife  received  another  vision. 
She  seemed  to  get  off  a  train  and  every- 
thing around  her  was  strange  and  foreign. 
She  saw  brown-skinned  men,  with  white 
turbans  on  their  heads,  running  towards 
her  and  sitting  down  in  a  cross-legged 
position  around  her.  Then  she  was  told 
that  she  was  going  as  a  missionary 
amongst  those  people,  not  knowing  any- 
thing of  India  or  its  people  at  the  time. 

Seven  months  passed  by  and  we  at- 
tended a  camp  meeting  held  in  the  sub- 
urbs of  Los  Angeles.  While  there  we 
seemed  to  be  under  a  great  burden,  feel- 
ing that  the  Lord  had  some  now  new 
plan  which  He  wanted  to  work  out  in 
us.  While  in  prayer  one  day  the  Lord  told 
vis  He  wanted  us  to  go  to  India.  It  also 


happened  that  at  the  last  day  of  the  camp 
meeting  a  missionary  from  India  gave  us 
a  little  talk  on  that  country.  This  stirred 
us  up  all  the  more,  and  the  Lord  showed 
me  that  I  was  going  with  that  mission- 
ary. Although  we  had  not  even  one  cent 
for  the  journey,  nor  a  promise,  yet  the 
Lord  in  a  most  marvelous  way  supplied 
our  every  need,  even  at  the  last  hour. 

HOW  WE  GOT  OUR  FARE 

During  the  above-mentioned  camp 
meeting,  a  mission  offering  was  tak- 
en which  amounted  to  over  $1,000.  I  re- 
joiced, thinking  that  we  would  perhaps  be 
helped  towards  our  passage  from  this 
fund.  However,  I  was  quite  dismayed 
when  I  was  told  by  one  of  the  commit- 
tee of  that  mission  fund  that  they  had 
decided  to  allot  $50  towards  our  pas- 
sage. I  told  the  brother  that  this  amount 
would  only  purchase  the  railroad  ticket 
to  New  York  for  one  person.  However, 
I  learned  that  I  should  not  look  to  a  fund 
nor  to  man  but  to  Him  who  had  called 
me. 

Months  passed;  small  gifts  toward  our 
fare  came  in  slowly.  One  evening  while 
helping  at  the  altar  at  Victoria  Hall,  a 
man  came  up.  He  was  fully  drunk.  No 
one  seemed  to  take  any  notice  of  his  help- 
less soul,  so  I  knelt  beside  him,  en- 
couraging him  to  pray.  It  was  growing 
late  and  everyone  had  left  the  Hall 
except  me,  wife  and  this  drunk,  who  did 
not  seem  to  get  anywhere.  I  did  not  see 
how  I  could  leave  him  and  to  take  him 
home  would  be  a  bother.  Anyway,  I 
thought  I  would  let  the  decision  be  made 
by  my  wife  who  had  helped  in  prayer 
that  night.  She  showed  a  willingness  to 
take  him  home.  We  went  down  the  street 
towards  home  after  midnight  with  this 
man  staggering  along  beside  us.  On 
boarding  the  street  car  he  sprawled  right 
out  in  the  gangway,  and  the  conductor 
had  to  handle  him  pretty  roughly.  You 
can  guess  how  humiliated  we  felt. 

On  reaching  our  abode,  we  obtained  a 
spare  bedroom  from  our  landlady,  since 
we  had  only  one  room  and  a  kitchen.  We 
made  some  strong  coffee  and  pancakes 
for  this  brother,  who  in  the  midst  of  eat- 
ing fell  asleep  with  his  elbows  and  head 
resting  on  the  table.  Since  he  was  sleep- 
ing very  soundly,  we  thought  it  best  not 
to  disturb  him  so  we  retired.  A  few  hours 
afterwards  we  were  awakened  by  the 
sound  of  a  fall  in  the  kitchen.  I  arose  and 
switched  on  the  light.  Lo  and  behold, 
there  was  the  man  sprawled  out  on  the 
floor  drunker  than  before,  with  an  empty 
whisky  flask  near  his  head.  Lifting  him 
up,  I  removed  him  to  the  bedroom,  took 
off  his  shoes  and  after  putting  him  to 
bed  locked  him  in. 

Towards  noon  I  thought  I  would  have 
a  look  to  see  how  he  was  doing.  As  I 
opened  the  door  I  saw  him  sitting  on  the 
edge  of  the  bed  holding  his  head.  He  said, 
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"I  wish  I  had  a  little  baking  soda  to  stop 
this  headache."  After  giving  him  the 
soda  he  continued,  "I  am  not  worthy  of 
all  the  kindness  and  trouble  which  you 
have  taken  about  me,  an  old  drunken 
bum."  I  told  him  that  he  had  a  soul  which 
must  be  saved,  and  since  we  were  going 
to  India  as  missionaries  we  had  to  begin 
at  home.  "When  are  you  going?"  he 
asked.  "As  soon  as  the  Lord  opens  the 
way,"  I  replied.  "What  do  you  mean  by 
'opens  the  way'?"  he  asked.  So  I  related 
the  call,  and  that  we  had  but  little  to- 
wards the  fare  of  our  passage.  He  then 
drew  out  a  check  book  from  his  inner 
pocket  and  after  asking  for  a  pen,  he 
made  out  a  check  for  $200.  Giving  it  to 
me  he  said,  "Here,  this  is  towards  your 
passage  to  India."  We  were  astonished  be- 
yond measure.  Who  would  have  ever 
thought  that  this  man  possessed  a  bank 
account!  for  he  dressed  like  a  laborer. 
How  glad  we  were  that  we  had  regarded 
the  condition  of  this  man  and  had  done 
our  uttermost  to  help  him. 

One  day  a  preacher  told  me  of  a  broth- 
er living  in  one  of  the  suburbs  of  Los 
Angeles  who  was  very  wealthy  and  had 
contributed  a  good  sum  to  the  mission 
fund  at  the  camp  meeting.  He  thought 
that  if  I  represented  my  need  to  him  he 
might  help.  So  one  morning  after  prayer 
about  the  matter  I  asked  this  preacher  to 
accompany  me  and  introduce  me  to  this 
brother.  On  arrival  at  his  home,  I  was 
introduced  and  then  I  told  my  reason  for 
coming.  He  replied  that  he  would  pray 
over  the  matter.  He  also  asked  me  when 
the  money  was  needed.  I  answered  that 
I  had  to  book  the  passage  within  ten  days. 

The  moment  I  entered  the  door  on  re- 
turning home  wife  asked  me  how  I  made 
out.  I  told  her  I  got  the  money,  where- 
upon she  asked  to  see  it.  I  replied  that  I 
had  received  it  by  faith.  Three  or  four 
days  later,  on  a  Sunday  during  the  after- 
noon meeting,  I  was  surprised  to  see  this 
wealthy  brother  enter  the  Hall  because 
he  seldom  came  there.  After  the  meeting 
I  made  my  way  to  him  and  shook  hands. 
He  asked  me,  "Are  you  still  intending  to 
go  to  India?"  "More  so,"  said  I.  "Well, 
the  Lord  told  me  to  make  up  the  def- 
icit." After  his  saying  this  we  went  into 
Brother  Fisher's  office  where  he  wrote 
out  a  check  to  me  for  $375.  My  joy  knew 
no  bounds. 

The  Hall  people  were  starting  to  gather 
for  the  evening  meeting.  While  standing 
near  the  entrance  at  the  head  of  the 
stairs  the  missionary,  with  whom  we  were 
to  sail  for  India,  came  up  and  informed 
me  that  we  had  to  book  our  passage  the 
next  day  (Monday)  instead  of  five  days 
later  as  was  originally  planned.  Here  was 
truly  a  coincidence,  a  real  leading  of  the 
Lord. 

Through  spiritual  discernment  my  wife 
seemed  to  have  no  confidence  in  the  mis- 
sionary I   had   decided   to  accompany  to 
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India,  so  as  proof  that  this  was  God's 
permissive  will  He  gave  her  the  name  of 
a  town  in  South  India,  of  which  she  was 
quite  ignorant  at  the  time. 

It  was  in  this  way.  She  and  a  friend  of 
hers,  Sister  Esther  Lampert,  were  sitting 
on  the  floor  in  our  house  and  Sister  Esther 
was  tuning  wife's  guitar,  when  suddenly 
wife  spoke  out,  "Bangalore."  Sister  Esther 
looked  up  and  said,  "Did  you  say  tune 
lower?"  Wife  said,  "No.  I  heard  a  voice 
saying  'Bangalore.'  "  When  I  came  home 
they  told  me  the  strange  happening  and 
I  said,  "Why,  that  is  the  town  where  the 
missionary  with  whom  we  are  going  has 
lived."  Nevertheless,  this  missionary  took 
us  to  a  station  in  the  hills  called  Ootaca- 
mund,  where  we  stopped  about  one 
month,  and  then  as  wife  insisted,  we 
moved  to  Bangalore,  the  place  the  Lord 
had  spoken  out  to  her  when  in  America. 

NOTE:  The  above  article  was  taken 
from  Brother  Cook's  new  book,  "A  Quar- 
ter Century  of  Divine  Leading  in  India." 
If  you  would  like  to  have  this  book  send 
30  cents,  c|o  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

They  Don't  Have  to  Be  Great 

(Continued  from  page  22) 

day.  Normally,  it  is  rather  boresome 
work.  There  is  only  one  train  a  day  and 
the  officials  won't  let  me  read,  so  I  began 
to  cast  about  for  some  way  to  pass  the 
time.  I  realized  that  a  great  many  people 
drive  by  here  every  day,  and  I  looked 
upon  them  all  as  possible  friends.  Some, 
I  could  see,  were  unpleasant — nearly  all 
were  impersonal.  I  began  to  wave  and 
smile.  It  wasn't  long  before  folks  began 
to  stop  and  thank  me  for  cheering  them 
up  by  being  friendly.  Now  I  have  friends 
all  over  the  United  States.  And  every 
once  in  a  while  I  get  a  letter  from  South 
America  where  one  of  my  highway  friends 
has  gone  to  live.  It  doesn't  take  any  more 
effort  to  be  friendly  than  not,  and  it  does 
me  a  world  of  good." 

"It  does  the  rest  of  us  a  world  of  good, 
too,"  I  offered. 

So  I  left  him,  reflecting  upon  his  shirt- 
sleeve philosophy.  A  crossing  shanty  or 
shrine  of  service!  An  old  man  by  the 
side  of  the  road  who  saw  in  his  job  an 
opportunity  either  to  rot  in  impersonal 
unconcern  or  to  lift  the  level  of  life  of 
his  highway  friends  by  a  kindly  attitude 
of  friendliness! 

Always,  ordinary  people,  have  fasci- 
nated me.  I  have  just  discovered  why. 
For  a  long  time  I  have  been  dimly  con- 
scious that  people  don't  have  to  be  great 
to  be  interesting.  In  fact,  when  one  gets 
down  to  it,  he  discovers  that  after  all  the 
people  that  count  for  the  most  in  the 
world's  history  are  not  the  men  and 
women  who  have  achieved  world-wide 
recognition  but  the  quiet,  unrecognized 
"little"  people  who  go  through  life  doing 
the  little  things  that  add  up  to  so  much 


in  the  long  run. 

The  other  day  I  received  a  letter  at  the 
top  of  which  was  the  heading,  "Frances 
Techmeyer  Memorial."  I  didn't  need  to 
read  any  further.  I  knew  what  had  hap- 
pened.   Frances   Techmeyer   was   dead! 

That  fact  means  nothing  to  millions 
of  people,  but  to  me — well,  Frances  Tech- 
meyer was  a  broken-backed  saint  who 
lived  in  a  little  Indiana  town  and  endeared 
herself  to  hundreds  of  young  people  in 
Epworth  League  Institutes.  I  met  her  for 
the  first  time  as  a  small  boy  making  my 
first  railroad  journey,  unaccompanied,  to 
Indianapolis.  I  missed  a  connection  along 
the  way  and  had  several  hours  to  spend. 
It  happened  to  be  Sunday  evening.  It  oc- 
curred to  me  that  I  might  go  to  church. 
As  the  service  began,  I  sat — a  lone,  home- 
sick boy — in  what  seemed  to  me  an  aw- 
fully big  pew.  Frances  Techmeyer  was 
there  and  she  saw  me.  After  the  service, 
she  made  her  way  to  my  lonely  seat  and 
upon  finding  out  my  plight  asked  me  to 
go  with  her  and  a  group  of  young  people 
over  to  the  minister's  home  to  pass  the 
time  until  midnight  when  my  train  was 
to  leave.  Always,  this  little  broken- 
backed  woman  was  helping  some  forlorn, 
homesick,  lost  boy  or  girl.  She  was  not 
great,  but  society  would  be  terribly  im- 
poverished without  people  like  her. 

S.  T.  Stalcup 

Honea  Path,  S.  C.  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Rosa  Cassell,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 
W.  A.  Shaw,  Kingston,  Jam.,  B.W.I. 
Walter  Helms,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 
Walter  Reed,  Mooresville,  N.  C. 

"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5c. 

Faith,  even  though  she  lives  on  earth, 
does  business  in  heaven  with  God  each 
day  throughout  the  year. 

New  Gideons 

Peggy  Cox,    Logan,   W.   Va. 
Maydelle    Green,    Madisonville,   Tenn. 
Ray  Rodeheaver,  Bayard,  W.  Va. 
Frances  Storrs,   Thomaston,   Ga. 
Reba   Garnett,    Lake   Worth,    Fla. 
Jewell   Ginn,   Iva,   S.   C. 
Pearl    N.    Cannon,    Montgomery,    Ala. 
Y.  W.   Kidd,   Tampa,   Fla. 
Myrtle    Marcum,   Sulphur   Springs,   Fla. 
W.    E.   Mitchell,    Emory,   Texas. 
Lucille   White,    Apopka,    Fla. 
{Catherine    Hennessy,    Benton,    111. 
Ionee   Howell,    Carbon   Hill,    Ala. 
Mrs.    Rhoda   Oliver,   Carbon   Hill,   Ala. 
Walter    Raffield,    Old    Fort,    N.    C. 
Geneva  Travis,  Candler,  N.  C. 


Mrs.    Lucille    Capps,    Macon,    Ga. 

Stella   Erwin,   Falls  Mills,   Va. 

Vivian  Nix.   Fair  Mount,  Ga. 

Ernest   Winters,   Temple,   Ga. 

Fred    Stegall,    Greenville,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Virgil    Green,    Madisonville,    Tenn. 

Mrs.   L.   J.   Booth,   Hudson,   Fla. 

Hubert    Petrie,    West   Helena,    Ark. 

Bela   Fordham,  Salina,  Okla. 

Grade    Barnett,    Empire,    Ala. 

Mrs.   Pauline   Wilbanks,   Cherokee   Falls,  S.  C. 

Lloyd    Sheffield,    Ft.    Pierce,   Fla. 

Marcella    Sullivan,    Pinson,    Ala. 

Mrs.    S.    R.   Blanton,   Jesup,   Ga. 

Mrs.    Mary    Bittings,    Swanton,    Md. 

Jewel   Parker,    Sebring,    Fla. 

Fred  Jury,  Mount  Union,  Pa. 

Pauline  Yeager,   Marvel,   Ala. 

Tracy   Horn,    Ravenna,   Ky. 

Doris  Lewis,   Brooksville,  Fla. 

Mrs.  J.  E.  Estes,  Sumiton,  Ala. 

Lillian    Thibedeau,    Mt.    Clements,    Mich. 

Lilburn  Osborne,   Switchback,  W.  Va. 

L.   A.  Watts,   Alabama  City,  Ala. 

Lutie  G.  Barner,   Ruskin,  Fla. 

Linwood   Jacobs,   Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

Lucille    Smate,    Bushnell,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Nannie    Hollifield,    Tucapau,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Maud    Harden,    Navoo,    Ala. 

Annie    Laura    Cannon,    Dixiana,    Ala. 

Mrs.    Addie    M.    Perkins,    Macon,    Ga. 

Mrs.   Chester  Douglas,   Milan,   Ga. 

Mrs.  Margaret  Hays,   Knoxville,  Iowa. 

Mrs.    J.   W.   Coleman.    Gainesville,   Fla. 

Mrs.   A.  E.  Haskins,  High  Springs,  Fla. 

Lucille    Howard,    Lobata,    W.    Va. 

Alma    Peterson,    Ft.    Myers,    Fla. 

Ruth  Hicks,   Beckley,   W.   Va. 

W.   L.   Summers.    Brunswick,   Ga. 

Dewey   Kitchen,   Birmingham,   Ala. 

Fred  Garner,   Great  Falls,   S.  C. 

Mrs.    Viola    Hicks,    Double    Springs,    Ala. 

Ivey  Culpepper,   Lake  Park,  Ga. 

Ethel     Thompson,     Branford,     Fla. 

Vira  Lee  McAnnally,  Pinson,  Ala. 

Jess   Goss,   Canton.   Ga. 

Eunice    Stephens,    Newberry,    Fla. 

Mrs.   Minnie   Davis,   Wilcox,   Fla. 

Richard    E.    Kiefer,    Fort  Wayne,    Ind. 

E.    W.   Harrington,   Jasper,    Fla. 

Sprinkle    Roberts,    Guyan,   W.   Va. 

Troy   Bellomy,   Scottsboro,    Ala. 

Pharalee    Swafford,    Milo,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    T.    L.    Forester,    Champaign,    111. 

Virginia    Myers,    Christopher,    111. 

Marie   Hewitt,    Mayo,   Fla. 

K.    G.    Wood,    Jasper,    Fla. 

Roy    Shiflet,    Cumberland    Gap,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Oscar   Wallace.    Dora,    Ala. 

Mrs.  Nora  Coleman,   Moorhead,   Miss. 

Bell  Cook,   Sparta,   Tenn. 

James  J.    Mayes,   Fork    Ridge,   Tenn. 

Hazel   Sloan,    Piedmont,    S.   C. 

Mrs.   Minnie   Davis,   Wilcox,   Fla. 

Guy    Mark,    Auburn,    Wash. 

Louise   Jeanne   Ballard,    Belgrade,    Mont. 

Naida   Yates,   Pierson,   Fla. 

Wade   Raulerson,   Glen  St.   Mary,   Fla. 

Mrs.  Myrtle  West,  Hope  Mills,  N.  C. 

Ada    Mae    Nelson,    Verdunville.   W.    Va. 

Hazel  Thompson,   Carbon,   Ind. 

Mrs.  Viola  Coleman,  Olustee,  Fla. 

Roscoe   Swilley,    Valdosta,    Ga. 

Mrs.   A.   G.   Bennett,   Haylow,   Ga. 

W.  B.   Golden,   Decatur,  Ala. 

Marguerite    Clark,    Barboursville,    W.    Va. 

Ruby  Nell  Walker,   Laurens,  S.  C. 

L.   B.   Thomas,    Leesburg,    Fla. 

Clarence    Johnson,    Germantown,    B.W.I. 
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S>  Glints  of  Knowledge 
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January  derives  its  name  from  the  god 
Jonus.  The  two  principal  festivals  now 
observed  in  the  month  of  January  first, 
New  Year's  Day,  and  January  2  5,  con- 
version of  St.  Paul. 

Willis  Lamont  states  that  the  effect  of 
the  war  on  the  foreign  missionary  cause 
depends  upon  the  following  questions: 
Will  the  United  States  be  drawn  into  the 
war?  Will  Italy  remain  neutral,  or  if  not, 
which  side  will  she  join?  Will  Indian 
nationalists  seize  this  opportunity  to  em- 
barrass Britain?  Will  Turkey  remain 
within  the  circle  of  British-French  influ- 
ence or  yield  to  German  and  Russian  pres- 
sure? What  direction  will  the  reorienta- 
tion of  Japanese  foreign  policy  take?  Will 
Japan  draw  closer  to  France  and  England 
or  will  she  reach  an  agreement  with  Mos- 
cow, which  will  leave  her  free  to  "purge" 
China  of  the  Western  influences  which 
hinder  the  establishment  of  the  "new  or- 
der in  East  Asia"? 

The  true  American's  indignation 
against  Hitler  is  no  more  unchristian  than 
was  that  of  Jesus  against  the  Pharisees. 
A  Pharisee  is  a  saint  compared  with  Hit- 
ler. 

In  Mein  Kampf,  Hitler  boldly  advo- 
cates lying,  deceiving,  betraying — any- 
thing that  will  serve  his  mad  design.  He 
is  opposed  to  all  churches.  He  was  bap- 
tized into  the  Roman  Catholic  church 
but  hates  it  more  than  any  other. 

Hitler  would  destroy  all  freedom  and 
all  Christianity  in  Europe  among  its  half 
billion  human  beings. 

And  what  of  our  American  souls  if  we 
walk  by  like  the  priest  and  Levite  while 
European  humanity  lies  bleeding  in  the 
ditch? 

It's  America's  task  to  keep  freedom 
alive  and  maintain  the  liberties  guaranteed 
by  the  Bill  of  Rights. 

It  has  been  published  that  the  Soviet 
government  in  Russia  has  established  at 
Moscow  the  largest  printing  press  in  the 
world.  Its  purpose  is  to  print  anti-Chris- 
tian and  anti-religious  books  in  five  lan- 
guages. 

A  budget  of  $6,000,000  has  been  raised 
by  voluntary  subscriptions  for  this  work. 
How  much  money  will  the  Church  of 
God  raise  this  year  for  the  support  of 
their  papers,  the  Evangel  and  .the  Eighted 
Pathway?  How  much  money  will  the 
pastors  of  the  Church  of  God  invest  in 
Christian  books?  You  have  the  destiny  of 
the  Church  in  your  hands. 

The  dispute  between  the  Chrysler  Cor- 
poration and  the  United  Automobile 
Workers  is  proving  to  be  a  very  costly 
thing  for  all  parties  concerned,  as  well  as 


for  the  general  public.  The  Detroit  Board 
of  Commerce  estimated  that  the  dispute 
has  reduced  purchasing  power  in  the 
United  States  by  at  least  $3,000,000  a 
day.  In  addition  to  the  70,000  men  idle 
in  the  plants,  some  tens  of  thousands  of 
employees  in  rubber,  glass,  steel  and  parts 
plants  have  been  affected.  Nor  must  we 
forget  the  11,000  Chrysler  dealers,  their 
salesmen  and  service  employees,  who  are 
also  idle.  Between  150,000  and  200,000 
workers  have  been  affected.  The  company 
has  lost  sales  on  about  15  0,000  cars  in 
this  period.  This  strike  is  not  only  cost- 
ly, it  is  also  stupid. — A.  B.  McCormick. 

A  church  statistician  says  that  five 
per  cent  of  all  church  members  do  not 
exist;  ten  per  cent  of  them  cannot  be 
found;  twenty-five  per  cent  never  go  to 
church;  fifty  per  cent  never  contribute  a 
cent  to  the  work  of  the  church;  seventy- 
five  per  cent  never  attend  the  mid-week 
prayer  service;  ninety  per  cent  do  not 
have  family  worship  in  their  homes;  and 
ninety-five  per  cent  never  try  to  win  a 
lost  soul  to  Christ.  If  the  statement  is 
true,  it  is  startling. — The  Watchman  Ex- 
aminer. 

The  Spectator  has  given  Dean  Inge's 
indictment  of  Rome's  claims  and  policy: 

Catholic  Christianity  persecutes  cruel- 
ly whenever  it  has  the  power.  Its  diplo- 
macy is  tortuous  and  dishonest;  it  has  pa- 
ganized the  gospel  beyond  recognition;  it 
maintains  its  influence  by  bogus  miracles, 
indulgences,  and  purgatory  pick-purse. 
Ejke  all  governments  which  collect  their 
revenues  by  false  pretenses,  it  is  driven  to 
impede  education  and  to  issue  a  list  of 
prohibited  books. 

It  is  quite  safe  to  predict  that  the:e 
will  never  again  be  a  universal  empire  or 
a  universal  church.  These  twin  ideas  are 
utterly  antiquated.  However,  the  claims 
and  pretensions  of  the  Catholic  Church 
are  as  persistent  as  ever;  the  whole  world 
is  the  patrimony  of  Peter;  no  other 
churches  have  a  right  to  exist;  they  are 
rebels  and  their  priests  and  ministers  are 
laymen.  The  Roman  Catholic  Church  has 
a  monopoly  on  grace,  no  non-Catholic 
can  hope  to  escape  eternal  damnation. — 
The  Presbyterian. 

More  persons  today  are  mentally  ill 
than  there  are  victims  of  cancer  and  tu- 
berculosis combined.  It  is  estimated  that 
one  out  of  every  sixteen  people  in  high 
school  or  college  will  at  some  time  dur- 
ing his  life  become  a  patient  in  a  mental 
hospital.  A  White  House  survey  in  1932 
concluded  that  two  per  cent  of  the  total 
population  of  the  United  States  is  def- 
initely feeble-minded. 


There  are  more  than  5  00  public  mental 
hospitals  in  the  country,  and  in  1936 
there  were  over  432,000  patients  in  pub- 
lic and  private  institutions.  The  yearly 
economic  loss,  through  withdrawal  of 
people  to  institutions,  is  set  as  high  as 
$750,000,000. 

Pope  Pius  XI  is  quoted  as  saying,  ad- 
dressing Protestant  church  leaders:  "Your 
faith  is  a  false  Christianity,  quite  alien 
to  the  one  Church  of  Christ.  The  Apostle 
John  altogether  forbade  any  intercourse 
with  those  who  profess  a  mutilated  and 
corrupt  version  of  Christ's  teaching, 
saying,  'If  any  man  come  to  you  and 
bring  not  this  doctrine,  receive  him  nor 
into  the  house  of  God.'  "  This  is  the  type 
of  intolerance  that  stands  revealed  as  un- 
worthy of  the  confidence  of  a  free  people. 
It  is  the  spirit  that  led  Europe  into  the 
Dark  Ages. — Wesleyan  Methodist. 

This  is  John  Wesley's  account  of  the 
rise  of  Methodism:  "In  1729  my  brother 
Charles  and  I  reading  the  Bible,  saw  we 
could  not  be  saved  without  holiness,  fol- 
lowed after  it  and  incited  others  to  so  do. 
In  173  7  we  saw  likewise  that  men  are 
justified  before  they  are  sanctified." 

Dr.  Pierce,  one  of  Southern  Method- 
isms  greatest  men,  said:  "Just  so  far  as 
our  church  has  ceased  to  believe  in  sanc- 
tification  and  to  seek  after  it  as  the  only 
phase  of  religion  revealed  in  the  New  Tes- 
tament that  saves  from  all  sin,  just  so  far 
are  we  a  corrupted  and  God-forsaken 
church,  and  it  is  useless  to  try  to  sustain 
ourselves  on  what  we  have  been." 

The  three  branches  of  Methodism  have 
just  united  and  in  the  new  Methodist  dis- 
cipline is  this  paragraph  on  sanctifica- 
tion  inserted  at  the  request  of  the  Meth- 
odist Protestant  church: 

"Sanctification  is  that  renewal  of  our 
fallen  nature  by  the  Holy  Ghost,  received 
through  faith  in  Jesus  Christ  whose  blood 
atonement  cleanseth  from  all  sin  whereby 
we  are  not  only  delivered  from  the  guilt 
of  sin,  but  are  washed  from  its  pollution, 
saved  from  its  power,  and  are  enabled 
through  grace  to  love  God  with  all  our 
hearts,  and  to  walk  in  His  holy  com- 
mandments blameless." 

One  of  the  reasons  why  the  common 
people  heard  Jesus  gladly  was  His  cer- 
tainty. Negatives  do  not  attract.  Uncer- 
tainty creates  uncertainty.  David  Hume, 
the  agnostic,  traveled  twenty  miles  on 
Sunday  to  hear  Rowland  Hill  preach 
because,  "His  ideas  came  red-hot  from 
-his  soul." — Sel. 
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A  Prayer  for  the  New  Year! 


What  shall  I  ask  for  the  coming  year? 

What  shall  my  watchword  be? 
What  would' st  Thou  do  for  me,  dear  Lord? 

What  shall  I  do  for  Thee? 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  busy  year, 
Filled  up  with  service  true; 

Doing  with  all  Thy  Spirit's  might 
All  that  I  find  to  do. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  holy  year, 
Spent  in  Thy  perfect  will; 

Help  me  to  walk  in  Thy  very  steps; 
Help  me  to  please  Thee  still. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  year  of  prayer; 

Teach  me  to  talk  with  Thee; 
Breathe  in  my  heart  Thy  Spirit's  breath; 

Pray  Thou  Thy  prayer  in  me. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  trustful  year; 

Humble  and  yet  so  high; 
Help  me  to  sink  at  Thy  blessed  feet, 

And  on  Thy  bosom  lie. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  the  dying  world; 

Stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand; 
Scatter  Thy  Word;  Thy  power  display, 

This  year  in  every  land. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  trustful  year; 

Give  me  Thy  faith  divine, 
Taking  my  full  inheritance, 

Making  Thy  fulness  mine. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  year  of  joy, 

Thy  peace,  Thy  joy  divine, 
Springing  undimmed  through  all  the    days, 

Whether  of  shade  or  shine. 


Lord,  I  would  ask  for  a  year  of  love; 

Oh,  let  me  love  Thee  best! 
Give  me  the  love  that  faileth  not 

Under  the  hardest  test. 


Lord,  I  ivould  ask  for  a  year  of  hope, 

Looking  for  Thee  to  come, 
And  hastening  on  that  year  of  years 

That  brings  us  Christ  and  Home. 

— A.  B.  Simpson. 
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JUST  THE  SAME  TODAY 

When  Moses  and  his  people 

From  Egypt's  land  did  flee, 
Their  enemies  behind  them 

And  in  front  of  them  the  sea, 
God  raised  the  ivaters  like  a  wall 

And  opened  up  the  way, 
And  the  God  that  lived  in  Moses'  time 

Is  just  the  same  today. 

When  David  and  Goliath  met, 

The  wrong  against  the  right, 
The  giant  armed  with  human  power 

And  David  with  God's  might, 
God's  power  with  David's  sling  and  stone 

The  giant  low  did  lay, 
And  the  God  that  lived  in  David's  time 

Is  just  the  same  today. 

When  Pentecost  had  fully  come 

And  the  fire  from  heaven  did  fall, 
As  a  mighty  wind  the  Holy  Ghost 

Baptized  them  one  and  all; 
Three  thousand  got  converted. 

And  were  workers  right  away, 
And  the  God  that  lived  at  Pentecost 

Is  just  the  same  today. 

— Anon. 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path." 

Psalm   119:105 
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ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

This  month  we  are  using  our  regular 
cover  page.  We  must  use  it  sometimes  or 
we  will  forget  about  that  beautiful 
"lighted  pathway"  on  which  our  boys  and 
girls  are  traveling. 
On  our  Janu- 
ary cover  page 
we  had  both  of 
the  roads  empha- 
sized. We  wish  we 
could  erase  "that 
other  road"  from 
our  minds  and 
dwell  only  on  the 
beautiful  path- 
way that  we  see 
in  the  picture 
this  month.  Don't 
you  wish  we 
could  wake  up 
sometime  and  find  "that  other  road" 
gone,  never  to  return  and  find  all  of  our 
boys  and  girls  traveling  on  this  pathway 
of  light?  I  am  sure  you  do,  but  it  is  too 
real  to  erase  and  so  we'll  just  have  to 
keep  planning  ways  and  means  to  keep 
them  from  choosing  the  wrong  road. 

Our  subject  this  month  comes  to  us 
in  the  form  of  a  question,  "Where  are  we 
going?"  Sometimes  when  we  leave  our 
homes  to  go  out  into  town  we  have  a 
definite  place  to  go.  It  may  be  a  grocery 
store  or  somewhere  for  a  definite  purpose. 
Other  times  we  may  go  out  for  a  walk. 
We  just  aimlessly  drift  along  not  know- 
ing nor  caring  particularly  where  we  go 
or  what  we  do.  We  have  two  classes  of 
people  in  the  world  today,  those  who  are 
out  for  a  purpose  with  an  aim  in  life  and 
others  who  are  just  drifting,  not  caring 
where  they  go  or  what  they  do.  They  are 
hoping  that  something  good  may  happen 
along  the  way  but  are  making  no  effort 
to  bring  it  to  pass.  It  takes  effort  to  do 
things  that  are  worth  while  in  this  life. 
I  well  remember  when  I  was  a  little 
girl,  how  I  would  take  my  little  basket 
of  eggs  on  my  arm  and  go  to  the  store 
some  distance  from  home.  My,  what  that 
basket  of  eggs  would  buy!  It  would 
sometimes  buy  a  whole  dress  and  I  would 
be  so  dressed  up  when  my  mother  got  the 
dress  made  with  all  the  ruffles  and  frills 
on  it,  but  this  was  not  what  I  wanted  to 
tell.  I  would  be  walking  along  with  my 
basket  of  eggs  thinking  about  what  I 
would  buy  and  wishing  I  had  more  mon- 
ey and  then  I'd  think,  "Well,  maybe  I'll 
find  some  money  along  the  way,"  and 
I'd  begin  to  dream  of  what  I'd  do  with 
it  if  I  should  find  a  hundred  dollars.  Soon 
I  had  it  all  spent.  My,  how  rich  I  felt,  on- 
ly to  wake  up  to  find  it  was  only  a 
dream.  And  this  is  about  the  only  thing 
some  people  do,  just  drift  and  dream.  It 


takes  effort  to  do  things  that  are  worth 
while  in  this  life. 

We  read  recently  of  two  girls  who  went 
window  shopping.  One  said  to  the  other, 
"I  like  the  hat  with  the  yellow  flowers 
on  it;  let  us  go  in  and  see  how  much  it 
costs."  They  did  so.  "This  hat  is  ten  dol- 
lars," said  the  clerk.  The  girl  shook  her 
head,  "It  costs  too  much,  I  cannot  pay 
the  price."  This  girl  was  anxious  for  the 
best  but  not  willing  to  pay  the  price. 
Dear  young  people,  if  you  get  the  best 
things  in  life,  you  will  find  that  they 
cost  something. 

A  young  man  had  taken  two  years  in  a 
medical  school.  He  fell  in  love  with  a 
charming  young  woman  and  decided  to 
get  married,  so  he  gave  up  his  medical 
course  and  took  a  position  with  a  rail- 
road company.  He  did  not  like  that  work 
and  he  gave  it  up  and  tried  something 
else.  Soon  he  had  a  third  position  and  now 
he  has  become  one  of  the  drifters  in  the 
business  world  because  he  was  not  will- 
ing to  pay  the  price  of  training,  which 
meant  for  him  to  wait  two  or  three  years 
to  get  married.  How  many  lives  we  have 
seen  handicapped   for  this   very  reason. 

Many  young  men  and  women  want 
an  education,  but  when  they  find  it 
costs  some  sacrifice  of  the  pleasures  of 
life  or  some  real  hard  labor  they  give  up 
to  a  life  of  drifting  and  never  amount  to 
anything. 

"I  would  be  willing  to  give  hours  and 
hours  of  practice  if  I  could  ever  learn  to 
play  as  you  do,"  said  a  girl  to  a  great 
musician.  "That's  just  what  it  cost  me 
to  learn  to  play  as  I  do,"  he  said. 

"I  should  like  to  have  a  beautiful  char- 
acter like  Martha,"  said  a  young  woman 
to  a  friend.  And  this  is  the  desire  of  most 
young  people,  but  are  they  willing  to  pay 
the  price?  Character  costs  something.  It 
takes  will  power  and  determination  to 
break  undesirable  habits  and  to  break 
loose  from  companions  who  are  detrimen- 
tal to  a  life  of  character  building.  One 
must  choose  good  books  to  read  and  his 
pleasures  must  be  the  kind  that  uplifts. 
He  must  be  unselfish  and  have  a  desire 
to  serve  others. 

Remember,  young  people,  there  is  a 
price  to  pay  for  everything  worth  while. 
Most  things  cost  in  proportion  to  their 
value.  The  estimate  you  put  upon  things 
is  shown  by  your  willingness  or  unwil- 
lingness to  pay  the  cost  to  secure  them. 
We  hope  that  now  at  the  beginning  of 
this  new  year  you  will  make  your  decision 
to  pay  the  price  it  will  cost  to  build  a 
great  life. 

Two  men  were  traveling  in  the  East 
one  day,  traveling  across     the     Arabian 


desert.  They  tied  their  horses  to  some 
scrub  while  they  went  to  view  a  ruined 
temple.  On  their  way  they  saw  one  of 
their  horses  break  away  from  its  slender 
halter  and  gallop  toward  the  desert.  They 
watched  it  as  it  paused,  head  in  air  and  in 
decision.  In  front  lay  the  desert;  that  wayi 
led  to  freedom,  but  it  also  led  to  death, 
for  no  horse  could  live  on  its  sandy  wastes  > 
without  food  and  water.  Then  glancing 
each  way  with  seeming  wisdom,  it  turned 
and  slowly  returned  to  its  companion. 
That  way  meant  obedience  and  life.  Dear 
young  man  or  woman,  you  may  be  break- 
ing away  from  what  you  call  slavery  be- 
cause it  takes  effort  to  do  the  worth 
while  things  of  life  and  you  may  be  seek- 
ing freedom,  but  it  will  lead  to  the  desert 
waste  where  your  life  will  be  barren  and 
by  and  by  it  will  lead  to  death,  the  death 
of  your  character  that  you  so  much  de- 
sired but  was  not  willing  to  pay  the  price 
for. 

Below  we  are  giving  you     a     clipping 
which  we  found  recently  and  is  just  the 
thought  we  need  for  you  at  this  time: 
"BEGIN" 
H.  V.  Crowell 

Every  one  of  us  has  tucked  away  in  his 
or  her  heart  the  dream  of  an  ideal  life 
which  we  would  like  to  be  living.  We 
close  our  eyes  and  make  schedules  and 
budgets  and  castles  in  Spain  to  come 
back  to  earth  with  a  murmured,  "Oh, 
well,  some  day  .   .  ." 

I  remember  reading  once  a  story  of  a 
girl  who  led  a  rather  dowdy  life  but  with 
hope  that  sometime  things  would 
straighten  out.  One  day  she  found  a  bat- 
tered motto:  "The  way  to  begin  living 
the  ideal  life  is  to  begin."  She  decided 
that  all  of  the  motto  wasn't  there,  for 
they  had  overlooked  telling  what  to  begin. 

Most  of  us  are  like  that.  We  want 
some  big  thing  to  happen,  some  jolt,  some 
special  directions  before  we  put  our  ideal 
into  practice.  So  we  wait  and  wait,  and 
perhaps  the  big  thing,  the  jolt  or  the  di- 
rections never  come  our  way. 

There  are  no  special  directions.  There 
is  only  one  word:  "Begin!" 

Pick  out  the  little  things  in  your  ideal 
and  try  to  do  them.  Perhaps  you  have  al- 
ways wanted  a  garden.  Get  one,  even  if 
it's  only  a  few  seeds  in  a  box.  Perhaps 
your  ideal  is  to  have  a  home;  try  to  make 
the  room  you  are  living  in  as  near  the 
one  you  see  in  your  dreams  as  possible. 
You  can  do  it:  a  few  books,  a  gay  cush- 
ion. If  you  are  one  of  those  people  who 
have  always  wanted  to  travel  "some  day" 
start  now.  You  cannot  go  to  Egypt  or 
Ceylon,  but  you  can  get  on  your  feet 
and  walk.  There  are  dozens  of  things 
worth  seeing  around  whatever  place  you 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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FOLLOWING  ON 

Mr.  Rodman  had  prayed  for  his  young 
friend  as  he  went  to  the  conference  and 
while  he  was  there,  and  a  brief  letter  had 
told  him  that  his  prayers  had  been  an- 
swered, but  he  eagerly  awaited  his  re- 
turn. Both  boys  went  to  his  home  on  the 
evening  after  their  return,  and  glad- 
dened his  heart  with  recounting  as  near- 
ly as  they  could  all  the  happenings  of 
the  week.  Warren  was  asked  to  take  the 
lesson  period  of  the  class  the  next  Sun- 
day and  tell  something  about  his  trip  and 
give  either  his  own  personal  testimony  or 
some  of  the  Scripture  lessons  and  mission- 
ary facts  he  had  learned  there.  He  did 
something  of  all  three,  not  omitting  to 
give  due  place  to  the  recreational  features, 
which  he  felt  had  helped  to  make  this  the 
best  vacation  he  had  ever  known. 

Ned  gave  his  report  in  the  Christian 
Endeavor  meeting  in  his  church,  and  the 
impetus  and  enthusiasm  of  this  recruit  to 
their  ranks,  who  became  a  regular  and  in- 
terested attendant  at  all  its  meetings, 
brought  new  joy  to  the  somewhat  dis- 
couraged little  society.  He  succeeded  in 
bringing  to  their  attention  that  part  of 
their  Christian  Endeavor  pledge  which 
promises  to  support  whenever  possible  the 
regular  meetings  of  the  church,  and  the 
pastor's  heart  was  made  glad  to  see  there- 
after a  little  group  of  interested  young 
people  in  the  regular  mid-week  prayer 
service. 

That  autumn  there  was  an  unusual 
shortage  of  teachers  in  Warren's  Sunday 
School,  and  his  pastor  came  to  him  one 
evening  after  church  to  ask  if  he  would 
take  a  class  of  "real  boys"  in  the  Inter- 
mediate department.  This  class  had  a 
somewhat  unenviable  reputation,  and  a 
year  before  Warren  would  have  positive- 
ly and  without  hesitation  declined  the 
honor.  But  now  he  asked  a  while  to  think 
it  over.  He  knew  it  meant  work,  hard 
work,  hard  study  and  preparation.  He 
knew  it  would  take  time  that  he  now 
gave  to  his  own  rest  and  pleasure  as  well 
as  to  business. 

But  greater  than  these  considerations 
there  grew  stronger  and  clearer  in  his 
mind  a  sense  of  the  privilege  and  oppor- 
tunity that  the  Sunday  School  afforded, 
second,  perhaps,  only  to  that  of  the  par- 


ent in  the  home,  to  influence  and  train 
and  to  win  for  Christ  and  His  service  a 
group  of  young  lives  destined  for  some- 
thing and  somewhere  for  all  time  and 
eternity.  He  fully  counted  the  cost,  but 
one  look  at  the  Cross  of  Calvary  made 
all  insignificant  in  the  light  of  that  sac- 
rifice. He  went  to  his  pastor  and  said  he 
would  take  the  class  and  do  his  best.  An 
appreciative  wring  of  the  hand  and  a 
hearty  "Thank  you,  God  bless  you," 
showed  the  pastor's  pleasure.  He  had  long 
coveted  a  fuller  measure  of  whole-hearted 
service  for  this  clean-cut  young  business 
man,  who  he  felt  would  exercise  the 
strongest  kind  of   right     influence  over 


FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God's  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody- 
goody,"  and  appear  "pious"  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ   at   the  center. 

REV.  ROBERT  C.  McQUILKIN, 
Dean  of  Columbia  Bible  School,  Columbia, 
S.   C. 


boys  of  that  age.  Warren  had  said  but 
little  to  the  minister  about  the  experience 
of  the  summer,  but  the  change  and 
warmth  in  his  spiritual  life  had  not  been 
unnoticed  by  the  keen  eyes  longing  to 
see  just  such  evidences  of  God's  wonder- 
working power  in  the  hearts  of  men. 

In  his  business  and  social  life  Warren 
was  known  as  a  good  man,  a  fine  man, 
but  his  natural  reserve  in  regard  to  spirit- 
ual things  was  accentuated  by  the  fact 
that  for  some  years  he  hardly  knew  what 
he  did  believe.  He  rarely  spoke  of  spiritual 
things  among  his  friends  and  associates. 
Since  his  return  from  Keswick  he  had 
made  it  a  point  to  speak  for  his  Lord  as 
he  had  opportunity,  and  he  had  brought 
with  him  from  the  conference  a  small 
text  card,  "Ye  are  my  witnesses,"  and 
hung  it  in  an  inconspicuous  place  over 
his  desk.  Each  morning  as  he  began  his 
work  he  let  his  eyes  rest  for  a  moment 
on  those  words  and  breathed  a  prayer  that 
God  would  make  him  a  faithful  and  true 


witness  that  day,  whether  by  life,  or 
word,  or  deed.  There  were  opportunities 
that  came  to  him  to  speak  a  word  of  ad- 
monition and  warning  and  strong,  prac- 
tical helpfulness  to  some  of  the  men  in 
his  employ.  He  had  the  joy  in  his  office 
one  night  of  leading  definitely  to  Christ 
a  young  man  who  was  in  deep  trouble, 
and  of  later  seeing  this  same  man,  won- 
derfully delivered  from  his  difficulty, 
happily  united  with  the  church,  his  young 
wife  by  his  side. 

Another  quiet  ministry  which  he  made 
a  subject  of  prayer  was  the  keeping  of  a 
lookout  for  those  who  were  not  attending 
church  or  Sunday  School.  Not  only  did 
his  own  class  of  boys  nearly  double  in 
number,  but  he  was  constantly  bringing 
young  men  to  Mr.  Rodman's  class,  and 
many  a  man  or  woman  from  time  to  time 
sat  under  the  preaching  of  the  gospel  at 
the  Green  Avenue  church  through  the 
quiet  invitation  of  this  Christian  busi- 
ness man. 

Mr.  Rodman  was  a  tither,  and  he  had 
urged  it  upon  his  young  men,  not  as  a 
matter  of  legalism,  but  as  a  gracious  ac- 
knowledgment of  the  principle  of  stew- 
ardship and  proportionate  giving  which 
God  had  Himself  suggested  and  which  He 
has  abundantly  blessed.  Some  of  the 
young  men  had  followed  his  example,  but 
Warren  had  always  felt  that  he  could  not 
quite  see  now  how  he  could  afford  it. 
Now  he  saw  that  all  he  possessed,  as  well 
as  all  that  he  was,  belonged  to  God,  and 
he  at  once  adopted  the  tithing  principle 
as  a  good  starting  place  in  the  adminis- 
tration of  his  earthly  substance  for  the 
glory  of  God  and  the  advancement  of  His 
kingdom.  Especially  he  recognized  the 
value  and  the  ministry  of  the  printed 
page,  and  set  apart  a  portion  of  his  tithe 
for  the  dissemination  of  sound  literature, 
tracts,  books,  and  periodicals. 

It  was  a  busy,  happy  fall  and  winter 
for  Warren  Hethrington,  the  best  he  had 
ever  known.  His  business  continued  to 
prosper  even  increasingly,  as  he  more  and 
more  came  to  recognize  and  defer  in  all 
things  to  the  Lord  Christ  as  the  unseen, 
silent  partner  in  all  his  efforts.  He  loved 
the  words,  "Whose  I  am,  and  whom  I 
serve."  One  day  in  early  February  he  had 
received  an  invitation  to  speak  at  a 
Young  People's  rally  on  a  week  night  in 
a  town  some  miles  distant.  He  was  not 
very  fond  of  public  speaking,  but  from 
time  to  time  was  urged  into  it  and  al- 
ways with  real  blessing  to  his  hearers. 
Particularly  was  he  in  demand  as  a  speak- 
er for  young  people,  and  unknown  to 
himself  many  a  boy  a  few  years  younger 
had  in  his  heart  of  hearts  set  Warren 
Hethrington  as  an  ideal  to  which  he  him- 
self hoped  some  day  to  attain. 

This  week  happened  to  be  an  unusual- 
ly crowded  one  for  Warren  in  his  business 
and  there  were  several  meetings  in  the 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  1 
Jesus  Loves  the  Children 

"Suffer  the  little  children  to  come  un- 
to me  and  forbid  them  not,"  Mark  10:14. 

We  find  in  the  Bible  the  beautiful  story 
of  Jesus  blessing  the  little  children.  How 
happy  those  little  boys  and  girls  must 
have  been  when  Jesus  placed  His  arms  so 
tenderly  around  them  and  blessed  them. 
We  are  glad  He  is  able  to  bless  them  when 
they  come  to  Him  and  love  Him  as  they 
should.  When  Jesus  was  on  earth  great 
crowds  of  people  followed  Him.  They 
wanted  to  hear  the  wonderful  message  of 
eternal  life.  The  lame  and  sick  wanted  to 
be  healed.  The  little  children  loved  Him. 
He  would  take  them  in  His  arms,  place 
His  hand  on  their  heads  and  smile  at 
them.  They  smiled  back  at  Him  and  were 
happy  in  His  presence. 

One  day  the  people  in  a  certain  town 
heard  that  Jesus  was  passing  that  way 
and  came  out  to  meet  Him.  It  seemed  the 
mothers  wanted  Him  to  lay  His  hands  on 
their  children  and  bless  them.  The  disci- 
ples rebuked  them,  thinking  He  did  not 
have  time  to  bother  with  the  children. 
Jesus  was  displeased  at  this  rebuke  and 
commanded  that  the  little  children  be 
brought  to  Him.  Jesus  is  the  same  today 
and  loves  all  the  little  boys  and  girls.  He 
is  building  a  beautiful  palace  for  them 
in  heaven  and  wants  them  to  love  and 
serve  Him  while  here  on  earth. 
Questions 

Were  the  little  children  glad  for  Jesus 
to  bless  them?  Yes.  Is  Jesus  able  to  bless 
children  today?  Yes.  Why  did  the  multi- 
tude follow  Jesus?  They  wanted  to  hear 
the  wonderful  message  of  eternal  life.  Did 
Jesus  heal  the  sick  and  afflicted?  Yes. 
Why  did  the  disciples  rebuke     the  chil- 


dren? They  thought  they  were  bothering 
Jesus.  Was  Jesus  displeased  with  them? 
Yes. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  2 
Adam  and  Eve 

Gen.  1:2,  3 

Most  every  child  attending  Sunday 
School  can  tell  you  the  name  of  the  first 
man  and  woman  created  in  the  world, 
Adam  and  Eve.  It  is  an  old,  old  story  but 
ever  new.  God  made  Adam  out  of  the 
dust  of  the  ground.  He  took  a  rib  from 
Adam's  side  and  made  Eve.  God  gave 
them  a  beautiful  home  in  a  garden  called 
Eden.  There  was  a  clear  river  of  water 
flowing  through  it  and  all  kinds  of  beau- 
tiful trees  and  flowers,  and  different 
kinds  of  animals,  but  they  were  tame. 

There  was  no  sickness  or  suffering. 
They  were  so  happy  and  contented.  They 
had  nothing  to  do  but  dress  the  garden 
.md  keep  it. 

Only  one  thing  God  told  them  not  to 
do.  There  was  one  tree  whose  fruit  they 
must  not  eat.  They  could  eat  the  fruit  of 
every  tree  in  the  garden  except  this  one. 
One  day  a  beautiful  serpent  came  to  Eve 
and  told  her  to  eat  the  forbidden  fruit 
and  that  it  would  make  her  wise  and  she 
would  not  die.  She  listened  to  the  voice  of 
the  tempter  and  did  eat.  She  found  the 
fruit  pleasant  to  the  taste  and  gave  to 
Adam  and  he  did  eat. 

They  disobeyed  God.  They  were  driven 
forth  by  an  angel  and  had  to  give  up 
their  beautiful  garden  home.  What  a  sad 
picture.  When  you  little  boys  and  girls 
disobey  your  parents  it  is  the  same  evil 
spirit  causing  you  to  commit  sin. 
Questions 

Who  was  the  first  man?  Adam.  Who 
was  the  first  woman?  Eve.  Where  did 
they  live?  In  the  garden  of  Eden.  What 
did  the  serpent  tell  Eve  to  do?  To  eat 
the  forbidden  fruit.  What  happened? 
Adam  and  Eve  ate  the  fruit  and  were 
driven  out  of  the  Garden  of  Eden. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  3 
The  Broad  and  Narrow  Way 

"Wide  is  the  gate,  and  broad  is  the 
way,  that  leadeth  to  destruction,  and 
many  there  be  that  go  in  thereat:  Because 
strait  is  the  gate,  and  narrow  is  the  way, 
which  leadeth  unto  life,  and  few  there 
be  that  find  it."  Matt.  7:13,  14. 

Now  boys  and  girls,  I  want  you  to 
memorize  this  verse  and  never  forget  it. 
Jesus  teaches  that  there  are  two  roads, 
one  to  heaven,  the  other  to  hell. 

The  multitudes  are  traveling  the  broad 
road.  The  Christians  are     traveling     the 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

narrow  road  and  this  road  is  not 
crowded.  Jesus  says,  "Few  there  be  that 
find  it."  Everybody  in  the  world  is  trav- 
eling one  of  these  roads. 

When  you  are  traveling  in  this  coun- 
try you  can  see  signposts  all  along  the 
way  to  guide  to  any  place  you  want  to 
go.  As  you  travel  the  broad  road  to  hell 
you  see  all  classes  of  people,  gamblers, 
drunkards,  murderers,  thieves,  robbers, 
liars,  backsliders,  the  moral  man  too,  yes, 
a  large  number  of  professing  Christians. 
In  the  narrow  road  to  heaven  you  will 
find  only  the  true  followers  of  Jesus. 
Boys  and  girls,  ask  your  father  and 
mother  to  teach  you  how  to  travel  in  the 
narrow  road  to  heaven. 

Questions 

What  two  roads  do  we  study  about  in 
this  lesson?  One  to  heaven  and  the  other 
to  hell.  How  can  we  tell  the  way  to  hell? 
It  is  a  wide  gate  and  broad  way.  How  can 
we  find  the  way  to  heaven?  It  is  a  nar- 
row way. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  4 
A  Mission  Lesson 

"Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  every  creature,"  Mark  1:15. 
This  means  that  little  boys  and  girls  can 
have  a  part  in  "preaching  the  gospel  to 
every  creature."  When  a  mission  offering 
is  taken,  you  can  help  by  saving  your 
pennies  to  drop  into  the  collection  plate. 
Sister  Cook,  our  missionary  from  India, 
says  every  penny  you  spend  for  chewing 
gum,  if  spent  for  rice  would  be  enough 
to  feed  two  children  one  meal  in  India. 
Think  of  the  millions  of  children  having 
only  one  meal  a  day.  Think  of  the  little 
children  going  to  the  temple  to  worship 
idols.  Here  we  have  the  privilege  of  going 
to  Sunday  School  every  Sunday  to  study 
about  Jesus.  How  thankful  we  should  be 
to  live  in  a  Christian  country.  In  India 
the  heathen  sit  between  two  fires  and 
burn  their  bodies.  Some  walk  on  boards 
with  long  spikes  and  other  customs  which 
cause  great  suffering.  They  do  this  think- 
ing they  will  drive  evil  spirits  away,  and 
to  please  their  gods. 

We  think  of  the  millions  of  heathen  in 
foreign  lands,  but  we  must  not  forget 
there  are  thousands  of  heathen  in  our  own 
country.  Jesus  was  the  first  missionary  we 
read  about  in  the  New  Testament.  He 
left  His  home  in  heaven  and  came  as  a 
missionary  to  earth  to  save  the  world.  We 
were  in  darkness  and  He  brought  the 
light  to  us.  Let  us  pray  for  the  millions 
in  darkness  who  are  across  the  waters. 
Questions 

Who  was  the  first  missionary?  Jesus. 
Do  the  heathen  believe  on  Jesus?  No. 
What  do  they  worship?  Idols.  Will  false 
gods  save  anybody?  No. 


Knowing  what  to  say  and  how  and 
when  and  where  to  say  it  is  a  gift  God 
alone  can  impart  to  a  human  being. 
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there  couldn't  be  any  argument  about 
it.  And  Edna  was  so  pleased  with  every- 
thing, and  smiled  and  laughed  so  often 
that  Lois  had  to  laugh  too. 

Lois  went  home  that  night  skipping 
and  singing.  Mother  and  father  were  on 
the  porch. 

"It  was  catching,  after  all,"  said 
father.  "Yes,"  said  mother,  "I  see  it  was." 

When  Lois  went  to  bed  that  night  she 
examined  herself  carefully  to  see  if  there 
were  any  red  spots  on  her  arms  or  chest. 
There  were  not.  She  didn't  have  a  head- 
ache or  sore  throat.  What  could  she  have 
caught? 

Edna  came  to  visit  Lois  in  a  few  days. 
Without  any  one  telling  her  to  do  it, 
Lois  was  very  polite  and  asked  Edna  each 
time  what  she  would  rather  do. 

But  at  length  Edna  said,  "You  choose 
this  time.  It's  more  fun  sometimes  to  do 
what  other  people  like." 

So  they  played  singing  school,  and 
Edna   taught  Lois  some  new  songs. 

"You  do  think  of  the  nicest  things  to 
do,"  said  Edna.  "I  think  you're  just  love- 
ly for  a  best  friend." 

When  Edna  had  gone  home,  Lois  said 
to  her  mother,  "Edna  thinks  'most  every- 
thing is  lovely.  She  thought  it  was  a 
lovely  day,  though  I  thought  it  was  too 
hot.  And  she  liked  our  house  or  orchard, 
and  my  playthings,  and  the  dog,  and  my 
mother  and  father  and  me." 

"What  good  times  she  must  have  when 
she  sees  so  many  things  she  likes!"  said 
mother.  "I  suppose  she  hardly  ever  finds 
anything  to  complain  about." 

"She  doesn't,"  said  Lois,  "and  she  does 
have  lots  of  fun.  I  believe  I'll  look  for 
the  nice  things,  too.  I'd  like  to  have  as 
much  fun  as  Edna  does." 

"I  see  it's  very,  very  catching,"  laughed 
mother.  But  she  wouldn't  tell  Lois  what 
was  catching,  and  Lois  couldn't  find  a 
thing  the  matter  with  herself. 

The  next  time  Lois  went  to  visit  Edna 
she  carried  five  cents  in  her  apron  pocket. 


CATCHING 

"Mother,  do  you  think  I  could  go  and 
play  with  Edna  tomorrow?"  asked  Lois, 
just  before  she  went  to  bed. 

One  of  her  mother's  old  friends  had 
just  moved  into  the  neighborhood.  She 
had  a  little  girl,  and  Lois  had  been  prom- 
ised that  she  could  go  and  get  acquainted 
just  as  soon  as  they  were  settled. 

But,  instead  of  answering  at  once, 
mother  looked  at  father  and  said,  "Do 
you  think  it  is  catching?" 

"I  can't  tell,"  said  father,  with  a  little 
twinkle  in  his  eye,  "it  may  be.  But  you 
might  let  her  go,  anyway." 

"Very  well,"  said  mother.  "You  may 
go  tomorrow,  Lois." 

"Mother,  has  Edna  got  the  measles?" 

"Oh  no,  dear;  nothing  as  bad  as 
measles.  Now  hurry  to  bed.  It  is  five 
minutes  past  time." 

Lois  went  to  bed  wondering  what  Edna 
had  that  might  be  catching.  If  it  had 
been  as  bad  as  measles  Lois  would  have 
given  up  the  visit,  for  she  had  had  measles 
that  spring,  and  she  remembered  how  ill 
she  was.  And  mother  said  she  was  fretful 
and  whiny  because  of  the  measles.  But, 
since  it  was  not  as  bad,  she  decided  to  go. 
She  might  not  catch  it  anyway. 

The  next  afternoon  she  went  to  Edna's 
house,  and  knocked  on  the  door. 

"Why,"  said  Edna's  mother,  "here  is 
Lois  come  to  visit  us.  Edna,  my  dear, 
come  get  acquainted  with  Lois." 

A  little  girl  came  flying  into  the  room. 
She  didn't  look  the  least  bit  sick.  If  you 
can  imagine  the  very  nicest  smile  you 
know  turned  into  a  little  girl,  that  would 
be  Edna.  There  were  smiles  in  her  eyes 
and  in  her  cheeks  and  in  her  voice,  and  by 
the  way  she  skipped  and  pranced,  I  think 
they  were  even  in  her  feet.  She  took  Lois 
out  to  the  garden  to  see  her  playhouse. 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad  you've  come,"  she 
said.  "Now,  we  can  play  school." 

"I  don't  like  to  play  school,"  said  Lois, 
with  some  of  the  fretfulness  coming  into 
her  voice.     "I'd    rather    play 
house." 

"I  like  to  play  house,  too," 
said  Edna.  "Of  course,  we'll 
play  what  you'd  rather,  because 
you're  company.  Would  you 
rather  be  the  mother?" 

"I'd  rather  you'd  choose  what 
you  want  to  be,"  murmured  Lois, 
the  fretfulness  quite  gone,  "and 
afterwards  let's  play  school,  too. 
I  think  I'd  like  that." 

So  they  played  both  games, 
and  Lois  didn't  get  a  chance  to 
whine  or  insist  on  her  own  way; 
Edna  said  she  was  company  and 
should    have    her    own    way,    so 


"O  Edna,  let's  go  down  to  the  little 

store  and  get  some  ice  cream." 

"I  don't  believe  I  want  to  buy  any," 
said  Edna. 

"Will  your  mother  give  you  five 
cents?"  asked  Lois. 

"I  believe  I  will  tell  you,"  said  Edna, 
"and  then  you  will  see  that  it  is  more 
fun.  The  woman  who  washes  for  mother 
brought  her  little  girl  with  her  once.  The 
little  girl  is  a  cripple,  and  her  mother  had 
to  bring  her  in  a  wheel  chair.  I  showed 
her  some  of  my  birthday  books,  for  she 
loves  to  read.  And  what  do  you  think? 
She's  never  had  a  birthday  present!  Not 
one.  You  see,  she  has  only  her  mother  to 
take  care  of  her,  and  her  mother  earns  on- 
ly enough  to  buy  the  food  and  clothes.  So 
I'm  saving  my  money,  all  my  allowance, 
and  what's  in  my  bank,  and  I'm  going 
to  have  a  real  birthday  for  her.  She  shall 
have  a  cake  with  candles  and  flowers,  and 
a  book  full  of  lovely  stories  like  some  of 
my  birthday  books.  So  I  can't  spend  any 
money  for  ice  cream,  because  her  birth- 
day is  next  month.  It'll  be  fun." 

"Why,  of  course.  That  will  be  lovely. 
It  will  be  a  regular  party,  will  it  not?  I 
guess  I'll  not  get  any  ice  cream  today.  I 
shall  save  my  money,  too,  and  I'll  buy 
her  a  present." 

"Oh,  what  fun  that  will  be!"  cried 
Edna. 

And  most  of  the  afternoon  the  two 
girls  talked  about  what  they  would  do  at 
the  party  for  the  girl  who  had  never  had 
one  before. 

Lois  came  home  skipping  and  singing 
again. 

"Mother!"  she  cried,  "I'm  not  going  to 
buy  any  ice  cream  or  candy  for  a  long 
time." 

"Why  should  that  make  you  so 
happy?'  asked  mother. 

"Because  I'm  going  to  help  give  a 
birthday  party  to  a  girl  who  has  never  had 
a  thing  for  her  birthday  before.  We  are 
going  to  have  such  fun." 

"I  see  you  have  caught  it,"  said  mother. 
"You  have  a  well-developed  case." 

"Mother,  what  have  I  caught?"  begged 
Lois.  Then  mother  took  Lois  on  her  lap. 
"My  dear,  you  have  caught  two  of  the 
best  things  a  little  person,  or 
a  big  one,  either,  can  catch; 
they  are  a  merry  spirit  and  a 
kind  heart.  Our  little  girl  was 
getting  very  fretful  and  cross. 
We  knew  that  Edna  was  happy 
and  sunshiny,  so  we  hoped  that 
her  merry  spirit  was  catching. 
Father  and  I  felt  very  sad  when 
we  saw  our  daughter  growing 
selfish  and  caring  for  herself 
first.  Edna  was  kind-hearted 
and  thought  of  other  people 
first.  We  hoped  it  was  catch- 
ing. And  both  of  those  good 
things  were.  Our  little  girl  is 
(Continued  on   page   32) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


dHelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


first    step 


SELF-CHOOSING 

D.  B.  Rote 

"Behold  now,  this  city  is  near  to  flee 
unto,  and  it  is  a  little  one:  Oh,  let  me  es- 
cape thither." 

Here  is  recorded  Lot's  last  mistake  in 
self-choosing.  His  life  of  troubles  and  dis- 
appointments began  with  his  self-choos- 
ing at  the  "plain  of  Jordan,"  which  was 
his  first  step  in  backsliding. 

Self-choosing   has   been    the 
backward  for  many  others. 

God-chosen  paths  are  al- 
ways beautiful  to  walk  in, 
though  they  may  sometimes 
be  rough.  The  soul  that 
walks  there  can  sweetly 
sing: 

"Now    I'm    trusting    ev'ry 
moment, 

Nothing    less    can     be 
enough: 
And  my  Savior    bears    mc 
gently 

O'er  those  places  once  so 
rough." 

Lot  at  first  chose  the 
well-watered  plain  of  Jor- 
dan— the  things  that  looked 
good  to  the  natural  eye — an 
improvement  in  material 
things,  but  not  in  the  spirit- 
ual. How  many  Christians, 
like  him,  have  taken  steps 
that  improved  them  finan- 
cially, but  not  spiritually! 

One  step  away  from  the 
Lord  leads  to  another,  and 
so  Lot  went  on,  "pitched  his 
tent  toward  Sodom"  and 
finally  "sat  in  the  gate  of 
Sodom."  The  wickedness  of 
the  city  was  great  and  God 
sent  angels  to  warn  Lot  that 
the  city  would  be  destroyed, 
and  to  say  to  him,  "Escape 
for  thy  life;  look  not  be- 
hind thee,  neither  stay  thou 
in  all  the  plain;  escape  to 
the  mountain,  lest  thou  be 
consumed."  But  Lot  never 
learned  obedience  to  divine 
guidance,  and  instead  of 
going  as  directed,  he  pleaded 
for  the  privilege  of  go- 
ing into  a  little  city  called 
Zoar.  There  are  many  today 
who,  we  would  think, 
should  be  done  with  self- 
choosing,  because  of  its  bit- 
ter reaping,  but,  like  Lot. 
they  continued  in  the  same 
course,  though  it  may  be  on 


a  smaller  scale.  It  is  not  so  much  what  we 
have  nor  where  we  are  that  grieves  the 
Lord,  but  what  we  choose  to  have,  and 
where  we  choose  to  be.  Lot's  choice  was 
just  the  same,  so  it  mattered  very  little 
whether  he  was  in  Sodom  or  Zoar.  God 
looks  to  the  heart. 

Many  Christians,  who  are  urged  to 
leave  the  low  plain  of  Christian  living 
and  move  on  higher  spiritual  ground,  are- 
willing  to  give  up  all  but  some  "little" 
pet  idol  or  some  "little"  so-called  harm- 
less worldly  enjoyment,     or     something 


that  belongs  to  the  old  life.  But  an  entire 
separation  and  an  absolute  surrender  is 
what  God  requires,  and  it  is  the  only  way 
into  the  blessed  life — the  life  of  faith, 
which  is  willing  to  leave  all  now,  but  will 
finally  gain  all  in  the  rich  reward  of 
eternal  things — "the  things  which  God 
hath  prepared  for  them  that  love  Him." 


How  to  Resist  the  Devil 

Ephesians  6:12-18 

"The  sword  of  the  Spirit,  which  is  the 
Word  of  God,"  v.  17. 

In  what  way  can  the 
Word  of  God  be  used  as  a 
sword?  Do  you  know  what 
it  means  to  "take"  a  word 
of  scripture,  and  cut  a  way 
through  with  it?  A  sword  is 
i  weapon  of  destruction,  and 
the  "Sword  of  of  the  Spirit" 
is  for  use  against  the  enemy. 
Here  is  a  "sword":  "Submit 
yourselves  therefore  to  God. 
Resist  the  devil,  and  he  will 
flee  from  you,"  (James  4: 
7).  First,  an  attitude  of 
humble  submission  to  all; 
that  is  the  will  of  God  (that 
is  the  condition) ;  then,  re- 
sist in  spirit  all  that  Satan 
may  be  working  against  you 
(that  is  obedience  to  the 
command);  then,  claim  the 
promise  of  God,  that  he  will 
flee  from  you.  This  is  a  sim- 
ple illustration  of  using  the 
Word  as  a  sword. 


MY  FATHER'S  HAND 

The  very  hand  that  paints  the  sunset  sky, 
And  sends  the  goiden  beams  across  the  land, 

It  cares  for  me,  and  ever  shall,  I  know — 
It  is  my  Father's  hand. 

It  paints  the  bloom  upon  the  fragrant  rose, 
And  garbs  the  lily  in  her  purest  white; 

'Tis  raised,   in  wisdom,  when  the  daylight  fades, 
To  let  the  earth  rest  in  the  arms  of  Night. 

My   Father's  hand  still   guides   my   falt'ring   step 
As  does  a  shepherd  lest  his  lamb  may  fall; 

He  leads  me  in  the  valley  and  the  heights — 
I  cannot  doubt  His  tender  love  at  all. 

It  is  the  hand  that  made  me  from  the  dust, 
The  very  one  that  shaped  my  worthless  form; 

The  hand  that  bought  me  with  its  precious  blood, 
When   I   had  wandered  out  into  the  storm. 


Then  some  day  it  will  guide  me  through  the  Vale 
Where  saints  have  passed  to  that  Celestial  Place, 

Unless,  oh  joy!  it  beckons  through  the  clouds  for  me, 
And  with  the  Ransomed  I  shall  see  His  face. 

— Kenneth  Robinson. 


Remember  the  Lord  Jesus 
in  the  wilderness,  and  His 
calm,  steady  resistence  of 
Satan,  using  the  Word  of 
God  against  him.  The  Holy 
Spirit  can  do  for  us  what  He 
did  for  the  Lord  then — give 
the  right  word  for  the  mo- 
ment, so  that  we,  too,  can 
say,  "It  is  written  ..."  I 
have  a  dog — a  big  yellow 
chow.  The  cats  run  when 
they  see  him,  and  he  chases 
them  until  they  tear  up  a 
tree.  One  day  he  was  racing 
after  a  tiny  kitten,  which 
could  not  get  out  of  his 
way,  when  suddenly  the  kit- 
ten turned  round,  faced 
him  and  hissed  at  him.  I 
shall  never  forget  the  look 
on  that  dog's  face — a  look 
of  utter  astonishment — and 
(Continued   on   page   32) 
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Home,  Sivcet  Home 

The  New  House 

Dt'ar  Lor</,  before  we  enter  in 

Go  Thou  before  us,  opening  the  door, 

First  give  Thy  blessing,  ere  the  good 
friends  come 

To  bless  it.  First  tlry  feet  upon  the  floor, 

Treading  the  untried  carpet. 

Fill  each  room  with  peace  and  loving- 
kindness, 

Make  the  air  congenial, 

That  no  swift  or  careless  word 

Shall  sound  among  these  walls,  and  every- 
where 

Spread  gentleness,  beside  the  waiting 
hearth, 

The  kitchen,  parlor,  in  the  nursery; 

And  in  the  guest-room  keep  the  windows 
clean 

That  face  the  dawn  and  sunset,  that  we 
see 

Always  the  splendor  of  the  world  outside, 

Also,  that  strangers,  neighbors  passing 
by 

Shall  sense  a  lovely  world  of  peace  inside. 

Keep  bright  the  torch  lamps  at  the  door 
when  sky  and  wind  are  menacing. 

Make  the  door  so  strong  that  storm  and 
fear  shall  not  intrude, 

So  easy  opened  that  a  child's  soft  hand 

Can  swing  it  wide.  Yet  one  thing  more 
we  pray, 

Grant  we  shall  love  home  always  as  today. 

— Selected 


INFLUENCE  OF  GOOD  HOME 
TRAINING 
"His  Baby  Book" 

Mabel  M.  Tilton 
John  Graham  was  one  of  the  as- 
sessors of  the  town  of  Waterville. 
His  mother's  face  lightened  as  if 
warmed  by  a  hidden  fire  every  time 
she  thought  of  it.  Her  John!  So 
young  to  hold  public  office,  to  be 
admired  for  his  judgment  and  busi- 
ness ability.  A  rising  young  realtor, 
the  neighbors  called  him.  Mother 
smiled.  It  was  only  such  a  short  \1 
time  ago  that   he   was   running  in 


and  begging  for  bread  and  jelly. 

How  well  she  remembered  one  Sun- 
day afternoon.  She  had  written  an  ac- 
count of  it  in  his  baby  book.  She  had 
been  resting  and  John  had  run  in  from 
play,  hungry  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  the 
family  had  enjoyed  a  big  Sunday  dinner 
not  two  hours  previous.  Boylike  he  had 
proceeded  to  the  bread  box  and  helped 
himself  to  a  slice  of  bread,  then  to  the 
refrigerator  for  the  butter.  The  butter- 
plate  was  cold,  very  cold,  and  it  slipped 
and  crashed  to  the  floor.  It  was  a  cher- 
ished plate,  and  John  knew  it.  Thought- 
fully he  had  picked  up  the  pieces  and 
carefully  pieced  them  together  and  put 
them  in  the  refrigerator. 

Then  mother  recalled  how  she  had  gone 
into  the  kitchen  to  prepare  a  few  sand- 
wiches for  the  evening  lunch,  and  noticed 
little  dabs  of  butter  on  the  floor.  If  only 
the  boys  would  be  more  careful,  no  need 
to  smear  up  everything!  Then  she  had 
gone  to  the  refrigerator  and  found  the 
broken  dish.  A  sigh  had  escaped  her.  She 
had  liked  that  butter  dish  so  much! 

Supper  was  over  before  mother  asked 
quite  casually,  "Who  broke  my  butter 
dish?"  Her  heart  was  in  her  mouth,  for 
John  did  not  always  own  up  to  his  short- 
comings, and  she  was  positive  it  was  he. 
He  very  often  shoved  the  blame  on  one 
of  his  brothers  or  sisters.  Would  he  tell 
the  truth  now,  or  would  he  try  to  sneak 
out  of  it  and  blame  Paul  or  Ruth?  Across 
the  years  mother  could  still  feel  the  tense- 
ness of  that  moment  as  she  waited,  pray- 
ing. It  was  so  important  that  John  tell 
her  the  correct  story,  far  more  important 
than  the  loss  of  any  dish. 

Then  John  had  answered,  "I  did, 
mother.  I  was  hungry  and  wanted  some- 
thing to  cat,  and  the  dish  slipped.  I'm 
sorry."  Mother  still  felt  a  quick  rush  of 
tears  to  her  eyes  as  she  lived  again  in  that 
glad  thrill  that  went  through  her  at  his 
words.  He  had  won  over  himself.  He  was 
a  stronger  boy  than  he  had  been  at  other 
times.   Then  she   recalled   the  whisper  as 


she  had  tucked  him  in  bed  that  night,  "I 
wanted  to  say  that  Paul  did  it,  mother, 
but  I  thought  I'd  better  own  up  myself." 
How  the  memories  lingered!  She  was 
glad  she  had  written  the  account  of  it  in 
his  baby  book.  It  had  seemed  to  her  to  be 
a  turning-point  in  his  character.  She  won- 
dered if  he  would  care  to  look  over  his 
book — he  had  not  seen  it  for  years.  But 
John  was  always  so  busy  now,  with  very 
little  time  for  her.  Would  he  be  inter- 
ested in  seeing  the  boy  he  had  been,  or 
simply  bored?  Wouldn't  hurt  to  try  it, 
anyway.  With  an  impetuosity  born  of 
youth  and  not  of  age,  she  went  to  the 
old  chest  in  her  room,  took  out  the  book, 
and  carried  it  down  the  hall  to  John's 
room,  and  left  it  on  his  dresser.  There! 
He  would  think  her  a  doddering  old  lady, 
but  she  didn't  care.  She  had  wanted  him 
to  see  that  book. 


One,  two  three!  Slowly  the  bell  in  the 
white  steeple  of  the  church  tolled  out  the 
hour.  Only  three  o'clock.  "Will  morning 
never  come?"  sighed  John.  Why  couldn't 
he  sleep?  Four  hours  more  of  this,  and 
then — what  would  morning  bring  for 
him? 

For  the  hundredeth  time  he  went  over 
the  transactions  of  the  day.  The  morning 
had  been  spent  showing  two  fine  proper- 
ties to  prospects.  In  the  afternoon  he  had 
gone  with  the  other  two  assessors  to  ap- 
praise a  section  of  farmland  in  the 
northern  end  of  the  town.  A  find  piece 
of  meadowland,  high  and  dry,  yet  with- 
in eash  reach  of  town.  For  years  this  land 
had  been  assessed  at  a  ridiculously  low 
figure,  and  there  had  been  no  complaints. 
This  year  there  were  rumors  of  a  new 
development,  the  building  of  twenty 
homes  by  an  investment  corporation  from 
out  of  town,  and  it  was  hinted  that  they 
were  trying  to  purchase  the  meadowland. 
The  owner  lived  at  a  great  distance,  and 
had  not  seen  the  property  for  years.  He 
had  no  idea  of  the  growth  of  the  town, 
nor  of  the  rumors.  He  would  think  He 
was  doing  well  to  part  with  the  land  at 
slightly  above  the  assessed  figure. 

Then  John  Graham  saw  once  more  the 
stranger  who  had  entered  his  office  late 
that  afternoon.  A  smooth  talker  he  was, 
yet  with  personality  and  a  real  knowledge 
of  real  estate.  Before  he  left  he  had  ques- 
tioned about  this  meadowland  and  what  it 
was  worth.  John  remembered  how 
evasive  his  reply  had  been,  and  then 
the  stranger  had  said  with  mean- 
ing, "It  will  be  well  worth  your 
while  to  see  to  it  that  this  meadow- 
land appears  in  the  town  lists  at  the 
same  figure  as  last  year."  That  was 
all,  and  he  was  gone. 

Was  it  all?  John  recalled  the  two 
men  who  were  assessors  also.  One 
would  vote  as  he  did,  he  knew,  for 
he  was  easily  swayed.  The  other  one 
might  be  harder  to  handle,  but  two 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

{Used  by  permission  of  Xondervan 

Publishing  Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 
This  should  be  added,  that  the  separated 
life  is  not  the  isolated  life,  but  the  insu- 
lated life.  You  can  only  get  the  light  in 
your  electric  lamp  because  the  wires  con- 
necting it  with  the  power  station  are  in- 
sulated, that  is,  separated  from  the  earth 
by  a  non-conductor.  The  same  is  true  of 
the  telephone.  How  can  we  shine  for  God 
in  this  dark  world,  or  be  the  carriers  of 
His  message  unless  we,  too,  are  insulated, 
that  is,  separated  from  all  that  is 
"earthly"?  We  are  told  that  the  Levites 
were  "separated  for  service."  God  can 
never  use  the  Christian  who  is  compro- 
mising, or  one  who  is  coming  down  to  the 
world's  level. 

Separation  is  not  desolation.  It  leads  not 
to  sadness  but  to  gladness.  We  never  hear 
of  the  Israelites  singing  in  Egypt.  It  was 
not  until  they  had  passed  through  the  Red 
Sea,  and  had  left  Egypt  behind  them  that 
they  found  their  voices.  And  how  true  it 
is  that  the  only  really  joyful  Christians 
are  those  who  are  separated  unto  the 
Lord. 

Here  then  is  the  issue  we  must  all  face. 
Are  we  prepared  to  be  "non-conformists" 
in  the  New  Testament  meaning  of  the 
word?  True  "non-conformity"  is  to  be 
found  among  those  followers  of  Jesus 
whose  lives  are  delivered  from  the  world's 
mould.  As  a  modern  preacher  puts  it: — 

"Three  crosses  stood  on  Calvary.  On 
two  of  them  hung  robbers;  on  the  third 
hung  Christ.  The  Roman  government, 
like  all  organized  forms  of  human  life, 
disliked  two  kinds  of  people — outlaws, 
who  were  below  the  level,  and  would  not 
live  up  to  it,  and  saviours,  who  were 
above  the  level,  and  would  not  live  down 
to  it. 

"We  may  well  ask  ourselves  where  we 
would  have  stood  with  reference  to  Cal- 
vary— below  the  average,  with  the  out- 
laws, condemned  by  the  general  body  of 
public  opinion;  on  the  average  with  the 
multitude,  whose  organized  public  opin- 
ion slew  alike  robbers  and  Christ;  or  above 
the  average,  with  Christ  Himself? 

"In  the  intention  of  Jesus,  to  be  a 
Christian,  obviously  involved  being  above 
the  average  and  ahead  of  the  time." 

I  remember  once  watching  a  man  who 
was  fishing  in  Scotland.  He  had  hooded  a 
big  fine  salmon  and  was  trying  to  land 
it,  not  an  easy  thing  to  do  when  the  fish 


is  strong.  At  last  he  managed  it  by  dex- 
terously turning  the  head  of  the  salmon 
down  stream.  Soon  the  water  got  in  at  the 
gills,  and  the  fish  was  literally  drowned. 
It  could  then  be  landed  without  diffi- 
culty. 

The  devil's  great  scheme  is  to  get  our 
faces  turned  down  stream.  If  only  he  can 
persuade  us  to  go  with  the  crowd,  he  has 
destroyed  all  hopes  of  our  living  the  high- 
est life.  It  is  the  live  fish  that  goes  against 
the  stream,  and  a  mark  of  spiritual  vigor 
is  when  our  whole  manner  of  life  takes  us 
clean  up  against  the  vogue  of  the  day.  It 
reveals  us  as  being  cast  in  an  entirely  dif- 
ferent mould  from  the  world  around. 

If  you  would  ever  be  an  A-l  Christian, 
you  must  not  caress  the  world,  and  the 
world  must  never  be  allowed  to  caress 
you.  There  must  be  no  hobnobbing  with 
it,  no  courting,  no  coquetting,  no  arm- 
in-arm  companionship,  no  compromise, 
no  flirting.  We  must  rather  say  with 
Paul,  "God  forbid  that  I  should  glory, 
save  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ, 
by  whom  the  world  is  crucified  unto  me, 
and  I  unto  the  world,"  Gal.  6:14. 

The  cross  brought  a  gulf  of  death  be- 
tween him  and  the  world.  It  cut  him  off 
from  compromise  and  contamination  with 
it.  Is  it  so  with  us?  The  cross  which  con- 
nects us  with  God  should  separate  us 
from  the  world.  The  cross  which  comes 
between  us  and  our  sins  should  also  come 
between  us  and  the  world.  The  cross 
which  makes  us  citizens  of  heaven  should 
also  make  us  strangers  on  earth.  The  cross 
which  brings  us  inside  the  veil  should  put 
us  outside  the  camp.  The  cross  which 
brings  us  into  fellowship  with  God  should 
set  us  in  hostility  to  the  world. 

Dr.  A.  T.  Pierson  has  expressed  this 
truth  strikingly  when  he  says: 

"Crucifixion  was  an  ignominious 
death.  The  cross  was  connected  with 
shame.  To  be  crucified  unto  the  world 
means  to  be  made  hateful,  and  be  a  de- 
rision to  the  world.  To  have  the  world 
crucified  to  me  implies  that  the  world 
becomes  an  object  of  hatred  and  derision 
to  me.  The  world  is  crucified  to  me  when 
I  no  longer  can  see  attractions  in  it.  The 
things  I  used  to  love  I  no  longer  love. 
The  pleasures  I  used  to  follow  have  lost 
their  charm.  The  treasures  I  used  to  seek 
to  amass  have  been  resigned  for  the 
treasure  that  is  laid  up  in  heaven.  New 
tastes  have  been  developed  so  that  the  old 
dainties  now  are  sickening  to  me,  and  the 
things  I  once  revolted  from  are  my  meat 
and  drink. 

"So  the  world  has  been  put     on     the 


cross  and  nailed  there  and  I  look  on  it 
and  deride  it  and  hate  it  and  abhor  it, 
and  I  wonder  that  it  ever  had  any  charms 
for  me,  the  ugly  thing  that  crucified  my 
Lord. 

"Then  I  am  crucified  to  the  world 
when  the  world  cannot  find  in  me  the 
charm  it  once  found,  nor  the  attractions 
it  once  found,  nor  the  sympathy,  nor  the 
service  it  once  found.  I  do  not  now  yield 
myself  to  the  world,  and  the  world  hates 
me  because  I  am  not  of  the  world.  If  I 
am  no  longer  the  world's,  it  has  nailed 
me  to  the  cross  as  a  malefactor,  and  it 
passes  by  and  wags  its  head  in  hateful  and 
malicious  derision." 

"But  will  that  not  be  very  costly?" 
asks  someone.  Yes,  my  friend,  it  will  be, 
for  the  world  that  hated,  slandered,  per- 
secuted and  slew  your  Lord  and  Savior 
has  not  in  any  way  changed,  and  as  He 
said,  "The  world  hath  hated  them,  be- 
cause they  are  not  the  world,  even  as  I 
am  not  of  the  world,"  John  17:14.  "If 
the  world  hate  you,  ye  know  that  it  hated 
me  before  it  hated  you.  If  ye  were  of  the 
world,  the  world  would  love  his  own; 
but  because  ye  are  not  of  the  world  .  .  . 
therefore  the  world  hateth  you,"  John 
15:18,   19. 

Once  make  up  your  mind  to  go  against 
the  stream  of  the  world,  and  you  will  be 
honored  by  some  choice  epithets!  Nar- 
row-minded, crank,  Puritan,  back  num- 
ber, old-fashioned,  out-of-date,  early 
Victorian,  and  you  may  even  have  relig- 
ious mania! 

There  is,  however,  nothing  new  in  such 
treatment.  Of  old  it  was  said,  "The 
prophet  is  a  fool,  the  spiritual  man  is 
mad."  The  word  means  silly,  inane,  daft. 
The  writer  was  not  referring  to  false 
prophets,  but  to  the  false  estimate,  by  the 
people,  of  the  prophets.  The  same  was  said 
of  Isaiah,  Jeremiah,  Paul  and  of  our  Lord 
Himself.  The  same  has  been  said  of 
Luther,  Wesley,  Booth  and  all  outstand- 
ing men  of  God  down  the  ages.  But  were 
they  mad?  Test  their  lives  by  the  results, 
and  who  dares  to  say  they  were  fools? 
Charles  Wesley  wrote, 

"Fools  and  mad  men  let  us  be, 
Yet  is  our  sure  trust  in  Thee." 
The  fact  is  that  the  ungodly  man  who 
calls  the  Christian  a  fool  is  himself  real- 
ly the  bigger  fool.  Madness  is  insanity  and 
insanity  is  a  false  view  of  life  producing 
wildness  of  action. 

Is  that  not  exactly  what  the  worldly 
man  is  guilty  of  today?  Perhaps  from  his 
point  of  view  we  seem  to  be  mad. 

"Give  up  your  pleasures,  leave  home 
comforts,  sacrifice  your  prospects,  risk 
your  life  in  the  wilds  of  Africa?  What 
madness!"  says  the  worldling  when  a 
young  missionary  goes  forth.  But  from 
the  Christian's  point  of  view,  is  it  mad- 
ness? No!  It  is  faithfulness  to  a  com- 
mand. 

(To  be  continued) 
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Character 

My  road  must  be  through  character  to 
power;  I  will  try  no  other  course,  and  I 
am  sanguine  enough  to  believe  that  this 
course,  though  not  perhaps  the  quickest, 
is  the  surest. — Canning. 

How  have  the  truly  great  attained  to 
the  honored  positions  they  hold?  Not  by 
rank,  for  many  were  of  lowly  birth;  not 
by  wealth,  for  the  inheritance  of  not  a 
few  has  been  poverty;  not  by  talents,  for 
many  were  not  men  of  genius  in  this 
respect.  Force  of  character  rather  than 
any  of  these  has  frequently  made  men  of 
moderate  power  to  surpass  the  brilliant 
and  wealthy  even  in  the  competition  and 
jealousy  of  public  life. 

We  say  money  is  power,  but  character 
is  power  in  a  truer  sense. 

Jefferson  once  said  that  not  a  throne 
in  Europe  could  stand  against  Washing- 
ton's character,  and  in  comparison  with 
it  the  millions  of  the  Rothschilds'  looked 
ridiculous. 

Wellington  said  that  Napoleon's  pres- 
ence in  the  French  army  was  equivalent 
to  forty  thousand  soldiers. 

Of  John  Hall  it  was  said,  "The  man 
behind  the  sermon  is  the  secret  of  power." 

Benjamin  Franklin  attributed  his  suc- 
cess as  a  public  man  not  to  his  talents  or 
his  power  of  speaking,  but  to  his  known 
integrity  of  character. 

The  personal  character  of  Alexander  I, 
Emperor  of  Russia,  was  said  to  be  equiv- 
alent to  a  constitution. 

Success  depends  more  upon  what  you 
are  than  what  you  know. 

Character,  not  ability,  elected  Wash- 
ington and  Lincoln  to  the  presidency. 

One  day  Lady  Hasie  was  traveling  in 
China.  When  nightfall  came,  she  was  in 
a  Chinese  village  without  a  decent  place 
to  stay.  She  began  to  inquire  for  a  Chris- 
tian home  where  she  could  spend  the 
night,  for  she  knew  that  Christian  homes 
were  always  cleaner  than  others,  and  that 
Christians  were  always  willing  to  help 
others.  A  village  leader  came  to  Lady 
Hasie  and  said,  "I  understand  that  you  are 
asking  for  a  Christian  in  this  village.  We 
have  none.  I  am  very  sorry."  Then  Lady 
Hasie  asked,  "Where  does  the  nearest 
Christian  live?"  The  village  leader  re- 
plied, "The  nearest  Christian  lives  five 
days'  journey  from  here."  Boys  and  girls, 
the  nearest  Christian  lived  five  days' 
journey  away,  but  his  light  was  shining 
so  clearly  that  the  people  in  the  distant 
village  knew  about  him.  May  God  help 


you  to  live  a  clean,  pure  Christian  life. 
May  you  never  walk  the  ways  of  sin,  but 
may  the  light  of  your  life  daily  bring 
glory  to  God. — Gospel  Herald. 

As  we  have  said  before,  the  strength  to 
live  the  Christian  life  comes  to  us  from 
God.  A  negro  man  down  South  was  hav- 
ing trouble  with  his  mule.  The  mule 
would  not  pull  the  plow  where  the  man 
wanted  him  to  go.  Someone  said  to  him, 
"Why,  Sambo,  where's  your  will  power? 
Aren't  you  the  boss  of  that  mule?"  Sam- 
bo replied,  "My  will  power  is  all  right, 
and  I  think  I  am  the  boss  of  the  mule, 
but  you  ought  to  come  out  here  and  see 
this  animal's  'won't  power.'  "  Sambo  with 
his  will  power  could  do  nothing  against 
the  mule's  "won't  power."  The  mule  was 
stubborn  and  he  balked  and  would  not 
go  where  Sambo  wanted  him  to  go.  Some- 
times our  will  power  is  weak  before  the 
desire  and  temptations  of  sin.  When  our 
will  power  fails,  and  when  we  find  our- 
selves about  to  fall,  it  is  only  Christ  who 
can  save  us  from  sin. — Gospel  Herald. 

Dr.  J.  Wilbur  Chapman  was  one  day 
riding  along  a  country  road  with  his  lit- 
tle boy.  Soon  the  father  noticed  that  ev- 
ery time  he  spoke  to  one  of  his  friends, 
his  little  boy  spoke  to  the  friend  in  the 
same  way.  A  man  said  to  Dr.  Chapman, 
"It  is  amusing,  isn't  it,  the  way  your 
little  boy  does  everything  just  as  you 
do?"  Dr.  Chapman  said,  "If  my  boy  is 
going  to  speak  as  I  speak,  and  walk  as 
I  walk,  then  God  help  me  to  walk  as  a 
Christian."  Young  folks,  some  of  your 
friends  are  going  to  follow  you.  They  are 
going  to  speak  as  you  speak  and  walk  as 
you  walk.  Pray  that  God  will  help  you 
to  be  good,  and  lead  them  in  the  right 
way.  May  you  never  be  a  stumblingblock 
in  any  one's  way.  May  you  never  cause 
anyone  to  go  into  the  ways  of  sin. — Sel. 

One  day  in  church  little  Jane  listened 
to  a  sermon  on  the  subject,  "Let  Your 
Light  Shine."  She  could  not  understand 
all  the  sermon,  but  her  mother  explained 
to  her  that  those  who  are  Christians 
should  let  their  lights  shine  before  the 
world  by  living  a  Christian  life.  She  told 
little  Jane  that  she  must  be  good,  obedi- 
ent, and  cheerful.  That  afternoon  Jane 
was  a  bad  girl,  and  her  mother  said, 
"Jane,  I  thought  you  were  going  to  be  a 
shining  light  for  Jesus,  and  were  going  to 
be  good,  obedient,  and  cheerful."  Little 
Jane  replied,     "I  was     a  shining     light, 


mother,  but  I  blew  myself  out!"  How 
important  it  is  that  Christians  daily  pray, 
and  ask  God  to  give  them  the  power  to 
live  a  Christian  life,  and  be  shining  lights 
before  the  lost  sinners.  When  our  lights 
shine  clearly  for  the  Lord  Jesus,  then  our 
lives  glorify  God. — Gospel  Herald. 

A  Difference 

Dr.  Edward  A.  Steiner,  one  of  Amer- 
ica's foremost  authorities  on  immigration, 
tells  an  incident  that  occurred  during 
one  of  his  journeys  in  an  eastern  state. 

At  a  certain  point  between  stations  the 
train  stopped  and  a  crowd  of  swarthy, 
muddy  railroad  laborers  of  foreign  speech 
scrambled  on,  filling  the  day  coaches  and 
occupying  the  seats  with  other  passengers. 

Across  the  aisle  sat  a  fat  traveling  man 
with  his  grips  piled  about  him,  occupying 
four  seats.  Giving  the  working  men  only 
a  contemptuous  glance  he  continued  to 
"hog  the  seats,"  while  many  of  them 
stood.  When  the  next  stop  came  and  the 
workers  got  off,  the  traveling  man 
turned  to  Doctor  Steiner  and  said,  "I 
see  you  made  some  friends  among  those 
dagoes." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  preacher,  "I  find 
some  of  them  extremely  interesting." 

"Well,  they're  all  dagoes  to  me,"  was 
the  other's  answer. 

"Perhaps  so,"  continued  Doctor  Steiner, 
"but  did  you  ever  happen  to  hear  the 
story  of  the  first  'dago'  that  ever  came 
to  America?  He  was  the  captain  of  a  lit- 
tle fleet  of  three  leaky  vessels  that  ar- 
rived at  an  island  down  south  called  San 
Salvador.  His  name  was  Christopher  Co- 
lumbus, I  believe. 

"There  was  also  that  other  'dago'  by 
the  name  of  Michelangelo  over  in  Rome." 

"Oh  yes,  I  know,"  replied  the  travel- 
ing man  wearily,  "but  those  fellows  were 
not  like  these  fellows  that  got  on  this 
train." 

"No,"  said  Doctor  Steiner,  "neither  are 
you  like  George  Washington  or  Abraham 
Lincoln." — Church  School  Journal. 

Coned  the  Unkind  Words 

Some  of  the  older  boys  and  girls  have 
doubtless  studied  cancellation  in  school. 
But  there  is  another  kind  of  cancellation 
that  can  be  used  by  boys  and  girls  of  all 
ages.  For  example:  two  boys  were  speak- 
ing of  another  boy: 

"He  is  so  slow  in  games,"  said  one. 

"Yes,"  said  the  other,  "but  he  always 
plays  fair." 

"He  is  so  stupid  in  school,"  said  the 
first  boy. 

"But  he  always  studies  hard,"  answered 
the  second. 

Thus  you  see,  every  unkind  word  spok- 
en by  the  first  boy  was  cancelled  by  the 
kind  word  from  the  second.  Suppose  that 
the  next  time  we  hear  an  unkind  word  we 
try  to  cancel  it  by  putting  a  kind  word 
in  its  place. — Apples  of  Gold. 
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GEORGE  WASHINGTON 

The  fame  of  Washington  stands 
apart  from  every  other  in  history, 
shining  with  a  true  lustre  and  more 
benignant  glory. — Washington  Irv- 
ing. 

The  story  of  George  Washington's  life 
is  an  old  one,  but  the  salient  facts  will 
bear  repeating.  He  was  born  in  West- 
moreland county,  Virginia,  on  February 
22,  1732,  and  lived  to  early  manhood  on 
his  father's  estate  near  Fredericksburg. 
The  father  was  one  of  the  prosperous 
planters  of  Virginia  and  able  to  give  his 
children  what  education  the  time  could 
afford,  but  young  George's  education  and 
schooling  were  finished  when  he  was  six- 
teen years  of  age. 

Serving  his  state  and  the  colonies  with 
credit  and  honor  in  his  young  manhood 
in  the  Indian  troubles  and  the  French 
and  Indian  War,  he  was  selected  at  the 
commencement  of  the  struggle  for  inde- 
pendence as  the  commander-in-chief  of 
the  American  armies,  and  served  to  the 
end  of  that  historic  struggle  with  un- 
bounded and  everlasting  credit.  Going 
back  to  his  beautiful  home  and  farm  at 
Mount  Vernon,  he  rested  for  but  a  few 
years  and  was  then  called,  first  to  preside- 
over  that  great  historic  and  successful 
constitutional  convention  and  soon  there- 
after to  guide  the  destinies  of  the  new  na- 
tion as  President  for  eight  years.  Upon  re- 
tirement from  that  office  in  1797  he  ex- 
pected to  spend  many  years  in  retirement 
at  his  beautiful  home  on  the  banks  of 
the  Potomac  but  it  was  not  to  be  so,  for 
he  died  on  December  14,  1799. 

The  great  Guizot,  French  historian  of 
civilization,  says:  "Washington  did  the 
two  greatest  things  which,  in  politics,  it  is 
permitted  to  man  to  attempt.  He  main- 
tained by  peace  the  independence  of  his 
country  which  he  conquered  by  war." 
The  great  Count  Von  Herzberg,  the  fam- 
ous Prussian  statesman  and  diplomat  un- 
der Frederick  the  Great,  wrote  to  Wash- 
ington, saying,  "I  have  always  admired 
your  great  virtues  and  qualities,  your 
disinterested  patriotism,  your  unshaken 
courage  and  simplicity  of  manners — 
qualifications  by  which  you  surpass  men, 
even  the  most  celebrated  of  antiquity." 
The  learned  Lord  Broughham  of  England 
said,  "Until  time  shall  be  no  more,  will 
a  text  of  the  progress  which  our  race  has 
made  in  wisdom  and  virtue  be  derived 
from  the  veneration  paid  to  the  immortal 
name  of  Washington."  And  the  leading 
writer  of  the  Encyclopedia  Brittanica  has 
entered  in  that  work  the  finest  encomium 
of  all  by  saying,  "Of  all  men  who  ever 
lived,  Washington  was  the  greatest  of 
good  men  and  the  best  of  great  men." 

"He  was  the  first  man  of  the  time  he 
grew."  wrote  Rufus   Choate,     the  great 


jurist.  "His  memory  is  first  and  most 
sacred  in  our  love;  and  ever  hereafter,  till 
the  last  drop  of  blood  shall  freeze  in  the 
last  American  heart,  his  name  shall  be  a 
spell  of  power  and  might.  There  is  one 
personal,  one  vast  felicity  which  no  man 
can  share  with  him.  It  was  the  daily 
beauty  and  towering  and  matchless  glory 
of  his  life  which  enabled  him  to  create  his 
country,  and  at  the  same  time  secure  an 
undying  love  and  regard  from  the  whole 
American  people.  Undoubtedly  there 
were  brave  and  wise  and  good  men  be- 
fore his  day  in  every  colony.  But  the 
American  nation,  as  a  nation,  I  do  not 
reckon  to  have  begun  before  1774,  and 
the  first  love  of  that  young  America 
was  Washington.  About  and  around  him 
we  call  up  no  dissentient,  discordant  and 
dissatisfied  elements,  no  creed,  no  dogma 
of  politics.  None  of  these  shall  assail  him. 
Yes,  when  the  storm  of  battle  grows 
darkest  and  rages  highest,  the  memory  of 
Washington  shall  nerve  every  American 
arm  and  cheer  every  American  heart.  It 
shall  reillume  that  Promethean  fire,  that 
sublime  flame  of  patriotism,  that  de- 
voted love  of  country  which  his  words 
have  commended,  which  his  example  has 
consecrated." 

LINCOLN'S  OWN  STORY 

Abraham  Lincoln,  age  50,  wrote 
his  autobiography.  It  turned  out  to 
be  the  plain  story  of  a  plain  man, 
and  as  briefly  told  as  one  might  be- 
lieve it  possible. 

I  was  born  February  12,  1809,  in 
Hardin  county,  Kentucky.  My  parents 
were  both  born  in  Virginia,  of  undistin- 
guished families — second  families,  per- 
haps I  should  say.  My  mother,  who  died 
in  my  tenth  year,  was  of  a  family  of  the 
name  of  Hanks,  some  of  whom  now  re- 
side in  Adams  and  others  in  Macon  coun- 
ty, Illinois.  My  paternal  grandfather, 
Abraham  Lincoln,  emigrated  from  Rock- 
ingham county,  Virginia  to  Kentucky 
about  1781  or  1782,  where  a  year  or  two 
later  he  was  killed  by  the  Indians,  not  in 
battle,  but  by  stealth,  when  he  was  la- 
boring to  open  a  farm  in  the  forest.  His 
ancestors,  who  were  Quakers,  went  to 
Virginia  from  Berks  county,  Pennsylvan- 
ia. An  effort  to  identify  them  with  the 
New  England  family  of  the  same  name 
ended  in  nothing  more  definite  than  a 
similarity  of  Christian  name  in  both  fam- 
ilies, such  as  Enoch,  Levi,  Mordecai,  Solo- 
mon,  Abraham   and   the   like. 

My  father,  at  the  death  of  his  father, 
was  but  six  years  of  age  and  he  grew  up 
literally  without  education.  He  moved 
from  Kentucky  to  what  is  now  Spencer 
county,  Indiana,  in  my  eighth  year.  We 
reached  our  new  home  about     the     time 
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that  state  came  into  the  Union.  It  was  a 
wild  region,  with  many  bears  and  other 
wild  animals  still  in  the  woods.  There  I 
grew  up.  There  were  some  schools,  so- 
called,  but  no  qualification  was  ever  re- 
quired of  a  teacher  beyond  "readin', 
writin'  and  cipherin'  "  to  the  Rule  of 
Three.  If  a  straggler  supposed  to  under- 
stand Latin  happened  to  sojourn  in  the 
neighborhood  he  was  looked  upon  as  a  I 
wizard.  There  was  absolutely  nothing  to  J 
excite  ambition  for  education.  Of  course, 
when  I  came  of  age  I  did  not  know  much. 
Still,  somehow,  I  could  read,  write  and 
cipher  to  the  Rule  of  Three,  but  that  was 
all.  I  have  not  been  to  school  since.  The 
little  advance  I  now  have  upon  this  store 
of  education  I  have  picked  up  from  time 
to  time  under  the  pressure  of  necessity. 

I  was  raised  to  farm  work,  which  I 
continued  till  I  was  22.  At  211  came  to 
Illinois,  Macon  county.  Then  I  got  to 
New  Salem,  at  that  time  in  Sangamon, 
now  in  Menard  county,  where  I  remained 
a  year  as  a  sort  of  clerk  in  a  store.  Then 
came  the  Black  Hawk  War;  and  I  was 
elected  a  captain  of  volunteers,  a  success 
which  gave  me  more  pleasure  than  any  I 
have  had  since.  I  went  through  the  cam- 
paign; ran  for  the  legislature  (1882), 
and  was  beaten,  the  only  time  I  ever  have 
been  beaten  by  the  people.  The  next  and 
three  succeeding  biennial  elections  I  was 
elected  to  the  legislature.  I  was  not  a  can- 
didate afterward.  During  this  legislative 
period  I  had  studied  law,  and  moved  to 
Springfield  to  practice  it.  In  1846  I  was 
once  elected  to  the  lower  house  of  Con- 
gress. Was  not  a  candidate  for  re-elec- 
tion. From  1849  to  18  54,  both  inclusive, 
I  practiced  law  more  assiduously  than 
ever  before.  Always  a  Whig  in  politics, 
and  generally  on  the  Whig  electoral 
tickets,  making  active  canvasses.  I  was 
losing  interest  in  politics  when  the  repeal 
of  the  Missouri  Compromise  aroused  me 
again.  What  I  have  done  since  then  is 
pretty  well  known. 

If  any  personal  description  of  me  is 
thought  desirable,  it  may  be  said  I  am,  in 
height,  6  feet,  4  inches,  nearly;  lean  in 
flesh,  weighing  on  an  average  of  180 
pounds;  dark  complexion,  with  coarse 
black  hair  and  gray  eyes.  No  other  marks 
or  brands  recollected. 

Yours  truly, 

A.  LINCOLN. 

Die  when  I  may,  I  -want  it  said  of  vie 
by  those  who  knew  me  best,  that  I  always 
plucked  a  thistle  and  planted  a  flower 
where  I  thought  a  flower  would  grow. — 
Abraham  Lincoln. 


In  62  years  the  population  of  our 
country  increased  400  per  cent  and  mar- 
riages increased  400  per  cent,  while  di- 
vorces increased  2,000  per  cent.  We  now 
have  one  and  a  fourth  millions  of  mar- 
riages a  year  in  this  country. 
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R  PICTURE  OF  LOVE 


"It  was  but  a  little  that  I  passed  from 
them,  but  I  found  him  whom  my  soul 
loveth:  I  held  him,  and  would  not  let  him 
go,  until  I  had  brought  him  into  my 
mother's  house,  and  into  the  chamber  of 
her  that  conceived  me." — Cant.  3:4. 

First  Position:  Love  Seeking.  "I 
passed  from  them."  From  this  we  learn 
that  we  must  go  beyond  the  fellowship 
of  even  the  best  of  men.  We  must  allow 
our  souls  to  enjoy  God-given  rights,  that 
is,  to  commune  with  the  One  it  loves. 
Love  always  leads  to  action.  There  is  no 
deformity,  no  paralysis,  no  laziness  in 
love.  It  is  always  active.  "I  sought  him." 
Those  who  love  Jesus  never  tire  of  seek- 
ing Him  with  earnestness,  and  agony  of 
desire. 

After  the  first  seeking  we  read 
that  "I  found  him  NOT."  Sad,  but 
needful  disappointment.  But  this 
lasts  not  very  long,  for  we  soon 
come  into  the  region  of  our  text, 
where  everything  is  bright  with 
heavenly  sunlight.  Three  flashes  of 
light  follow  each  other.  "I  found 
him;  I  held  him;  I  brought  him." 
May  these  be  our  blessed  and  joy- 
ful experiences,  to  that  end  may  we 
think  upon  them  and  pray  the  Holy 
Ghost   to  help  us  notice. 

Second  Position:  Love  in  Fel- 
lowship. "I  found  him"  because  He 
became  my  first  and  most  serious 
thought.  I  hungered  for  him.  My 
heart  panteth  after  him.  Psa.  42:1. 
My  soul  was  dissatisfied  without  Him 
and  I  began  to  inquire  for  Him.  I 
asked  men  about  Him  and  pled 
with  them  to  direct  me  to  Him. 
I  made  inquiries  of  social  and 
political  leaders,  church  dignitaries 
and  religious  reformers,  but  I  had 
to  go  beyond  all  men  and  leave  their 
paths,  as  well  as  turn  from  their 
corrupt  ways.  I  just  had  to  go  be- 
yond them.  The  bride  of  Christ 
cannot,  must  not  be  satisfied  with 
what  ordinary  men  or  movements 
have  to  offer.  The  Church  of  God 
cannot  afford  to  stop  where  the  great 
majority  of  Pentecostal  professors  have 
stopped.  She  must  go  on  until  she  finds 
and  abides  in  His  perfect  favor.  She  shall 
not  be  content  with  any  station  or  standi 
ing  which  would  not  satisfy  Him  and 
bring  down  more  and  more  of  His  bless- 
ings and  favors.  Reason  would  tell  us 
that  an  engagement  between  lovers  means 
gifts.  1  Cor.  12.  She  must  be  persistent 
as  well  as  desirous  in  her  seeking.  Keep 
this  thought  ever  before  you — she  sought, 
sought,  sought  until  she  found  Him.  I 
beheld  His  person,  I  saw  Him  drawing 
near  to  me.  I  saw  this  in  His  words.  The 
Holy  Ghost  helped  me  to  exercise  faith 
in   Him   and   by   the  Holy   Ghost   I   ac- 


By  R.  P.  Johnson,  Asst.  General  Overseer 

knowledged  Him.  1  Cor.  12:3.  By  an  eye 
of  faith  I  saw  Him  clearly.  I  opened  the 
door  of  my  heart  and  said,  "Take  me 
Jesus,  I  am  thine  and  thou  art  mine." 
My  heart  was  blessed;  I  felt  peculiar  in- 
fluences operating  upon  it.  It  was  a  time 
of  love,  for  the  lovers  had  met  and  em- 
braced each  other.  I  had  full  assurance  of 
His  presence;  now  I  know  that  He  is 
mine;  there  are  no  more  doubts  and  fears. 
He  is  my  beloved  and  I  shall  prove  this; 
I  am  all  His  own;  I  am  not  my  own  any 
more,  because  He  purchased  me  with  a 
price.  1  Cor.  6:19-20.  Therefore,  I  am 
obligated    and    happy    to   glorify   Him   in 
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my  body  and  spirit,  which  are  His.  In 
arms  of  love  and  favor  I  am  filled  with 
pure  delight  and  perfect  contentment.  I 
neither  desire  nor  look  for  any  one  else, 
for,  in  finding  Him  I  found  my  all  for 
time  and  eternity,  for  this  and  the  next 
world,  for  earth  and  for  heaven;  Christ 
is  all  in  all.  Do  you,  my  dear  reader,  know 
what  this  blessed  finding  is?  If  not,  please 
do  not  rest  until  you  have  found  Him. 

Third  Position:  Love  in  Possession. 
"I  held  him"  by  my  heart's  resolve,  never 
to  grieve  Him,  determined  never  to  leave 
Him  nor  let  Him  go  for  anything  else; 
never  to  lose  Him.  I  possess  Him  by 
tearful  pleadings  and  full  consecration, 
yielding  entirely  to  His  will  and  His  way; 


by  being  happy  and  joyous  in  His  com- 
pany or  society;  by  acknowledging  my 
need  of  His  gracious  protection  and  provi- 
sion; my  whole-hearted  love,  which  made 
me  hunger  and  thirst  after  Him  even  as 
the  hart  panteth  after  the  water  brook; 
making  Him  my  all  in  all.  He  is  pleased 
to  stay  where  He  is  prized  and  praised. 
I  turned  over  to  Him  the  throne  of  my 
soul;  my  spirit  renounced  everything  else. 
It  renounced  all  other  lovers,  such  as  sins 
of  idleness,  worldliness,  selfishness,  etc.  I 
know  that  He  is  jealous,  and  I  promise 
to  keep  myself  altogether  for  Him  by 
simple  faith  and  trust,  for  He  is  pleased 
to  dwell  where  souls  make  Him  their  rest- 
ing place.  By  His  love  to  me,  which  sure- 
ly will  not  let  Him  leave  me,  by 
His  own  power,  I  would  not  let 
Him  go,  because  I  hold  Him  by  His 
promise,  by  His  truth  that  He  im- 
parts to  me.  I  hold  Him  because 
He  is  willing  to  be  constrained.  See 
how  often  they  constrained  Him 
and  He  yielded  to  their  constraint. 
If  you  have  Jesus,  hold  Him.  "Hold 
that  fast  which  thou  hast,  that  no 
man  take  thy  crown,"  Rev.   3:11. 

Fourth  Position:  Love  in  Com- 
munication. "I  brought  him."  The 
love  of  Jesus  creates  in  our  hearts 
love  to  our  fellowmen,  for  their 
Redeemer's  sake.  As  ministers  and 
members  of  the  Church  we  should 
labor  to  promote  close  communion 
with  Christ  among  those  who  are 
our  brethren,  as  well  as  to  preach 
to  the  sinful  to  be  reconciled  to 
Him.  This  we  can  do  by  our  own 
spirit  communicating  with  Him  be- 
fore we  appear  in  public  worship, 
and  going  with  Him  in  our  com- 
pany. He  will  always  be  at  church 
provided  we  take  Him  with  us,  as 
one  to  rule  our  hearts  and  to  direct 
our  activities.  By  words  we  should 
so  speak  as  to  set  forth  Jesus,  and 
promote  fellowship  with  Him.  Oh, 
how  often  many  speak  with  carnal 
oratory,  wherein  is  no  room  for  Him.  God 
give  us  a  crucified  style  of  speech.  By  our 
prayers  we  should  bring  Him  before  our 
fellowmen  and  into  places  where  He  has 
not  been  known.  That  the  Church  of 
God  may  introduce  Him  to  a  million 
souls  this  year  is  our  prayer.  We  see  the 
need  of  a  church  with  Christ  in  the  midst. 
How  is  He  likely  to  come?  He  must  be 
brought.  What  must  first  be  done,  be- 
fore she  brings  Him?  She  must  hold  Him. 
What  before  she  holds  Him?  She  must 
find  Him.  What  before  she  finds  Him? 
She  must  seek  Him.  What  before  she 
seeks  Him?  She  must  hunger  and  thirst 
after  Him.  How  far  must  she  go  in  seek- 
ing Him?  She  must  go  beyond  the  best  of 
(Continued   on   page    13) 
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Bible  Training  School 


MY  EXPERIENCE 

By  Esther  Holland,   B.T.S.   Student 

My  heart  is  overflowing  with  gratitude 
as  I  think  of  the  greatness  of  the  love  of 
God  that  has  been  extended  to  me,  and 
that  even  when  I  didn't  know  Him,  His 
hand  was  upon  my  life  and  His  eye 
watched  over  me,  and  one  day  He  opened 
my  eyes  that  I  might  behold  the  way  of 
life  in  that  degree  that  would  cause  me 
to  hunger  and  thirst  until  I  became  satis- 
fied. 

When  a  child,  I  attended  a  country 
school  which  was  located  on  the  yard  of 
an  old  Methodist  church.  It  was  against 
the  rules  of  the  school  for  the  students 
to  enter  the  church  without  permission, 
but  one  day  at  the  noon  hour  my  little 
heart  became  so  hungry  that  I  stole 
around  to  the  back  door  of  that  old 
church  (thank  God  for  the  back  doors, 
too)  went  in  and  hid  myself  behind  the 
pulpit.  In  that  pulpit  was  an  old  Bible, 
about  as  large  as  I  could  handle.  I  laid 
it  on  the  floor  beside  me  and  turned  to 
the  story  of  the  crucifixion  of  my  pre- 
cious Lord  in  the  gospel  of  Matthew  and 
read  it  carefully,  dwelling  especially  upon 
the  sufferings  of  Jesus.  As  I  read  the  tears 
would  flow  and  it  seemed  my  heart  would 
break,  but  I  read  it  again  and  again,  each 
time  the  tears  flowing  more  freely.  Soon 
the  time  came  to  return  to  the  school- 
room. I  dried  my  tears  as  best  I  could 
and  slipped  back  to  my  studies,  although 
my  heart  was  not  any  lighter.  The  fol- 
lowing day  I  returned  to  my  "hiding 
place"  behind  the  old  pulpit  and  read  the 
same  story  in  the  gospel  of  Mark,  then 
Luke  and  then  John.  Each  day  this 
continued  until  I  felt  the  burden  lifted 
and  a  song  of  praise  in  my  heart.  From 
that  time  there  has  been  a  desire  in  my 
heart  to  live  for  Jesus,  however,  there 
have  been  times  when  I  grew  cold  and 
didn't  feel  as  close  to  the  Lord  as  I  should 
have  been. 

Later  I  united  with  the  Baptist  Church 
with  my  parents  and  lived  a  Christian  life 
in  that  church  for  a  number  of  years.  A 
few  more  years  passed  and  I  obtained  a 
position  with  the  United  States  Govern- 
ment in  the  city  of  Atlanta,  worked  there 
for  a  year  and  was  transferred  to  Char- 
lotte, North  Carolina  where  I  was  em- 
ployed until  August  27,  193  8.  During 
that  time  I  was  given  prominent  places 
in  the  activities  of  the  Baptist  Church 
and  was  what  I  thought  a  faithful  work- 
er. I  well  remember  a  Sunday  School  les- 
son based  on  the  second  chapter  of  the 
Acts  of  the  Apostles.  As  I  studied  that 
lesson,  I  was  convinced  that  people  in 
this    twentieth    century    could   have    the 


same  experience  as  did  the  disciples  on  the 
day  of  Pentecost,  if  the  same  conditions 
were  met,  although  I  had  never  heard 
of  Pentecost  except  as  I  read  it  in  the 
Bible. 

In  addition  to  the  office  of  Sunday 
School  teacher,  I  was  connected  with  the 
B.  Y.  P.  U.  work,  and  felt  that  at  times 
I  had  failed  utterly  in  picturing  to  the 
young  people  their  responsibility  as  Chris- 
tians and  members  of  the  organization. 
One  Sunday  night  I  felt  that  all  my  ef- 
forts were  in  vain  and  that  no  one  cared 
for  the  things  of  the  Lord  as  I  did,  and 
many  other  things  that  I  could  mention. 
After  the  service,  instead  of  riding  home 
with  my  friends  as  usual,  I  walked  alone 
in  the  rain,  and  yet,  I  was  not  alone.  I 
wept  and  heaven  wept  with  me,  that  is, 
I  felt  that  the  slow  rain  was  only  tears 
from  heaven  lending  sympathy  to  one 
who  needed  it  so  badly.  I  not  only  wept, 
but  prayed,  and  that  night  I  said,  "Lord, 
is  this  the  best  you  have  for  your  chil- 
dren here?"  Within  a  few  weeks  a  Pente- 
costal minister  came  to  town  and  opened 
a  revival  which  lasted  for  some  years.  I 
was  soon  led  to  the  meeting  and  heard 
holiness  preached  for  the  first  time  in  my 
life;  a  few  months  later  the  Lord  bap- 
tized me  with  the  Holy  Ghost,  the  great- 
est blessing  I  had  received.  Then  I  looked 
back  to  the  night  I  walked  home  in  the 
rain.  A  little  later  I  heard  of  the  Church 
of  God  Bible  Training  School  through 
representatives  at  a  state  convention. 
How  I  did  long  to  attend  that  school, 
although  I  was  not  in  the  Church  of  God. 
Although  it  was  practically  impossible 
for  me  to  realize  my  ambitions  at  that 
time,  still  I  dreamed  of  it  many  times. 
In  193  5  I  heard  Brother  R.  P.  Johnson, 
our  present  Assistant  General  Overseer, 
preach  a  sermon  on  "Love,"  using  the 
thirteenth  chapter  of  1  Corinthians  as  a 
text.  That  sermon  caused  me  to  see  the 
light  on  the  Church  of  God,  and  as  he 
preached  I  sat  and  cried.  Within  a  week 
I  became  "one  of  them." 

From  girlhood  I  have  felt  the  call  to 
the  mission  field,  and  although  many 
hindrances  have  delayed  my  progress,  in 
August,  193  8  I  felt  led  of  the  Lord  to 
resign  my  position  with  the  government, 
which  I  had  held  almost  fifteen  years,  and 
step  out  for  the  Lord  altogether.  I  en- 
rolled in  the  Bible  Training  School  im- 
mediately after  the  General  Assembly 
that  year,  my  dream  at  last  a  reality,  with 
the  determination  to  follow  wherever  He 
leads.  After  one  year  in  the  Bible  Train- 
ing School,  I  was  hungry  to  attend 
again,  and  by  the  help  of  the  Lord  am 
here  expecting  to  graduate  this  term. 
Many  of  my  friends  seemed  to  think  that 


my  time  in  the  Bible  School  would  be 
thrown  away,  but  I  wish  to  say  that  I 
have  found  Paul's  admonition  to  Timo- 
thy, "Study  to  shew  thyself  approved  un- 
to God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not  to 
be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word  of 
truth,"  2  Tim.  2:15,  applies  here  in  the 
school.  With  an  able  man  of  God  as 
Brother  Zeno  C.  Tharp  as  our  superin- 
tendent, who  is  a  father  to  all  the  stu- 
dents, and  a  faculty  which  is  filled  with 
the  Holy  Ghost,  God  can  reveal  many 
secret  things  to  them  that  have  been  kept 
hidden  from  the  foundation  of  the  world, 
and  I  feel  that  the  Bible  Training  School 
is  the  place  for  every  Christian  worker, 
whether  minister  or  layman,  who  can  af- 
ford to  attend.  The  world  may  take  many 
things  from  me,  but  it  cannot  take  the 
things  I  have  learned  in  the  Bible  School. 
It  is  not  only  the  Church  of  God  Bible 
Training  School  but  God's  school,  and 
here  He  reveals  His  will  to  many  of  the 
students  that  they  would  not  receive 
otherwise.  With  the  holy  atmosphere  that 
permeates  the  school,  I  am  often  made  to 
feel  that  I  am  standing  on  holy  ground. 
We  are  not  only  taught  the  Bible,  which 
is  the  main  textbook,  but  through  indi- 
vidual experience  with  God  we  are  taught 
to  trust  in  Him,  to  wait  upon  Him  and 
upon  His  precious  promises,  to  conse- 
crate our  all,  yea,  until  we  can  say,  "Not 
my  will,  but  thine  be  done."  Personally, 
I  feel  that  my  debt  to  the  Bible  Training 
School  cannot  be  paid  in  dollars  and  cents, 
but  only  as  I  give  unto  others  that  which 

1  have  gathered  here.  My  life  is  not  my 
own,  He  bought  it  with  His  blood,  and 
it  is  my  desire  to  have  it  fully  consecrated 
to  His  service  at  all  times,  that  wherever 
He  leads  I  will  follow. 

Sister  Esther  Holland  has  written  many 
splendid  Bible  lessons  for  us  and  we  are 
glad  to  have  this  testimony  from  her. — 

Editor.  

Thanks  to  You 

We  want  to  thank  all  who  sent  us 
Christmas  greetings.  We  wish  we  had 
time  to  write  to  you  all  personally.  It 
was  good  of  you  to  stop  in  the  midst  of 
all  the  Christmas  joys  and  think  of  us. 
We  had  a  wonderful  Christmas  for  which 
we  thank  the  Lord. 

Along  with  this  note  of  thanks  may  I 
ask  you  to  please  have  special  prayer  for 
the  healing  and  strengthening  of  my 
body.  Remember  I  am  depending  on  you. 
— Editor. 

Other  Y.  P.  E.  Superintendents 

North  Dakota:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.  Dak. 

South  Dakota:  A.  H.  Thompson,  Get- 
tysburg, S.  Dak. 

Texas:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar 
St.,  Dallas,  Tex. 

North  Carolina:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 

2  501,  Charlotte,  N.   C. 
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God  bless  our  pastor  and  help  him  to  know 

That  we're  standing  back  of  him  wherever  we  go; 

Please  bless  him  and  help  and  strengthen  him,  Lord, 
While  he  stands  before  men  proclaiming  thy  Word. 


THE  MINISTER  IN  HIS  STUDY 

BY  REV.  CLAUDE  A.  RIES 

What  goes  on  in  the  minister's  study 
determines  to  a  large  extent  what  goes  on 
in  his  public  ministry.  God's  way  of  mak- 
ing His  ministers  is  the  same  as  of  old. 
God  told  Elijah  first  to  hide  himself  and 
then  to  show  himself.  Legal  authorities 
tell  us  that  their  battles  are  not  won  in  the 
public  courtroom  but  in  the  private 
study.  Charles  Reade,  the  English  novel- 
ist, is  reported  to  have  said  that  he 
thought  that  a  lump  of  shoemaker's  wax 
that  stuck  a  man  to  his  chair  six  hours  a 
day  was  the  highest  kind  of  genius. 
Would  that  there  could  be  obtained  a  gen- 
erous supply  of  ministerial  wax  that 
would  stick  the  preacher  to  his  chair  six 
hours  a  day!  The  Church  would  then  have 
more  of  those  intellectual  and  spirit- 
ual giants  that  marked  the  ministry  in 
the  early  history  of  our  Church.  Other 
denominations  seem  likewise  affected. 
It  would  seem  that  the  Bible  said,  "And 
he  shall  be  like  a  post,  set,  fixed  and  un- 
movable,"  instead  of  "he  shall  be  like  a 
tree,  planted  by  rivers  of  water,"  growing 
and  ever  growing.  Every  man,  no  matter 
what  his  vocation  or  calling,  must  be  a 
growing  man  or  he  is  out  of  the  race  en- 
tirely— especially  so  in  this  day  of  keen 
competition.  Elijah  Brown  tells  of  partly 
overhearing  a  conversation  in  a  street  car 
in  which  one  man  said  that  another  could 
take  his  collar  off  over  his  head  without 
having  to  unbutton  it.  His  head  failed 
to  grow.  The  preacher  above  all  men 
should  grow,  grow  in  wisdom,  favor  and 
knowledge  of  God  and  man. 

In  early  Methodism  there  came  under 


John  Wesley's  observation  a  young 
preacher  who  did  not  grow  as  he  should 
have  grown.  Mr.  Wesley  was  deeply  con- 
cerned about  the  matter  and  wrote  to 
him  thus:  "Your  talent  for  preaching 
does  not  increase;  it  is  about  the  same  as 
it  was  seven  years  ago;  it  is  lively  but  not 
deep;  there  is  little  variety;  there  is  no 
compass  of  thought.  Reading  alone  can 
supply  this,  with  daily  meditation  and 
prayer.  And  nothing  is  truer  than  the 
observation  that  "power  with  the  people 
seven  days  in  the  week,  fifty-two  weeks 
in  the  year  and  years  in  succession  does 
not  come  without  sweat  of  brain  and  in- 
tense mental  application.  Superficiality 
and  repetitions,  platitudes  and  goody- 
goody  exclamations — always  indications 
of  weakness,  can  only  be  avoided  by  the 
incessant  reading  and  study  which  make 
a  full  mind." 

NEED  INWARD  URGE 

All  exterior  pressure  and  discussion, 
however,  is  of  little  avail  if  there  is  lack- 
ing a  real  driving,  inward  urge,  an  in- 
centive that  impels  him  to  become  a 
master  workman  in  the  kingdom  of  God, 
one  that  needs  not  to  be  ashamed  of  his 
work,  for  he  is  rightly  dividing  the  Word 
of  truth.  The  Apostle  Paul  gave  to  the 
Corinthians  the  true  motive  to  a  success- 
ful ministry:  "And  I  will  most  gladly 
spend  and  be  utterly  spent  for  your  souls" 
(literal  translation).  This  willingness  to 
spend  and  be  spent  constitutes  the  im- 
perative driving  urge.  To  fall  short  of 
this  is  to  make  the  office  of  the  minis- 
try a  mere  farce  and  pretense. 

Selfishness  is  the  paramount  sin  in  the 
sinner.  Denial  of  self  must  be  its  counter- 
part in  the  Christian.  Sacrifice — the  de- 


nial of  self — is  an  absolute  necessity  then 
in  a  Christian.  The  word  "sacrifice"  liter- 
ally means  to  make  holy  (facio  and 
sacer).  A  man  cannot  be  holy  and  not  be 
himself  a  sacrifice.  Selfishness  and  sacri- 
fice are  mutually  exclusive.  When  one 
dominates  the  life  the  other  is  driven  out. 
"If  any  man  will  follow  me,"  said  Jesus, 
let  him  do  three  things — 1.  Deny  self.  2. 
Take  up  the  cross.  3.  Follow  me.  Not  to 
have  just  periods  of  self-denial — not  de- 
nying things  of  self  merely,  but  essen- 
tially denying  self  itself — deny  himself. 
Here  lies  the  basis  of  a  willingness  to 
spend  and  be  spent  — a  truly  sacrificial 
spirit.  This  was  an  outstanding  charac- 
teristic of  Jesus.  "I  do  not  my  own  will, 
but  that  of  the  Father  who  sent  me."  "I 
lay  down  my  life  for  the  sheep."  Paul 
said,  "For  me  to  live  is  Christ"  or  literal- 
ly, "For  me  to  live  is  Christ  to  live  me." 
When  Jesus  called  men  to  be  His  disci- 
ples, there  was  an  unmistakable  note  of 
austerity,  of  sacrifice,  of  self-denial,  not 
a  bit  of  a  life  of  ease  and  self-gratifica- 
tion. "Let  the  dead  bury  their  dead,  come 
follow  me."  "No  man  having  put  his 
hand  to  the  plough  and  looking  back  is 
fit  for  the  kingdom  of  heaven."  "Yea," 
affirmed  the  great  apostle,  "if  I  be  of- 
fered upon  the  sacrifice  and  service  of 
your  faith,  I  joy  and  rejoice  with  you 
all."  Such  characterized  the  great  heroes 
of  faith  as  depicted  in  the  eleventh  chap- 
ter of  Hebrews.  The  denial  of  sacrifice  in 
the  life  of  a  minister  of  the  gospel  will 
bring  on  decay,  decay  of  his  own  spiritual 
life  and  decay  to  his  ministry.  Let  us  re- 
member that  God's  command  is  to  present 
our  bodies  a  living  sacrifice,  and  it  may 
be  well  added  that  He  expects  us  to  do 
what  we  can  to  keep  it  from  becoming  a 
dead  one. — The  Wesleyan  Methodist. 

A  Picture  of  Love 

(Continued  from  page  1 1 ) 
earthly  men;  go  beyond  selfishness;  go 
beyond  carnal  and  fleshly  desires;  go  un- 
til you  know  your  feet  are  on  holy  ground 
and  your  heart  is  in  a  sanctified  atmos- 
phere; go  until  by  faith  you  can  see  the 
hills  from  whence  cometh  your  help;  on 
and  on  until  your  inmost  being  cries  out, 
"I  have  found  him."  Let  the  shout  con- 
tinue, "I  hold  him,"  and  even  more,  "I 
bring  him."  Yes,  I  bring  Him  to  you 
needy,  suffering,  sorrowing  souls.  It  mat- 
ters not  about  color  or  kind,  distance  or 
obstacles,  I  bring  Him  to  you.  This  shall 
be  the  delight  of  my  soul,  the  height  of 
my  ambition  and  the  purpose  of  my  la- 
bors. Even  though  such  may  call  for  the 
discipline  of  my  time,  my  means,  and 
even  my  life,  and  the  service  be  constant 
and  hard  and  the  sacrifice  great,  yet,  I 
am  happy  in  the  thought  that  the  Most 
High  has  allowed  me  a  part  in  the  place 
in  His  program. 

So,  love  in  me  cries  out  to  those  who 
(Continued  on  page  26) 


Page  14] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


From  My  Scrapbook 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


For  Just  One  Day 

If  I  could  be  the  sun  for  just  one  day, 
I'd  open  every  bud  that  bloomed  my  way, 


I'd  scatter  every  shadow,  every  shade 
That  fell  across  my  path,  and  make  them 

fade; 
I'd   warm   the  hearts  of  men   and   make 

them  glad; 
I'd  make  a  world  of  joy  where  all  was 

sad, 
I'd  draw  the  perfume  from  a  rose,  and 

hold 
It  for  a  soul  with  mocking  world  grown 

cold; 
I'd  shine  through  every  cloud  and  make 

for  you 
A  golden  lining  in  a  sky  of  blue; 
And  when  night  came,  I'd  quickly  go  my 

way — 
If  I  could  be  the  sun  for  just  one  day. 

— Selected. 

Hope 

A  little  bird  lives  in  my  heart 
Of  which  it  has  become  a  part; 
It  carols  forth  a  song  each  day 
To  cheer  me  on  life's  lonely  way; 
And  when  my  bird  its  mouth  doth  ope, 
It  tells  me  that  its  name  is  Hope. 

O  God  of  Hope!  with  hope  inspire 
The  glow  of  faith's  celestial  fire; 
Let  not  my  bird  e'er  cease  to  sing, 
Or  flutter  its  triumphant  wing, 
Till  folded  on  Thy  loving  breast, 
Hope  has  found  her  joyous  rest. 

— Charlotte  W.  Sisson. 

A  Little  While 

Oh    cheer    thee,    Christian,    just  a  little 
while, 
And   thine   ascended    Lord    will  come 
again, 
Just  to  behold    His    love-filled,    radiant 
smile 
Will  be  reward  for  all  thy  pain. 

And  should  He  tarry  until  the  hour  is 

late, 
Then  place  faith's  hand  in  His,  and  learn 
to  wait 
A  little  while. 

— Selected. 

You  Can   Never  Tell 

You   never  can    tell    when    you  send  a 
word — 
Like  an  arrow  shot  from  a  bow 
By  an  archer  blind — be  it  cruel  or  kind, 

Just  where  it  will  chance  to  go. 
It  may  pierce  the  heart  of  your  dearest 
friend, 
Tipped  with  its  poison  or  balm; 
To  a  stranger's  heart  in  life's  great  mart 


It  may  carry  its  pain  or  its  calm. 
You  never  can  tell  when  you  do  an  act 

Just  what  the  result  will  be; 
But   with  every   deed  you   are   sowing   a 
seed, 
Though  its  harvest  you  may  not  see. 
Each  kindly  act     is  an     acorn     dropped 

In  God's  productive  soil; 
Though  you  may  not  know,  yet  the  tree 
shall  grow, 
And  shelter  the  brows  that  toil. 

— Selected. 

Choose 

Annie  Winfred  Meek 
Worry  is  a  little  cloud 

That  drops  across  our  way, 
Turns  the  sunshine  into  shade 

And  leaves  a  mist  of  gray; 

Hinders  every  step  we  take 
And  makes  each  trail  ahead 

Seem  a  thorny,  prickly  path 
That  we  are  forced  to  tread. 

Courage  is  a  jolly  friend 
That  wears  a  sunny  smile, 

Brings  good  cheer  to  every  day 
And  shortens  every  mile. 

Choose  you  well  as  on  you  go, 

As  classmate  or  as  friend; 
Your  choice,  you  know,  will  follow 


you 
Even  unto  the  end. 


-The  Friend. 


Poverty 

Who  walks  beside  a  rosebud 

And  does  not  sense  its  bloom, 
Its  lovely  form  and  color, 

Its  delicate  perfume; 
Who  walks  beneath  the  heavens 

And  does  not  see  the  sky, 
The  sunrise   and  the  sunset, 

The  tints  that  glow  and  die; 

Who  treads  a  rural  pathway 

And  never  hears  a  bird, 
Nor  notes  the  trembling  grasses 

A  passing  breeze  has  stirred; 
Who  dwells  among  his  fellows, 

And  sees  them  pass  his  door, 
Nor  even  hears  their  heartbeats — 

Is  pitifully  poor. 

— Kind  Words. 

Rather  Than 

Edgar  A.  Guest 

I'd  rather  lose  than  play  the  cheat; 

I'd  rather  fail  than  live  a  lie; 
I'd  rather  suffer  in  defeat 

Than  fear  to  meet  another's  eye. 

I'd  rather  never  win  a  prize 


Than  gain  the  topmost  rung  of  glory, 
And  know  I  must  myself  despise 
Until  death  ends  my  sorry  story. 

I'd  rather  fail  in  every  test 

Than  win  success  by  base  deceit; 

I'd  rather  stand  upon  my  best, 

Be  what  it  may,  than  play  the  cheat. 

I'd  rather  never  win  men's  praise, 

Nor  share  the  victor's  sum  of  laughter, 

Than  trade  my  self-respect  for  days 
And  hate  myself  forever  after. 

— The  P.  H.  Advocate. 

A  Friend 

If  I,  from  earth's  fair  treasure  land, 
By  simply  reaching  out  my  hand, 
Could  choose  a  friend,  instead  of  gold, 
Or  worldly  wealth,  and  no  friend  hold — 
I'd  search  for  those  most  tried  and  true 
And  choose  a  good  friend, 
Wouldn't  you? 

— Zella  M.  Robinson. 

Why  Wait? 

I  would  rather  have  one  little  rose 
From  the  garden  of  a  friend, 
Than  to  have  the  choicest  flowers 
When  my  stay  on  earth  must  end. 

I  would  rather  have  the  kindest  words 
And  a  smile  that  I  can  see, 
Than  flattery  when  my  heart  is  still 
And  life  has  ceased  to  be. 

I  would  rather  have  a  loving  smile 
From  a  friend  I  know  is  true, 
Than  the  tears  shed  round  my  casket 
When  this  world  I  bid  adieu. 

Bring  me  all  the  flowers  today, 
Whether  pink  or  white  or  red, 
I'd  rather  have  one  blossom  now 
Than  a  truck  load  when  I'm  dead. 

— Selected. 

Life 

Opal  Slade 
Life  is  as  if  it  were  a  garden, 

To  be  filled  with  joy  and  care; 
Both  we  are  sure  to  witness, 

But  let  joy  drive  out  the  care. 

In  every  man  or  woman 

Pick  out  their  goodly  deeds, 

And  plant  them  in  your  garden, 
For  they  are  the  joy  seeds. 

Don't  look  for  the  wrongs  they've  done, 
though, 

For  they  are  the  seeds  of  care; 
Beware  of  them  in  your  garden, 

And  never  plant  them  there. 

When  a  care  you  find  there  growing, 

Pluck  it  up  and  in  its  place 
Plant  a  joy  that  lives  forever 

And  blooms  with  the  lovely  grace. 

Instead  of  being  selfish 

And  thinking  of  your  own, 
Do  kindly  deeds  for  others, 

Then  more  joy  seeds  you've  sown. 


February,  1940 
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to  be  used  anywhere  or  anytime  for  His 
glory. 

I  want  to  be  a  better  worker  for  the  Y. 
P.  E.,  helping  in  every  way  I  can  to  be 
used  for  His  service.  Jesus  is  coming  and 
it  pays  us  to  be  ready  if  we  want  to  go 
back  with  Him. 


Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

This  is  just  a  few  lines  thanking  each 
one  for  the  nice  cards  and  letters  sent  to 
me,  as  I  can't  answer  each  one  personally. 
I  know  the  Lord  will  bless  each  one  for 
they  were  such  a  blessing  to  me  and  I  am 
much  better.  I  desire  your  prayers  that  I 
may  continue  to  improve  and  will  have 
more  victory. — Pearl  Mae  Mitchell,  Wav- 
erly  Hills,  Ky. 

Sister  Harrison: 

The  Portland  church  had  all-day  serv- 
ice and  Y.  P.  E.  rally  Thanksgiving  Day. 
Brother  Kimmel  of  Auburn,  Washington 
spoke  in  the  morning.  Sister  Howe  gave 
us  a  message  in  the  afternoon  and  Brother 
Backman  of  Salem,  Oregon  preached  for 
the  young  people's  rally.  The  Portland 
church  won  the  district  banner  for  No- 
vember. 

At  present  Brother  Elmer  Walker  is 
holding  special  meetings.  Pray  for  us  that 
God  will  save  many  souls  that  the  church 
will  rise  and  shine. 

We  all  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  and 
wish  it  came  oftener.  —  Mrs.  Paul 
Schiewek,  Portland,  Ore. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  truly  praise  the  Lord  for  the  paper. 
It  has  certainly  been  a  blessing  to  me.  It 
comes  in  so  handy  in  getting  up  pro- 
grams for  the  Y.  P.  E.  It  also  helps  to  en- 
courage and  inspire  me,  so  I  just  can't 
help  but  appreciate  it.  I  enjoy  selling  the 
papers  too. 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  the  privilege  the 
young  people  have  in  a  service  of  their 
own  where  they  can  come  together  and 
enjoy  the  blessings  of  the  Lord  in  singing, 
reading  God's  Word,  and  telling  about 
His  goodness,  where  we  can  get  training 
for  the  Master's  service. 

I  remember  a  few  years  ago  when  we 
didn't  have  Y.  P.  E.  service.  We  just  went 
to  church  and  sat  and  listened  to  the  older 
people.  But,  praise  God,  He  made  a  way 
for  the  young  people  to  have  a  service.  I 
am  glad  He  put  it  on  your  heart  to  work 
for  us. 

I  am  glad  I  learned  about  Jesus  and  His 
love.  I  praise  the  Lord  for  salvation  this 
evening,  for  saving,  sanctifying  and  giv- 
ing me  the  precious  Holy  Ghost  and  for 
the  Church  of  God,  a  place  where  we  can 
get  our  souls  fed  and  worship  the  Lord.  I 
want  to  work  and  do  something  for  Je- 
sus for  He  has  done  so  much  for  me.  I 
want  to  live  a  life  before  this  world  that 
people  can  see  Jesus  in  me.  I  want  to  live 
so  people  will  have  confidence  in  me.  I 
want  to  be  an  instrument  in  God's  hand, 


Pray  for  me  that  I'll  ever  stand  true 
and  be  a  worker  for  Jesus  and  a  booster 
for  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
— Eunice  Smith,  Cramerton,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  speak  a  few  words  about  the 
Y.  P.  E.  At  first  I  didn't  think  it  was 
worth  while  but  since  that  time  my  mind 
has  changed. 

One  evening  while  watching  the  little 
folks  read  the  Bible  and  find  Bible  verses, 
I  noticed  how  quickly  they  could  find  the 
Bible  verses.  Then  I  heard  a  choir  of  little 
girls  sing.  While  I  listened  I  saw  Jesus 
look  over  the  portals  of  heaven  to  see 
them  surrounded  by  a  host  of  angels.  I  be- 
gan to  praise  the  Lord  with  all  my  heart. 

We  hear  of  nations  working  to  increase 
their  armies  to  make  guns  and  all  kinds 
of  poisonous  gases  to  take  human  lives. 
Truly  we  are  living  in  the  beginning  of 
sorrow  when  nations  and  people  are  rest- 
less. They  know  not  what  tomorrow  may 
bring. 

God  is  also  increasing  His  army  through 
the  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  Schools.  Thou- 
sands of  bright  boys  and  girls  are  training 
to  sing  and  to  know  God's  Word  better. 
This  is  the  hope  of  our  nation.  If  the 
Word  is  written  in  the  hearts  of  the  peo- 
ple and  the  Bibles  are  burned,  the  nation 
will  still  know  to  serve  a  living  God  and 
not  one  of  wood  or  stone.  Every  one  who 
knows  Christ  should  pray  a  special  prayer 
for  our  nation  that  the  war  clouds,  which 
hang  low  over  European  countries,  may 
never  come  to  this  country.  Remember, 
prayer  changes  things. 

Then  let  us  pray  for  the  poor  people 
over  there  who  know  not  God,  their 
homes  and  everything  destroyed.  Let  us 
do  all  we  can  to  hold  up  Jesus  to  a  dying 
world.  Jesus  said,  "Lift  me  up  and  I 
will  draw  all  men  unto  me." 

I'll  be  glad  to  send  gospel  tracts  to  any- 
one who  will  send  me  a  postage  stamp. 
Every  letter  which  is  written  should  con- 
tain part  of  God's  great  Word.  I've  been 
sending  them  for  some  time  and  receive 
letters  from  people  who  are  being  blessed 
and  some  saved  from  sin.  May  God  bless 
everyone. — Emmett  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Box 
161,  Woodlawn,  Va. 


A  Correction 

We  are  very  sorry  of  the  mistake  made 
last  issue  in  the  letter  on  exchange  page 
by  Mrs.  J.  C.  Gupton  of  Henderson, 
N.  C. 

"Each  service  seems  like  a  funeral" 
should  have  read,  "Each  service  seems  like 
a  revival." — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  know  you  get  many  letters  but  I  must 
tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Others  cannot  answer  for  me 
in  heaven,  neither  can  they  write  to  you 
for  me.  I  have  always  enjoyed  the  Lighted 
Pathway  ever  since  the  first  issue  I  read 
but  I  never  fully  realized  what  it  meant 
until  the  past  three  weeks.  I  know  now 
what  it  means  when  someone  says  it's  a 
comfort,  help,  guide,  yes,  "a  light  unto 
my  pathway,"  for  it  has  been  this  and 
more. 

It  seemed  I  would  have  gone  down  had 
it  not  been  for  my  trust  in  God  and  the 
wonderful  Lighted  Pathway.  Every  night 
I  read  it. 

I  like  the  poem,  "Hold  on  to  the  Last" 
in  the  December  issue,  also  "Trust  in 
God."  Poems  have  so  much  meaning  to 
me.  They  seem  almost  like  a  prayer.  All 
the  good  articles  have  helped  me  too. 
They  are  so  numerous  I  can't  take  time 
to  name  them,  but  I  know  you  have  more 
just  as  good  to  give  to  us  so  I'll  be  wait- 
ing for  them. 

May  God  bless  your  every  effort,  Sister 
Harrison,  also  your  coworkers,  and  I  am 
sure  you  will  receive  your  final  great  re- 
ward when  you  meet  Jesus  in  heaven. — 
Edith  Moore,  Zellwood,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  have  been 
planning  to  write  you  for  some  time  and 
just  haven't  made  a  start.  I  can't  begin  to 
tell  you  how  much  I  appreciate  your  great 
work.  The  Lighted  Pathway  has  meant 
more  to  me  than  any  other  paper  I  have 
ever  read.  I  certainly  enjoy  selling  them. 
The  people  here  in  Daisy  are  always  eager 
to  get  the  Lighted  Pathway.  At  first  I 
sold  one  roll  but  now  I  can  easily  sell 
three  rolls. 

My  prayers  are  for  you. — Miss  Runell 
Bryant,  Daisy,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Since  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway  for 
some  time  I  think  it  is  the  best  paper  or 
magazine  ever  printed.  We  have  decided 
here  in  Tampa  to  have  our  church  adver- 
tisement put  on  the  back  cover  page  and 
after  we  are  through  reading  the  paper  to 
place  them  in  doctors'  offices,  waiting 
rooms,  jails,  restaurants,  etc.,  in  fact,  ev- 
erywhere people  are  waiting  and  have  time 
to  read.  This  will  not  only  advertise  the 
church  but  will  be  getting  the  gospel  to 
the  people.  I  would  suggest  that  all 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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Walking   and  Talking   With   God 

By  Ruth  Ayers 
The  secret  of  a  successful  Christian  life 


The   Land  of  the  Shadow 

Ruth  Morgan 


The  lone  figure  trudging  along  the 
dusty  road  entered  the  valley  just  at  sun- 
set. Pausing,  he  lifted  his  eyes  to  the  dis- 
tant, glowing  horizon  and  it  seemed  that 
never  before  had  he  seen  such  beauty.  As 
he  stood  and  watched  the  colors  slowly 
fading,  Windsor  glanced  around  him  with 
a  presentiment  of  coming  evil.  Squaring 
his  shoulders,  he  started  on,  whistling  as 
he  went.  Softly  twilight  settled  and  the 
mountains  seemed  appallingly  high  and 
gloomy.  Pulling  his  cloak  closer  around 
him  to  ward  off  the  rapidly  rising  wind, 
Windsor  traveled  on  through  the  darken- 
ing valley.  From  either  side  came  fear- 
some sounds  and  without  looking  around 
he  speeded  his  rapid  walk  to  a  run.  Fear- 
ful, uncertain  of  the  path,  he  sped  on 
through  the  black  night  with  the  wind 
tearing  at  his  throat  and  eyes  and  cloth- 
ing. His  eyes  were  tired  from  the  strain 
of  searching  for  the  path  in  the  darkness. 
His  legs  felt  weak  and  his  body  trembled 
all  over  from  exhaustion.  His  breath  com- 
ing almost  in  sobs,  he  traveled  slowly,  and 
yet  more  slowly  till  with  a  weary  sigh 
he  pitched  headlong  to  the  ground  by  the 
side  of  the  road.  The  wind  beat  on  him, 
the  gruesome  sounds  of  the  night  rose  and 
fell  around  him  and  suddenly  the  sky 
seemed  to  open  and  rain,  cold,  stinging 
rain,  descended  with  a  rush.  Thunder 
crashed  and  lightning  streaked  across  the 
heavens.  Weary  and  defeated,  he  lay  there 
motionless,  completely  oblivious  to  the 
wind  and  the  black  night.  Then  from  out 
the  storm  a  voice  whispered.  The  voice 
was  so  gentle,  so  comforting,  so  soothing 
to  a  troubled  spirit,  that  Windsor  raised 
his  head  to  listen  and  again  the  voice 
whispered.  Somehow,  in  spite  of  the  storm 
about  him,  he  found  himself  on  his  feet 
again  facing  the  wind  and  rain  and  shud- 
dering at  the  blackness.  As  he  walked  on, 
gaining  courage  with  each  step,  the  night 
wasn't  as  black,  the  wind  wasn't  as  wild, 
and  the  thunder  wasn't  as  loud.  On  he 
went  and  gradually  the  storm  ceased  en- 
tirely and  the  land  of  the  shadow  was 
filled  with  the  soft  glow  of  dawn.  He 
walked  on  with  confident  step,  not  once 
glancing  back  at  the  valley  he  had  just 
come  through. 

NOTE:  You  have  doubtless  read  Pil- 
grim's Progress  which  is  an  allegory.  This 
article  is  like  it — a  symbolic  story  of  the 
story  of  the  times  we  have  passed  through 
the  valley  in  our  spiritual  experiences. 


is  a  life  hid  with  Christ  in  God.  A  child 
doesn't  fear  anything  while  encircled  in 
the  arms  of  its  mother.  So  it  is  with  the 
true  Christian.  There  is  safety  in  the 
arms  of  Jesus  and  if  you  desire  a  closer 
walk  with  God,  seek  the  companionship 
of  those  who  are  spiritually-minded, 
rooted  and  grounded  in  the  truth,  and 
live  where  the  heavenly  breezes  blow.  O 
mortal  man,  what  does  the  Lord  thy  God 
require  of  thee,  but  to  do  justly  and  to 
love  mercy?  Give  mercy  to  others  and 
walk  humbly  with  God. 

WHERE  WE  MAY  FIND  GOD 

In  the  sunshine,  the  rain,  the  billowy 
clouds  and  the  great  force  of  God  hovers 
o'er  always. 

The  life  that  makes  a  man  a  Christian 
brings  him  into  fellowship  with  God.  It 
separates  him  from  the  world  even  as  Je- 
sus was  separated  from  the  world.  No,  we 
don't  find  God  in  the  worldly  things,  but 
seek  Him  in  prayers,  in  the  Bible,  in 
Mother  Nature.  As  we  see,  a  Spirit-filled 
soul  pursues  the  presence  of  God  as  the 
miser  seeks  for  gold.  He  pants  after  God 
for  soul  food. 

PROFESSORS  AND  NOT  POSSES- 
SORS 

Some  professors  of  religion  can  be  sat- 
isfied and  perfectly  contented  when  ab- 
sent from  God.  They  can  satisfy  them- 
selves with  empty  forms  and  cold  cere- 
monies, because  God  is  not  their  life,  their 
aim,  their  hope,  their  stay.  But  the  true 
saint  must  often  be  admitted  into  the 
presence  of  the  God,  must  commune  with 
Him.  His  soul  reaches  forth  for  more  of 
the  divine  life,  as  the  physical  life  does 
for  air  and  food,  or  truly  he  will  wither 
and  die.  He  forsakes  all  else  and  watches 
and  prays  lest  something  alienates  his 
heart  from  God. 

THE  SECRET  THINGS  OF  GOD 

"Secret  things  belong  unto  the  Lord 
our  God,"  Deut.  29:29. 

A  secret,  as  we  know,  is  something 
known  only  to  one  or  to  very  few.  It  is 
a  precious  thought  to  know  you  have  a 
friend  that  you  can  entrust  the  intimate 
things  of  your  heart  in  his  keeping. 

Many  things  are  known  only  to  God 
which  are  kept  secret  from  man  but  all 
of  man's  secrets  are  known  to  God.  It 
pleases  God,  however,  to  reveal  some  of 
His  sweet  secrets  to  man.  Those  who  love 
God  and  serve  Him  faithfully  have  the 
blessed  privilege  of  knowing  many  things 
of  God  and  heaven. 

As  God   revealeth   His   secrets   to   His 


servants,  Amos  3:7,  Jesus  said  that  He 
would  make  Himself  known  to  us  as  He 
would  not  unto  the  world.  The  voice  of 
the  Lord  may  call  you  far  away  from 
mother  and  father,  husband  and  children, 
but  let's  heed  that  still,  small  voice  of 
Jesus,  deafen  our  ears  to  the  world,  or 
we  may  not  hear  Him  and  lose  the  way. 
GOD  IS  REAL 

Those  who  please  God  must  believe 
that  He  is  the  rewarder  of  those  who  dili- 
gently seek  Him.  It  is  not  every  one  that 
implicitly  believes  at  all  times  that  God 
is.  In  the  midst  of  sore  trials  some  for- 
get. In  Acts  17:28  how  significant  are 
the  words,  "For  we  are  also  his  offspring." 
Then  let  us  trust  Him  and  remember  in 
His  infinite  care  He  notes  the  sparrow's 
fall  and  numbers  the  hairs  on  His  chil- 
dren's heads.  He  will  not  let  you  be 
plucked  out  of  His  hand  if  you  desire 
to  walk  with  Him. 

COUNTING  THE  COST   OF   WALK- 
ING WITH  GOD 

Much  loss  has  been  made  by  mis- 
counting. With  relation  to  spiritual 
things  be  careful  in  your  counting.  You 
may  set  down  in  one  column  all  your 
trials  and  temptations;  if  six,  eight,  ten 
a  day,  or  no  matter  how  numerous,  when 
you  add  them  up  they  should  sum  up  all 
joy;  if  not,  you've  miscounted  somewhere 
down  the  road. 

Many  times  amid  the  cares  and  trials  of 
life  Satan  will  come  to  you  and  suggest 
that  the  way  is  too  hard  and  your  trials 
too  severe.  Count  God's  grace  being  as 
sufficient  to  help  you  to  stand  when  it 
seems  no  one  loves  you;  count  the  love  of 
God  as  everlasting. 

Satan  may  whisper  that  you  aren't 
saved,  but  count  the  shed  blood  of  Jesus 
Christ  as  cleansing  you  from  all  sin. 
Count  everything  according  to  the  Bible 
rules  and  you  will  have  no  failures  nor 
suffer  any  loss.  Your  answer  will  be  vic- 
tory. 

Today,  Not  Tomorrow 

Not  yesterday  nor  the  past,  but  today. 
We  are  living  in  a  very  doubtful  world. 
If  we  live  a  good  life  today  there  will 
be  no  doubt  for  tomorrow.  Today  is  the 
day  of  salvation,  not  tomorrow.  Today 
is  the  day,  dear  friend,  in  which  we  are 
sowing  the  seed  that  we  will  reap  tomor- 
row. Today  is  the  day  we  should  bear  the 
cross  for  Jesus;  if  today  we  bear  the  cross 
with  a  smile,  we  can  also  bear  it  tomor- 
row with  a  smile.  The  people  of  our 
United  States  cannot  appreciate  our  op- 
portunities and  privileges  from  the  relig- 
ious standpoint.  In  foreign  countries  the 
Christians  are  being  persecuted  for  their 
religious  worship.  Tomorrow  our  land 
over  here  will  be  just  like  that.  If  we 
stand  true  to  Jesus,  we  will  not  have  to 
go  through  with  such.  Dear  friends,  stand 
true  today.  Today  is  the  day  for  prayer. 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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HE  IS  NOT  A  DISAPPOINTMENT 

Edith  Goreham  Clarke 

Little  Mrs.  Fellows  sat  at  the  fireside 
and  sobbed  as  if  her  heart  would  break. 
At  intervals  her  husband,  who  was  sit- 
ting opposite,  would  put  out  his  hand,  and 
lay  it  gently  on  her  knee.  His  face,  too, 
was  working  with  suppressed  emotion, 
and  his  lips  were  tightly  shut,  as  if  he 
were  afraid  a  moan  would  escape  them. 

What  was  the  trouble?  To  them,  some- 
thing had  happened  which  seemed  worse 
than  death — their  only  child,  a  beautiful 
girl  of  some  sixteen  years,  had  gone  away 
that  very  afternoon,  and  she  was  even 
then  on  her  way  to — Hollywood.  In  vain 
had  her  parents  begged  her  not  to  go  on 
the  stage,  but  nothing  would  alter  her 
purpose,  and  although  she  knew  she  was 
breaking  their  hearts,  she  had  lightly 
kissed  her  father  and  mother,  picked  up 
her  suitcase,  and  started  out  on  her  "great 
adventure,"  as  she  called  it. 

Life  had  gone  smoothly  in  the  Fellows 
household  until  the  day  Pauline  had  met 
Gladys  Gask.  Gladys  had  won  a  beauty 
prize  in  a  Hollywood  competition,  and 
her  mind  was  set  on  becoming  a  film  star. 
Her  parents  were  proud  of  her  fair  hair 
and  eyes,  and  they  looked  forward  eager- 
ly to  the  big  salary  Gladys  would  soon  be 
earning  —  almost  as  eagerly  as  did 
Gladys  herself.  But  then  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Gask  were  not  Christians!  They  never 
attended  a  place  of  worship,  and  poor 
Gladys  had  been  brought  up  to  be  entire- 
ly godless.  Pauline,  on  the  other  hand,  had 
been  brought  up  in  a  godly  home,  and  at- 
tended divine  service  twice  every  Sun- 
day. Surely  Pauline's  head  would  not  be 
turned  with  the  stories  the  new  friend 
told  her — so  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fellows  had 
thought,  and  they  had  encouraged  the 
friendship,  hoping  to  influence  Gladys 
for  good.  But,  alas,  Gladys  had  filled 
Pauline's  head  with  tales  of  the  wonder  of 
the  life  she  was  going  to  so  soon  at  Hol- 
lywood, and  had  persuaded  her,  unknown 
to  her  parents,  to  enter  for  the  next 
beauty  competition.  And  Pauline  had  won 
the  first  prize! 

The  news  which  thrilled  Pauline  had 
come  as  a  terrible  shock  to  her  parents. 
They  did  all  in  their  power  to  separate 
the  two  girls,  but  the  mischief  was  done. 
Pauline  filled  in  a  contract  secretly,  and 
having  made  all  her  arrangements  with- 
out telling  her  parents,  sprang  the  news 
on  them  that  she  was  off  with  Gladys 
that  afternoon,  bound  for  Hollywood. 


It  was  five  years  later,  and  Pauline  Fel- 


lows  had  reached  the  height  of  her  fame. 
The  darling  of  millions,  her  name  was  a 
household  word,  and  she  was  a  great  fa- 
vorite wherever  her  pictures  were  shown 
the  world  over.  She  gave  willingly  and 
liberally  to  charities,  and  no  one  ever  ap- 
pealed to  her  in  vain.  She  had  brought  her 
parents,  both  stooped  and  aged  with  sor- 
row, from  the  little  old  home  in  Stan- 
brookville  to  spend  their  last  years  in  a 
magnificent  house  in  the  best  part  of 
Los  Angeles.  But  nothing  she  could  do  for 
them  lifted  the  weight  of  sorrow  from 
their  shoulders — their  one  desire  was  to 
see  their  child  turn  her  back  upon  the 
world  and  its  gayeties,  and  return  to 
the  God  she  had  rejected.  Day  after  day 
this  was  the  prayer  of  both  father  and 
mother,  but  they  were  not  to  live  to  see 
it  fulfilled. 

One  day,  out  for  a  drive  in  the  limou- 
sine which  Pauline  had  insisted  on  giving 
them,  they  met  with  an  accident,  which 
proved  fatal  to  both.  Her  father  was 
thrown  upon  his  head,  and  killed  instant- 
ly, and  her  mother  lay  in  the  hospital, 
suffering  from  concussion  for  several 
days,  but  the  long,  drawn-out  sorrow 
which  had  crushed  her  life  prevented  her 
from  having  enough  strength  to  rally, 
and  at  the  end  of  the  week  she,  too,  passed 
away. 

The  shock  of  losing  her  parents  in  such 
a  tragic  way  pulled  Pauline  up  for  a  few 
days,  but  the  companions  and  gay  life 
which  she  had  chosen  soon  called  her  back 
to  a  mad,  thoughtless  rush  through  day 
and  night.  She  was  now  earning  $1200  a 
week,  for  it  was  the  heyday  of  silent  mo- 
tion pictures,  and  Pauline  was  at  the  top 
of  her  fame. 

This  life  went  on  for  another  four 
years,  and  then  illness  took  its  toll  of  the 
famous  star.  She  emerged  from  it  pale  and 
thin,  only  to  learn  that  she  had  lost  her 
starring  contract.  For  another  year  she 
struggled  to  keep  at  the  top,  taking  a  few 
leading  parts,  then  featured  roles.  Then 
talking  pictures  came,  and  Pauline 
jumped  at  the  chance  to  make  a  tour  in 
vaudeville.  But  while  she  was  on  tour 
Hollywood  forgot  her,  as  Hollywood  so 
soon  forgets.  When  she  returned,  it  was 
"atmosphere"  work  or  nothing  —  and 
Pauline  was  not  "cut  out"  for  that. 

The  Call  Bureau  had  her  listed  for  char- 
acter parts,  but  that  dwindled  to  one  or 
two  calls  every  few  months.  Pauline  had 
to  live  on  the  money  she  had  saved — and 
that  was  precious  little,  in  spite  of  her 
large  salaries!  Next  she  hit  the  extra 
ranks,  and  she  began  to  know  the  pinch 


of  poverty.  Her  friends  (so-called,  for 
they  soon  proved  themselves  to  be  but 
fair-weather  friends)  forsook  her,  and 
she  found  herself  before  long  living  in  a 
tiny  furnished  room,  where  no  one  called 
to  ask  after  her,  and  a  cold  racked  her 
body,  making  her  cough  often. 

Waiting,  waiting,  for  a  call,  Pauline 
would  pace  the  floor  of  her  tiny  room, 
until  she  was  nearly  driven  mad.  Despair 
stared  her  hopelessly  in  the  face,  and  she 
would  turn  and  rush  out  into  the  streets. 
"Ah,  just  a  drink  or  two  and  I'll  forget 
all  about  my  troubles,"  she  would  say  to 
herself — but  every  time  the  vile  awaken- 
ing would  come,  followed  by  more  nerves, 
and  more  illness. 

She  was  just  thirty  when  she  top- 
pled out  of  glorious  dreams  of  past 
triumphs  to  wake  up  in  the  women's  ward 
of  the  High  Roads  jail.  When  she  found 
where  she  was,  Pauline  Fellows,  the  darl- 
ing of  the  world  only  just  a  short  time 
ago,  buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and 
broke  down  completely.  The  police  rec- 
ords read:  "Drunk" — and  in  court  a  few 
hours  later  she  was  sentenced  to  a  $10 
fine  or  two  days  in  jail.  Pauline  was  tired, 
too  tired  to  think — and  she  had  no  money 
to  pay  the  fine,  anyway — so  she  went 
back  to  jail. 

And  it  was  there  that  her  parents' 
prayers  were  answered.  Today  Pauline 
Fellows  can  look  back  to  those  two  days 
in  prison,  and  thank  God  for  them,  for  in 
the  growing  dusk  of  the  first  day  the  key 
had  turned  in  the  lock  of  her  cell,  and  a 
lady  had  been  admitted. 

"I  was  told  of  your  sentence,  my  dear, 
and  as  I  am  a  friend  of  your  parents'  I 
wondered  if  I  might  come  and  see  you." 

The  sweet  face  looked  inquiringly  into 
Pauline's,  and  she  nodded.  The  newcom- 
er told  her  she  had  no  money  with  which 
to  bail  her  out,  but  she  had  something 
better  she  would  like  to  share  with  her — 
and  that  was  a  great  hope.  Pauline  looked 
up — that  was  a  word  which  had  left  her 
vocabulary  long  ago. 

"First  tell  me  about  yourself,  and  how 
it  was  you  came  here,"  went  on  the 
other,  and  Pauline  found  herself  pouring 
out  her  tale  of  bitterness  into  sympa- 
thetic ears.  "From  the  peak  of  fame  to 
the  brink  of  almost  hopeless  despair — 
that's  my  story  of  Hollywood,"  said 
Pauline,  in  a  voice  from  which  all  life  had 
gone.  "I'm  a  lone  wolf,"  she  finished, 
presently,  "and  that's  why  I'm  here  in 
this  awful  place.  It's  horrible."  She  shud- 
dered. "I'm  ashamed — terribly  ashamed," 
she  added.  A  tremor  ran  through  her 
shoulders,  and  a  tear  rolled  down  her 
cheek.  "I  don't  like  to  ask  for  help,"  she 
went  on,  "I  don't  like  to  tell  my  trou- 
bles— everyone  has  troubles.  And  I'm 
tired — oh,  so  tired." 

The  other  woman  slipped  her  arm 
(Continued   on   page    23) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  <).  2>  (5.  ffoefc 


A  Plea  to  the  Unsaved 

When  the  way  seems  dark  and  dreary, 
And   my  strength  seems  almost  gone, 
Then's  the  time  I  look  to  Jesus 


'Till  He  puts  into  my  heart  a  song. 

Then  I  praise  His  name  with  gladness 
As  new  courage  I  receive, 
And  I  know  He's  always  caring 
For  His  children  who  believe. 

He  will  guide  me  thru'  dark  places 
When  temptations  'round  me  rise, 
If  I'll  always  trust  in  Jesus, 
I    shall   meet   Him   in   the  skies. 

Where  the  devil  will  not   tempt  me 
And  no  sorrows  I  will  bear, 
For  in  heaven  there's  no  darkness, 
All  will  be  so  bright  and  fair. 

It  will  be  worth  all  my  efforts, 
All  my  struggles  here  below, 
Just  to  have  a  home  with  Jesus, 
And  ever  then  His  joys  to  know. 

So  I'll  travel  on  in  patience, 
Trials  and  tests  I'll  count  as  gain, 
For  in  heaven  I'll  be  rewarded 
And  His  love  I  shall  attain. 

Oh!  dear  sinners,  while  I'm  writing, 
How  my  heart  goes  out  in  prayer 
To  my  blessed  God  to  save  you, 
That  you,  too,  may  enter  there. 

— Selected. 

Victory 

If  you  pray  for  things  to  happen,  or  for 
something  that  you  need, 

And  you  think  God's  slow  to  answer  as 
you  humbly  cry  and  plead, 

Just  be  patient,  brother,  sister,  God  is 
never  late, 

Walk  a  little  closer  to  Him,  and  patient- 
ly wait. 

Be  submissive  to  the  leading  of  the  Spirit 

that  is  right, 
He    will    lead   you   safely,    brother,   to   a 

land  of  perfect  light. 
If  the  battle  is  against  you,  and  it  seems 

that  you  will  lose, 
Or  the  way  our  Lord  would  lead  you  is 

hard  for  you  to  choose, 
Do   your  best   and   never   falter,   let   the 

Lord  have  His  good  way; 
He  will  lead  you  home  to  heaven,  on  the 

victor's  side  some  day. 
— Mrs.  /.  P.  Cochran,  Abbeville,  S.  C. 

Joy  Within 

What  is  this  that  thrills  my  being, 
Lifts  my  thoughts  in  heavenly  praise? 
How  my  glad  heart's  overflowing 


With  the  words  I  can  not  say. 
Deep  within  my  soul  there  slumbers 
Reverence  for  Him  I   adore; 
And  my  soul  is  filled  with  rapture 
As  I  praise  Him  o'er  and  o'er. 


What  is  this  that  keeps  me  humble, 
Subject  to  His  law  and  will; 
Keeps  me  safe  from  all  temptation, 
Every  doubt  within  me  stills? 
Oh  the  joy  upon  awaking 
With  that  peace  within  my  heart, 
Knowing  that  He  saves  and  keeps  me 
And  that  He  will  not  depart. 

What  is  this  that  proves  so  gently 
That  this  grace  can  stand  each  test, 
That  I  need  not  fear  or  tremble 
But  just  lean  upon  His  breast? 
'Tis  the  precious  love  of  Jesus 
Which  comes  stealing  in  my  soul 
In  the  early  hours  of  morning, 
For  to  guide  and  keep  me  whole. 
So  I  praise  Him  and  adore  Him, 
And  my  heart  with  rapture  sings, 
For  I  own  Him  as  my  Master, 
Precious  Savior,  Lord  and  King. 

— Mrs.  Viola  Bunker,  Bitely,  Mich. 

Gifts  Without  Season 

Lord,  I  would  thank  you  for  these  things: 
Not  sunlight  only,  but  sullen  rain; 
Not  only  laughter  with  lifted  wings, 
But  the  heavy  hands  of  pain. 

Lord,  I  would  thank  you  for  so  much; 
The  toil  no  less  than  the  well  earned, 
The  glory  always  beyond  our  touch 
That  bows  the  head  and  bends  the  knees. 

Lord,  there  are  gifts  of  brighter  gold 
Than  the  deepest  mine  or  mint  can  yield: 
Friendship  and  love  and  a  dream  to  hold, 
The  Book  that  heartened  the  world,  that 
healed. 

Lord,  I  would  thank  you  for  eyes  to  see 

Miracles  in  our  everyday  earth; 

The  colors  that  crowd  monotony, 

The  flame  of  the  humblest  flower's  birth. 

Lord,  I  would  thank  you  for  gifts  with- 
out seasons: 

The  flash  of  a  thought  like  a  banner  un- 
furled, 

The  splendor  of  faith  and  the  sparkle  of 
reason, 

The  sober  mind  in  a  turbulent  world. 

— Joseph  Auslander. 

I  Have  Started  Out  for  Heaven 

I  have  started  out  for  heaven 

Through  this  sinful,  wicked  world, 

And  I  hope  to  reach  the  portals 
By  the  help  of  our  dear  Lord. 


He  will  keep  me,  lead  me,  guide  me, 

If  I  go  to  Him  in  prayer, 
Lay  my  all  upon  the  altar, 

He  will  surely  meet  me  there. 

I  have  started  out  for  heaven 

And  the  devil  I  must  fight, 
But  he  will  never  overcome  me 

If  I  keep  walking  in  the  light. 
All  the  trials  and  temptations, 

All  the  sorrows,  cares  and  woes, 
All  the  sickness,  death  and  heartaches 

Are  caused  by  old  Satan,  I  know. 

I  have  started  out  for  heaven, 

Won't  you  please  to  meet  me  there, 
Where  we  all  can  be  together 

All  the  peace  and  joy  to  share? 
All  the  gladness  and  the  rapture 
Of  that  perfect  land  of  rest, 
Will  be  yours  and  mine  forever, 
If  down  here  we  stand  the  test. 
— Alice  Gidden,  Avon  Park,  Fla. 

Our  Y.P.E.  is  not  a  failure 
As  some  folks  said  it  would  be, 
But  it's  still  climbing  upward 
As  I  suppose  you  all  can  see. 

We  do  not  get  the  honor, 

The  pastor,  president  or  me, 

But  the  One  who  worked  the  wonder 

Is  the  man  of  Calvary. 

The  reason  it's  not  a  failure 
Is  our  members  are  not  the  sort 
To  say,  "Give  that  to  some  one  else, 
I  cannot  get  that  part." 

But  whatever  you  may  give  them 
They  say,  "I'll  do  my  best." 
And  as  long  as  we  do  that  way, 
God  will  surely  do  the  rest. 

— Helen  Rusher,  Carmi,  111. 

Do  You? 

Aren't  you  glad  He  saved  you  from  your 

load  of  sin; 
From  your  evil  habits  and  put  new  life 

within? 
Do  you  feel  the  victory  flowing  in  your 

soul? 
Aren't    you    glad    that    Jesus    Christ    has 

made  you  whole? 

Do   you   walk   with   Jesus   every   passing 

day? 
Does  He  whisper  to  you,  I'm  the  truth, 

the  way? 
Does   your   heart     grow     fonder   for   the 

Savior's  love? 
Do  you  long  to  meet  Him  in  the  courts 

above? 

Do  you    want    the    favor    of    the  Holy 

Dove? 
Do  you  want  the  blessings  of  His  grace 

and  love? 
Will  you  help  the  feeble,  poor,  weak  and 

sad, 
Smiling,    singing,    praying,    and    try    to 

make  them  glad? 

— Exelma  Holley. 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Reading  Circle 


CONFESSION  OF   A  BOOK   LOVER 

By 

Rev.  William  E.  Harrison,  D.  D. 

Personally  we  respect  the  divine  injunc- 
tion, "give  attention  to  reading,"  1  Tim. 
4:13.  All  the  ministry  should  heed  Paul's 
admonition,  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,  a  workman  that  need- 
eth  not  to  be  ashamed,"  2  Tim.  2:15. 

A  prominent  young  minister  recently 
entered  my  office  and  said,  "I  am  going 
to  have  books  if  I  have  to  sell  my  auto- 
mobile." My  response  was,  "If  the  min- 
istry were  as  many  hundreds  of  dollars  in 
debt  for  books  as  it  is  for  automobiles, 
the  church  would  have  some  chance."  In 
seeking  a  pastor,  some  churches  ask  for  a 
list  of  the  books  that  the  candidate  for 
their  pulpit  has  read  within  a  year.  They 
also  want  to  know  what  kind  of  a  library 
he  has.  They  will  judge  him,  not  by  the 
number  of  books  he  has  read,  but,  by  the 
quality  of  his  books.  The  average  young 
minister  fools  away  the  first  three  or  four 
hundred  dollars  that  he  spends  on  his  li- 
brary because  he  doesn't  know  what  to 
buy. 

There  are  clergymen  who  read  a  book 
a  day  and  yet  have  time  to  lead  a  normal 
life;  others  who  read,  perhaps,  not  more 
than  a  book  a  week. 

In  this  article  I  have  no  message  for 
those  in  the  realm  of  blissful  ignorance 
who  do  not  read  at  all. 

If  a  man  attempts  to  read  all  the  new 
books  that  come  off  the  press,  he  will 
have  to  read  twenty-five  books  a  day.  If 
he  discards  the  new  and  turns  to  the  old 
there  is  enough  good  books  to  keep  him 
reading  for  a  thousand  years.  Dr.  Lyman 
Abbott  said  that  it  saddened  him  to  think 
that  he  would  have  to  die  with  thousands 
of  books  unread  that  would  have  given 
him  unblemished  happiness.  Then  he  said 
that  he  had  never  read  King  Lear  and  had 
purposely  refrained  from  doing  so.  If  he 
were  very  ill  he  would  only  need  to  say  to 
himself,  "You  can't  die  yet,  you  haven't 
read  Lear."  That,  he  said,  he  knew 
would  bring  him  around. 

There  are  books  that  we  should  read 
before  we  die.  As  Mr.  LeGallienne  said, 
"These  books  are  friends  we  might  have 
made  yet  never  made,  counsellors  we 
would  have  done  well  to  consult,  guides 
that  could  have  saved  us  in  the  difficult 
way." 

Mr.  Mifflin  says,  "There  is  no  man  so 
grateful  as   the  man   to  whom  you  have 


given  just  the  book  his  soul  needed."  Such 
a  book  prepares  the  way  for  the  coming 
of  another  good  book.  That  does  not  im- 
ply that  it  is  better  to  read  bad  books 
than  to  read  no  books  at  all  because  it  gets 
one  into  the  habit  of  reading — is  a  bad 
Hollywood  marriage  better  than  no  mar- 
riage at  all  because  it  gets  one  into  the 
habit  of  marrying? 

God  has  baptized  the  printing  press 
with  the  spirit  of  service.  It  is  ordained 
to  enrich  life  with  new  and  impressive 
thrills   of   moral,   mental      and      spiritual 


Read  the  Bible  Through  This  Year 

We  are  suggesting  to  our  Reading  Cir- 
cle members  that  they  read  the  Bible 
through  this  year.  Here  are  February 
readings: 


Morning 

Evening 

Feb. 

1 

Ex.  13-14 

Mark 

3 

Feb. 

2 

Ex.  15-16 

Mark 

4 

Feb. 

3 

Ex.  17-18 

Mark 

5 

Feb. 

4 

Ex.  19-20 

Mark 

6 

Feb. 

5 

Ex.  21-22 

Mark 

7 

Feb. 

6 

Ex.  23-24 

Mark 

8 

Feb. 

7 

Ex.  25-26 

Mark 

9 

Feb. 

8 

Ex.  27-28 

Mark 

10 

Feb. 

9 

Ex.  29-30 

Mark 

11 

Feb. 

10 

Ex.  31-32 

Mark 

12 

Feb. 

11 

Ex.  33-34 

Mark 

13 

Feb. 

12 

Ex.  3  5-36 

Mark 

14 

Feb. 

13 

Ex.  37-38 

Mark 

15 

Feb. 

14 

Ex.  39-40 

Mark 

16 

Feb. 

15 

Lev.      1-2 

Luke 
to   3  8 

1 
v. 

Feb. 

16 

Lev.      3-4 

Luke 
v.  39 

1 
-  2 

Feb. 

17 

Lev.      5-6 

Luke 

3 

Feb. 

18 

Lev.      7-8 

Luke 

4 

Feb. 

19 

Lev.   9-10 

Luke 

5 

Feb. 

20 

Lev. 11-12 

Luke 

6 

Feb. 

21 

Lev.       13 

Luke 

7 

Feb. 

22 

Lev.       14 

Luke 

8 

Feb. 

23 

Lev.15-16 

Luke 

9 

Feb. 

24 

Lev. 17- 18 

Luke 

10 

Feb. 

25 

Lev.19-20 

Luke 

11 

Feb. 

26 

Lev.21-22 

Luke 

12 

Feb. 

27 

Lev.23-24 

Luke 

13 

Feb. 

28 

Lev.25-26 

Luke 

14 

Feb. 

29 

Lev.       27 

Luke 

15 

power. 

It  makes  apostolic  succession  a  sublime 
fact  as  it  bids  each  youth  in  the  cottage 
of  the  poor  stand  in  the  line  of  heroes  and 
seers,  with  Paul  and  Luther  and  Calvin, 
with  Livingston,  Edwards  and  Finney. 
Without  the  printing  press  our  great  men 
would  depart,  leaving  no  successors. 

The  printing  press  has  become  the 
evangelist  of  the  higher  life.  It  has  placed 
elegant  libraries  within  the  reach  of  the 
poor.  The  working  man  of  today  enjoys 
libraries  that  were  the  despair  of  barons 
and  princes  of  three  hundred  years  ago. 
Always  the  rich  could  buy  books.  In  the 
long  ago  they  would  give  a  rich  field  for 
a  small  manuscript.  In  the  tenth  century 
the  Countess  of  Anjou  gave  two  hundred 
sheep,  one  load  of  wheat,  one  load  of  rye, 
and  one  load  of  millet  for  a  volume  of 
sermons. 

MEN  OF  BOOKS  IN  THE  WORK  OF 
THE  WORLD 

The  holy  man  Fenelon  said:  "If  the 
crowns  of  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  empire 
were  laid  down  at  my  feet  in  exchange 
for  my  books  and  my  love  of  reading,  I 
would  spurn  them  all." 

Gibbon  said:  "My  early  and  invincible 
love  of  reading,  I  would  not  exchange  for 
the  treasures  of  India." 

Those  who  get  nothing  out  of  books 
get  nothing  out  of  life. 

Book  men  have  all  the  great  pulpits  of 
earth.  The  fact  that  a  man  will  not  pre- 
pare is  conclusive  evidence  that  God  never 
called  him  to  the  ministry. 

"Sir,  you  have  been  to  college,  I  pre- 
sume?" asked  an  illiterate  but  boastful 
exhorter  of  a  clergyman.  "Yes,  sir,"  was 
the  reply.  "I  am  thankful,"  said  the 
former,  "that  the  Lord  opened  my  mouth 
without  any  learning."  "A  similar  event," 
retorted  the  clergyman,  "happened  in 
Balaam's   time." 

In  the  major  denominations,  preachers' 
homes  are  filled  with  books.  That's  the 
reason  why  you  will  find  more  sons  of 
ministers  in  "Who's  Who  in  America" 
than  the  sons  and  daughters  of  any  other 
profession.  That's  the  reason  why  in 
America  and  England  the  son  of  the 
manse  has  ten  chances  of  success  than 
that  of  the  other  youth. 

Then  it's  a  sad  commentary  on  the  ef- 
ficiency of  that  church  whose  ministry 
cares  more  for  cars  and  clothes  than  for 
books. 

The  success  or  failure  of  life  is  often 
determined  by  a  single  book. 

The  imitation  of  Christ  and  Taylor's 
"Holy  Living  and  Dying"  determined  the 
character  of  John  Wesley. 

"Shakespeare  and  the  Bible,"  said  John 
Sharp,  "made  me  Archbishop  of  York." 

One  phrase  from  a  book  sent  Bishop 
Thaburn  to  India. 

One  book  that  you  can  buy  for  a  dol- 
lar gave  George  Stewart  to  evangelism. 

Reading  brief  biographies,  when  a  little 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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My  Grace  Is  Sufficient 


By  Fannie  S.  Foshee 


A  great  revival  meeting  was  in  prog- 
ress at  a  small  church  in  a  city  of  the 
Midwest.  A  noted  evangelist  had  been 
there  several  weeks  and  the  old-fashioned 
altar  had  been  filled  many  times  with 
penitent  seekers. 

"Won't  you  come  to  the  altar,  my  dear 
young  lady?"  asked  the  kindly  old  pastor 
to  a  young  girl  trembling  with  emotion, 
half  way  back  in  the  congregation. 

"No,  not  tonight,"  she  said  as  she 
sadly  shook  her  head. 

"You  are  tired  of  sin,  aren't  you?"  in- 
sisted the  Reverend  Simmons. 

She  only  nodded  her  head. 

"Then  come  to  One  who  can  forgive 
you  and  set  you  free  from  your  sins. 
Come  now,"  he  urged. 

Around  the  piano  stood  several  conse- 
crated young  people  singing  softly, 

"Why  not,   why  not,   why  not  come  to 

Him  now, 
Why   not,   why   not,   why   not   come   to 

Him  now?" 

Sue  Carrollton  could  stand  it  no  longer. 
She  must  go,  but  could  she  hold  out? 

"Won't  you  come?"  the  pastor  again 
asked  her,  and  she  whispered  through  her 
tears,  "Yes,  I'll  go."  And  Sue  stepped  out 
and  down  to  the  altar.  Once  there  noth- 
ing could  stop  her.  Her  unhappy  soul  was 
poured  out  before  God  that  night  and  He 
met  her  there.  Another  soul  had  been 
snatched  from  Satan's  clutches. 

She  added  her  simple  testimony  to  the 
others  who  had  found  God  that  night. 

"God  bless  you,"  said  the  dear  saints 
of  that  church  as  they  shook  hands  with 
Sue  and  bade  her  Godspeed. 

Sue  was  a  sweet  girl  of  seventeen  sum- 
mers and  the  daughter  of  very  poor  par- 
ents. 

She  had  always  had  to  help  support 
herself  and  the  others  since  she  was  only 
thirteen  years  old.  This  she  had  always 
done  cheerfully. 

Always  Sue  had  wanted  to  be  a  good 
Christian,  but  could  find  very  little  in 
the  church  where  her  mother  and  father 
occasionally  went;  that  made  her  feel 
they  had  not  much  to  offer.  That  hun- 
gering had  remained  until  tonight,  but 
now,  Sue  noticed  as  she  walked  home  with 
a  neighbor  lady,  it  had  gone  and  in  its 
place  were  joybells  ringing  over  and  over, 
"All  is  well,  all  is  well!"  Everything 
looked  so  different,  so  beautiful.  Even  the 
moon  and  stars  seemed  to  be  rejoicing 
with  her  over  her  new-found  joy.  She  re- 
membered, with  a  pang  of  regret,  what 
she  had  so  often  heard  her  father  say, 
"You'd  better  never  let  me  catch  you  at 
a   holiness   meeting.    They've    got   a   way 


about  them  that  will  make  you  be  one 
of  them  if  you  hang  around  long  enough. 
So  stay  away  from  them!  Everybody 
knows  it's  a  pack  of  tom-fooling."  With 
a  sneer  he  would  bang  his  fist  down  and 
all  that  household  knew  that  his  word  was 
law  for  them.  Sue  had  not  the  slightest 
idea  what  her  father  would  do  or  say,  but 
she  had  made  up  her  mind  to  hold  on  to 
God  regardless  of  everything  else. 

Sue's  neighbor,  Mrs.  Brown,  spoke, 
"Sue  dear,  I  wish  you  could  stop  working 
a  few  weeks  and  rest  up.  You're  getting 
so  frail,  I  don't  see  how  you  can  go  on 
much  longer." 

"That's  impossible,  Mrs.  Brown.  I  do 
need  a  rest,  but  no  one  in  our  family  has 
work  but  me,  and — well,  I  just  can't  stop. 
We'd  have  to  quit  eating  if  I  did.  I  am 
going  to  make  it  much  better  now  though. 
You  know  I  was  so  tired  I  could  hardly 
get  to  church,  but  I  feel  so  rested  now. 
I  just  feel  all  different  inside,  too.  I  be- 
lieve God  has  healed  me,"  Sue  said. 

"Well,  praise  the  Lord!  I  do  hope  He 
has,"  said  Mrs.  Brown  happily. 

They  came  to  the  walk  up  which  Sue 
must  go  to  the  little  cottage  that  was 
her  home,  while  Mrs.  Brown's  home  was 
several  blocks  away. 

"Good-night,  Mrs.  Brown." 

"Good-night,  Sue  dear.  I  hope  you  have 
no  trouble  with  your  dad,  honey.  Surely 
he  wouldn't  force  you  to  leave  home  as 
he  has  always  said  he  would."  Mrs.  Brown 
looked  worried.  She  had  known  Sue  for 
several  years,  and  also  knew  how  her  fa- 
ther hated  the  holiness  people. 

"I  am  sure  that  he  will,  unless  God 
prevents  him.  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
that  I  will  serve  God  if  I  have  to  leave 
home  to  do  it,  though,"  Sue  said  sadly. 

"Then  let's  agree  together  now  that 
God  will  prevent  his  sending  you  away 
from  home  or  any  other  rash  thing.  In 
Matt.  18:19,  'If  two  of  you  shall  agree 
on  earth  as  touching  any  thing  that  they 
shall  ask,  it  shall  be  done  for  them  of  my 
Father  which  is  in  heaven.'  And  let's  ask 
God  to  save  him  too."  Mrs.  Brown  took 
both  of  Sue's  hands  into  hers  and  they 
stood  looking  up  toward  heaven,  believing 
God  would  do  just  as  He  had  said.  They 
had  a  sweet  prayer  together  and  each 
went  her  way,  knowing  the  prayer  was 
heard  by  a  faithful  God. 

Sue  slipped  in  quietly  and  retired.  The 
next  morning  the  first  thing  she  thought 
of  was  a  song  she  had  heard  that  night: 

"Peace,  peace,  wonderful  peace, 
Coming  down  from  the  Father  above; 
Sweep  over  my  spirit  forever,  I  pray 
In  the  fathomless  billows  of  love. 

Over  and  over  those  blessed  words  rang 
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in  her  mind  and  it  described  her  feeling 
perfectly.  She  felt  so  strong  and  so  happy 
this  morning.  She  had  never  been  strong. 
In  fact,  she  had  been  sick  most  of  her 
life.  It  would  be  so  grand  to  wake  up 
rested  each  morning,  Sue  thought. 

In  her  jubilation  Sue  had  disturbed  her 
sister,  a  few  years  older  than  she,  who 
shared  the  room  with  her. 

"Why  Sue!  What  ever  could  have  hap- 
pened to  you  anyway?  Why  you  look 
happier  than  I've  ever  seen  you.  I  usually 
have  to  drag  you  out  of  bed  to  get  you 
off  to  work.  Pray  tell  me  what  has  hap- 
pened!" Mae  sat  straight  up  in  bed  and 
looked  at  Sue's  smiling  face.  She  did  look 
so  different. 

"I  went  to  church  last  night  with  Mrs. 
Brown  and — well,  I  just  got  saved  and 
healed.  Isn't  that  something  to  be  happy 
about?"  asked  Sue. 

"You  mean — O  Sue,  why  did  you  do 
it?  You  know  how  dad  feels  about  Mrs. 
Brown  and  her  religion.  There's  no  tell- 
ing what  he  will  say  when  he  finds  out. 
Why  must  you  even  tell  him  anyway?" 

"I  haven't  the  least  idea  what  dad  will 
do  or  say,  but  I  am  not  sorry  I  gave  my 
heart  to  God,"  said  Sue. 

Both  girls  hurried  to  the  dining  room 
to  breakfast  and  they  said  no  more  about 
it. 

They  sat  down  to  the  table  and  could 
feel  there  was  a  storm  brewing.  One  look 
at  Mr.  Carrollton's  face  was  enough  to 
make  one  wonder  if  it  were  not  even  go- 
ing to  be  a  cyclone  (and  cyclones  they 
usually  were,  when  he  was  angered  to  any 
great  extent) . 

There  were  no  prayers  said  before  the 
Carrolltons  ate  and  all  except  Sue 
began  helping  themselves  as  soon  as  they 
were  seated.  However,  Sue  could  not  feel 
it  was  right  for  her  to  any  longer  eat 
without  thanking  God  for  her  food,  so 
she  bowed  her  head  and  quietly  prayed. 
When  she  had  finished  her  father  de- 
manded sternly,  "Sue,  where  were  you 
last  night?" 

"I  went  to  church  with  Mrs.  Brown, 
daddy,"  Sue  answered. 

"What  have  I  told  you  over  and  over 
about  those  people?  I  told  you  to  stay 
away  from  them  and  you  have  disobeyed 
me,  knowingly.  Now  I'll  do  just  what 
I've  said  I'd  do,  and  we'll  see  if  you  won't 
be  sorry — so  sorry  that  you  won't  be  go- 
ing back  for  quite  a  spell,"  he  said  an- 
grily. 

"Elmer,"  said  Mrs.  Carrollton,  "I  told 
her  she  might  go.  I  can  see  no  harm  in 
her  going  down  there.  Any  kind  of  re- 
ligion is  better  than  no  religion  at  all." 

"You  told  her  she  could  go,  eh?  You 
are  a  fine  mother,  letting  your  girls  go 
to  such  a  place.  Then  I'll  attend  to  you 
first,"  he  said  as  he  reached  down  and 
jerked  her  up  from  the  table.  "I'll  teach 
you  a  lesson,  too,  while  I'm  at  it,"  and 
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he  drew  back  his  hand  to  strike  her  when 
Sue  stepped  between  them. 

"No,  daddy,  you  aren't  going  to  harm 
mother.  It  was  not  her  fault.  I  wanted 
to  go.  You  may  do  with  me  as  you  wish, 
but  you  can't  harm  her.  I  did  go  and  I  got 
saved,  too.  I  am  sorry  to  have  disobeyed 
you  in  other  things,  but  I  have  no  apology 
to  make  about  that.  I  am  very  glad  I  went 
and  I  mean  to  hold  on  to  God  and  pray 
for  you  until  you  also  get  saved.  Not  only 
did  the  Lord  save  me,  but  He  healed  me 
too.  O  daddy,  it's  so  wonderful!"  Sue 
broke  down  and  cried  aloud. 

All  this  time  Mr.  Carrollton  had  stood 
looking  at  Sue  in  amazement.  She  had 
never  been  a  disobedient  child,  and  too, 
she  was  his  pick  of  them  all.  But  no,  he 
could  not  afford  to  get  soft-hearted  now, 
lest  his  whole  family  turn  holiness. 

Summoning  all  his  courage  he  demand- 
ed sternly,  "What  right  have  you  to  tell 
me  what  to  do?  You  little  brat.  I  ought 
to  frail  you  for  your  impertinence.  Leave 
this  table  at  once  before  I  strangle  you." 

"Very  well,  daddy,"  said  Sue  kindly. 
She  arose  without  another  word  and  was 
off  to  the  telephone  company  where  she 
was  employed. 

No  one  could  eat;  even  Mr.  Carrollton 
could  not  eat  his  breakfast,  but  just  sat 
and  glared. 

"Elmer,  I'm  ashamed  of  you.  Here  you 
are  driving  the  poor  child  from  the  table 
and  the  food  she  worked  to  provide.  You 
know  she's  not  able  to  work  at  all,  and 
you  made  her  go  without  eating!  Aren't 
you  ashamed  of  yourself?"  said  Mrs.  Car- 
rollton as  she  wiped  tears  from  her  eyes. 

He  did  feel  ashamed  of  himself,  ter- 
ribly ashamed,  but  he'd  die  before  he 
would  admit  it. 

"Bah!  She  deserved  it,"  he  retorted. 
"I'll  just  make  an  example  of  her,  so  none 
of  the  rest  of  you  will  try  it.  She  gets  no 
pity  from  me  until  she  quits  going  around 
that  church  and  gives  up  that  silly  re- 
ligion," he  scorned,  trying  hard  to  hide 
his  feelings. 

How  different  Mr.  Carrollton  was  now 
than  he  had  been  when  the  children  were 
small.  Then  he  had  been  a  minister  and 
a  good  provider  for  his  family.  He  was 
a  model  husband  and  father.  In  those  days 
his  wife  was  proud  of  him,  but  today  it 
all  seemed  like  a  dream.  She,  too,  had  been 
a  Christian  and  played  the  old  organ  at 
church.  Now  she  felt  cold  in  her  soul, 
and  although  she  still  read  her  Bible,  she 
knew  she  had  lost  that  peace  that  salva- 
tion brings. 

Hard  times  and  sickness  and  then  the 
loss  of  two  of  their  children  had  seemed 
to  harden  Mr.  Carrollton  until  now  he 
was  very  bitter  against  God  and  religion. 
No  one  knew  better  than  he  what  back- 
sliding had  done  for  him.  His  naturally 
sunny  disposition  and  bright  smile  had 
disappeared  and  in  its  place  was  always 


an  ugly  scowl.  He  did  not  wish  to  be 
always  grumbling  but  it  had  become  his 
second  nature  now  and  he  could  not  seem 
to  help  it.  Often  he  became  angry  at  him- 
self for  being  so  unkind  and  surly,  but 
something  inside  him  forced  him  on.  He 
knew  he  made  his  home  miserable  by 
constantly  fussing  but  that  only  made 
him  more  miserable.  Often  he  had  felt 
he  must  give  his  heart  to  God  again,  but 
so  far  he  had  managed  to  put  it  off  and 
justify  himself  for  so  doing. 

This  morning  he  strode  angrily  down 
the  sidewalk  to  the  city  to  begin  another 
round  of  searching  for  some  kind  of  a 
job  to  help  support  his  family. 

The  day  wore  on  and  he  had  time  to 
think  over  his  entire  life.  As  he  went  to 
one  place  and  then  to  another  only  to 
hear  them  all  say,  "Nothing  today;"  "No 
work  today,"  he  was  licked  and  he  knew 
it.  Perhaps  Sue  was  right  about  those 
holiness  people.  Perhaps  they  did  have 
something  more  than  the  other  churches 
had.  At  least  they  did  seem  very  happy. 
The  people  in  the  church  where  he  went 
were  all  about  as  miserable  looking  as  he. 
Then,  too,  there  had  been  such  a  change 
in  Sue.  She  just  had  something  about  her 
that  he  had  never  seen  there. 

"No  use  to  get  soft-hearted  now.  I've 
ruined  my  own  life  and  it's  too  late  to 
turn  back.  But  I've  just  got  to  find  a 
job.  I  can't  stand  up  for  my  rights  and 
eat  the  bread  Sue  works  for.  I've  just 
got  to  find  work!" 

All  day  Sue  had  worked  and  prayed  for 
the  salvation  of  her  father. 

"It  looks  so  impossible,  dear  God;  but 
you  can  save  him.  Oh,  do  save  my  dad- 
dy!" she  prayed.  A  sweet  voice  down  deep 
inside  of  her  seemed  to  be  saying,  "My 
grace  is  sufficient."  Then  she  looked  up 
out  of  the  window  to  the  lovely  blue  sky 
and  said,  "I  thank  thee,  dear  Lord,  that 
thy  grace  is  sufficient.  I  know  thou  hast 
heard  me."  All  the  worry  was  gone  and 
a  simple  faith  in  God  made  her  very  hap- 

py- 

Having  finished  work  she  went  straight 
to  church,  knowing  that  she  would  not 
be  allowed  to  go  if  she  went  home  first. 
She  had  told  her  mother  that  morning  her 
intentions. 

When  Mr.  Carrollton  came  home  he 
saw  at  once  Sue  was  not  there,  and  de- 
manded where  she  was. 

"She  went  from  work  to  church,  El- 
mer," said  Sue's  mother  anxiously. 

"That  holiness  church?"  he  stormed. 
"Then  I'm  going  right  after  her!"  So 
saying,  he  went  out  the  door,  slamming 
it  as  he  went,  as  if  to  put  emphasis  on 
his  words. 

Soon  he  could  hear  the  happy  singing 
of  the  holiness  church  choir,  as  he  strode 
angrily  down  the  walk.  Somehow,  in  spite 
of  himself,  he  felt  all  that  old  longing 
come  back  for  the  joy  he  once  had.  When 


he  got  up  to  one  of  the  open  windows  and 
got  a  glimpse  of  those  happy,  shining 
faces,  they  made  his  heart  sick  with  long- 
ing to  be  as  they  were.  He  tried  hard  to 
choke  back  the  tears  but  come  they 
would. 

There  is  power,   power,  wonder-working 

power, 
In  the  blood  of  the  Lamb; 
There   is   power,   power  wonder-working 

power, 
In  the  precious  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

The  evangelist  took  his  text  from  Luke's 
Gospel,  "I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  fa- 
ther," and  told  the  story  of  the  wilful, 
prodigal  son.  As  Mr.  Carrollton  listened 
he  saw  himself  leaving  God,  little  by  lit- 
tle, not  actually  intending  to  backslide, 
but  letting  down  here  and  there,  and  fi- 
nally just  quiting  altogether.  He  lived  all 
over  again  the  terrible  doubts  and  fears 
that  came  after  the  sweet  peace  of  God 
had  left.  He  had  felt  so  vile  and  wicked 
those  first  few  months,  but  had  finally 
gotten  to  where  he  rarely  ever  thought  of 
God.  But  today  and  tonight  it  was  all 
different.  Something  inside  him  seemed 
to  be  softening,  in  spite  of  his  usual  hard- 
ness, and  he  found  himself  longing  for  the 
experience  these  happy  folk  seemed  to 
have.  He  pushed  through  the  crowd  and 
stood  directly  outside  the  window  where 
he  had  a  perfect  view.  The  Spirit-filled 
evangelist  preached  on  and  on,  but  only 
one  verse  seemed  to  matter  to  him.  It  was, 
"I  will  arise  and  go  to  my  father."  He 
could  see  it  all  now.  God  was  not  to  blame 
but  it  was  all  his  fault.  The  loss  of  his 
two  children  would  have  worked  out  for 
his  good  if  only  he  had  continued  on  for 
God.  That  had  hardened  him  more  than 
anything  else.  But  tonight  he  could  see 
it  all  so  plain. 

They  were  singing  softly  now  and  the 
minister  pleaded  earnestly  with  that  con- 
gregation to  come  to  that  humble  altar 
and  give  their  hearts  to  God. 

"I  will  arise  and  go — ,"  murmured  Mr. 
Carrollton  half  aloud. 

"Coming  home,  coming  home, 
Never  more  to  roam; 
Open  wide  thine  arms  of  love; 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home," 

softly  sang  the  choir. 

Before  Mr.  Carrollton  knew  it  he  was 
walking  boldly  up  the  front  steps  and 
down  the  aisle  toward  the  altar.  When  he 
reached  it  he  fell  down  and  began  to 
pray  very  earnestly. 

Sue,  who  had  been  sitting  on  the  front 
seat,  head  in  hands,  praying  for  her  fa- 
ther and  her  family,  happened  to  raise 
her  head  and  see  her  father  kneeling 
there  at  that  altar. 

"O  dear  God,  this  is  too  good  to  be 
true!  He's  already  there!  Or  is  it  he?" 
she  said  as  she  looked  closely.  Yes,  it  was 
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he.  Sue  quickly  fell  down  beside  him,  and 
together  they  prayed  until  God  came 
again  and  made  Himself  so  real   to  him. 

That  night  as  Mr.  Carrollton  and  Sue 
walked  home  there  was  a  new  understand- 
ing between  them.  They  now  had  one 
common  purpose  in  view,  that  of  help- 
ing their  whole  family  to  find  Christ. 
And  ere  many  days  passed  they  saw  each 
one  of  them  down  at  that  same  altar  and 
each  one  came  home  with  that  same  sweet 
peace  of  God  in  his  soul.  God  had  again 
shown  the  world  that  His  power  can  make 
man  a  happy  soul,  can  make  a  miserable 
family  a  happy  congenial  one,  and  make 
a  home  what  God  intended  it  to  be. 

In  the  evening  now,  they  can  sing  and 
pray  together.  The  father  is  trying  so 
hard  to  make  up  for  all  those  lost  years, 
by  being  doubly  sweet  and  kind. 

All  this  happened  because  one  young 
girl  dared  to  serve  God  at  any  cost.  May 
God  give  us  more  young  people  who  are 
willing  to  give  God  a  chance  in  their  lives, 
to  make  them  a  blessing  to  their  family, 
instead  of  a  constant  worry. 

Contributions 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
If  we  pray  today  it  will  help  us  pray  to- 
morrow. We  need  prayer  today  not  to- 
morrow. If  today  we  win  souls  for  Jesus, 
we  will  win  a  crown  tomorrow.  Dear 
friend,  though  you  are  living  today,  you 
may  never  see  tomorrow.  Tomorrow  may 
never  come.  Yet  there  is  always  a  tomor- 
row. 

If  today  we  resist  Satan,  all  his  amuse- 
ments and  worldly  things,  I  am  sure  we 
can  go  all  the  way  with  Jesus  tomorrow. 
Dear  friend,  let  us  be  ready  and  live  to- 
day so  that  we  might  live  on  the  great  to- 
morrow.— Florence  Smith. 

THE  TAR-HEEL  MAKES  GOOD 

Arranged  by  Ottis  Hewett 
Not  so  many  years  ago,  on  the  sandy, 
sunny  shores  of  Eastern  North  Carolina 
there  was  born  a  boy  who  seemingly  did 
not  have  a  chance  in  life.  He  was  timidity 
personified.  His  parents  were  poor  and 
could  not  give  him  the  educational  ad- 
vantages he  desired.  He  was  the  eldest  in 
a  family  of  ten.  One  great  day  in  his  life 
he  found  Jesus  precious  to  his  sin-scarred 
soul  as  his  personal  Savior.  He  surrendered 
his  life  completely  to  Jesus.  Later  Jesus 
called  him  to  work  for  Him. 
He  looked  at  it  this  way — 

I  have  to  live  with  myself,  and  so 

I  want  to  be  fit  for  myself  to  know; 

I  want  to  be  able  as  the  days  go  by, 

Always  to  look  myself  in  the  eye; 

I  don't  want  to  stand  with  the  setting  sun 

And  hate  myself  for  the  things  I've  done. 

When  his  friends  heard  this  they 
laughed  and  scoffed  and  made  ugly  re- 
marks to  him,  but  this  boy  had  a  Friend 


who  was  a  Friend  indeed.  He  took  these 
small  troubles  to  Jesus  in  secret  prayer 
and  asked  God  for  strength  to  overcome 
these  handicaps.  God  gave  him  a  burning 
desire  to  lead  lost  souls  to  Christ.  So — 

Somebody  said  it  couldn't  be  done, 

But  he  with  a  chuckle  replied 

That  "maybe  it  couldn't,"  but  he  would 

be  one 
Who  wouldn't  say  so  till  he'd  tried. 
So  he  buckled  right  in  with  the  trace  of 

a  grin 
On  his  face,  if  he  worried  he  hid  it, 
He  started  to  sing  as  he  tackled  the  thing 
That  couldn't  be  done,  and  he  did  it. 

When  things  go  wrong,  as  they  sometimes 

will, 
When  the  road  you're  trodding  seems  all 

up  hill, 
When  the  funds  are  low  and  the  debts  are 

high, 
And  you  want  to  smile  but  you  have  to 

sigh, 
When  care  is  pressing  you  down  a  bit, 
Rest,  if  you  must,  but  don't  you  quit. 
For — the  life  that  counts  must  toil  and 

fight, 
Must  hate  the  wrong  and  love  the  right, 
Must  stand  for  truth  by  day  and  night; 
The  life  that  counts  must  aim  to  rise 
Above  the  earth  to  sunlit  skies. 

When  so  many  things  would  come  his 
way,  he  would  say — 

Sure,  this  world  is  full  of  trouble — 

I  ain't  said  it  ain't. 

Lord!   I've  had  enough,  and  double, 

Reason  for  complaint, 

Rain  and  storm  have  come  to  fret  me, 

Skies  are  often  gray; 

Thorns  and  brambles  have  beset  me 

On  the  road,  but  say, 

Ain't  it  fine  today! 

This  boy  has  found  that — 
Success  is  failure  turned  inside  out, 
The  silver  tint  of  the  cloud  of  doubt, 
And  you  never  can  tell  how  close  you  are, 
It  may  be  near  when  it  seems  afar; 
So  stick  to  the  fight  when  you're  hardest 

hit, 
It's    when    things    seem    worst    that    you 

mustn't  quit. 
And  the  Ne'er-Give-Up  and  Patience 
Point  their  faces  to  the  sky. 

Today  that  dull,  timid  tar-heel  is  not 
in  the  sands  of  Eastern  North  Carolina 
but  out  doing  his  best  for  God  and  His 
cause,  and  as  only  a  young  man,  is  having 
marked  success  just  because  he  strove  for 
his  goal  and  this  is  his  advice  to  others 
today — 

If  you  strike  a  thorn  or  rose, 

Keep  a-going. 

If  it  hails  or  if  it  snows, 

Keep  a-going. 

'Taint  no  use  to  sit  and  whine 
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When  the  fish  ain't  on  your  line, 
Bait    your   hook    and    keep   a-trying, 
Keep  a-going. 

You  may  not  be  the  best  in  the  land,  but 
If  you  can't  be  a  highway,  then  just  be  a 

trail; 
If  you  can't  be  a  sun,  be  a  star. 
It  isn't  by  size  we  win  or  we  lose, 
Be  the  best  of  whatever  you  are. 

A  Bridled  Tongue 

Mary  Smith 

Text:  James  3:2/7/  any  man  offend 
not  in  word,  the  same  is  a  perfect  man, 
and  able  also  to  bridle  the  whole  body." 
Who  among  us  does  not  want  to  be  per- 
fect? And  yet  we  read  in  God's  Word  if 
we  "offend  not  in  word"  we  will  be  per- 
fect. One  of  the  most  common  sins  among 
the  so-called  Christians  is  evil  speaking. 
How  few  there  are  who  really  understand 
what  evil  speaking  is.  What  a  person  says 
may  be  as  true  as  the  Bible  and  yet  be  evil 
speaking,  for  evil  speaking  is  neither  more 
nor  less  than  speaking  evil  of  an  absent 
person;  relating  something  evil,  which  was 
really  done  or  said  by  one  which  is  not 
present  when  it  is  related.  There  isn't  any 
material  differences  between  this  and 
what  we  usually  style  "backbiting"  or 
"tale  bearing."  We  trust  that  as  you  read 
this  you  will  profit  by  its  admonition  and 
escape  the  everlasting  punishment  that 
awaits  all  who  persist  in  this  vile  prac- 
tice. 

"Speak  evil  of  no  man,"  says  the  great 
Apostle  Paul,  Titus  3:2,  and  yet  how 
extremely  common  is  this  sin  among  all 
orders  and  degrees  of  men.  How  the  high 
and  low,  rich  and  poor,  wise  and  foolish, 
learned  and  unlearned,  run  into  it  con- 
tinually. What  conversation  do  you  hear 
of  any  considerable  length  whereof  evil 
speaking  is  not  heard?  and  that  even 
among  persons  who  in  general  have  the 
fear  of  God  before  their  eyes,  and  do 
really  desire  to  have  a  conscience  void  of 
offence  toward  God  and  man.  Yea,  how 
few  are  there  that  can  testify  before  God, 
"I  am  clear  in  this  matter.  I  have  always 
set  a  watch  before  my  mouth,  and  kept 
the  door  of  my  lips."  The  very  common- 
ness of  evil  speaking  makes  it  difficult  to 
be  avoided;  we  are  encompassed  with  it 
on  every  side,  so  if  we  are  not  deeply  sen- 
sitive to  the  danger  and  continually 
guarding  against  it  we  are  liable  to  be  car- 
ried away  by  the  current.  It  gratifies  our 
pride  to  relate  the  faults  of  others,  where- 
of we  think  ourselves  not  guilty.  But  we 
read  "Confess  your  faults  one  to  another," 
James  5:16.  It  does  not  say  to  confess 
someone  else's  faults.  Of  the  absent  we 
should  speak  nothing  but  good. 

The  way  of  escape  was  marked  out. 
Our  blessed  Lord  made  a  plain  way  for 
His  followers  and  none  who  warily  and 
steadily  walk  in  this  path  will  ever  fall  in- 
to evil  speaking.   Suppose  our  brother  is 
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quiet  in  the  wrong,  and  we  see  it  with 
our  own  eyes,  should  we  go  tell  our  neigh- 
bor or  our  pastor  what  our  brother  has 
done?  No,  not  until  you  have  tried  to 
gain  your  brother.  Our  Lord  teaches  us 
"If  thy  brother  shall  trespass  against  thee, 
go  and  tell  him  his  fault  between  thee 
and  him  alone:  if  he  shall  hear  thee,  chou 
hast  gained  thy  brother,"  Matt.  18:15. 
Indeed,  great  care  should  be  taken  that 
this  is  done  in  the  right  spirit.  The  suc- 
cess of  a  reproof  greatly  depends  on  the 
spirit  wherein  it  is  given.  Be  not  therefore 
wanting  in  earnest  prayer  to  God,  that  it 
may  be  given  in  a  lowly  spirit,  with  a 
deep,  piercing  conviction  that  it  is  God 
alone  that  maketh  thee  to  differ.  Pray 
that  God  will  enlighten  thy  mind,  and 
direct  thy  tongue  to  such  words  as  He 
may  be  pleased  to  bless.  See  that  you  speak 
in  a  meek,  lowly  spirit,  for  the  wrath  of 
man  worketh  not  the  righteousness  of 
God.  "If  he  will  not  hear  thee,  then  take 
with  thee  one  or  two  more."  If  these  steps 
do  not  take  effect,  then  tell  it  to  the 
church.  But  at  the  peril  of  your  soul  tell 
it  to  no  one  else  either  before  or  after, 
unless  it  is  absolutely  needful  to  protect 
the  innocent.  By  the  help  and  grace  of 
God  let  this  be  the  distinguishing  mark  of 
every  holiness  person,  "He  censures  no 
man  behind  his  back." 

"Hear  no  evil."  If  there  were  no  hearers 
there  would  be  no  speakers  of  evil.  Ac- 
cording to  the  old  saying,  "The  receiver 
is  as  bad  as  the  thief."  When  anyone  be- 
gins to  speak  evil  about  someone  in  your 
hearing,  check  him  immediately,  even  if 
he  uses  ever  so  soft  a  manner,  so  mild  an 
accent,  and  many  professions  of  good 
will  for  him  whom  he  is  stabbing  in  the 
dark.  Resolutely  refuse  to  listen.  What  a 
blessed  effect  of  this  we  would  quickly 
feel  in  our  hearts.  Our  "soul  peace"  would 
flow  as  a  river  when  we  "follow  peace 
with  all  men,  and  holiness,  without  which 
no  man  shall  see  the  Lord,"  Heb.  12:14. 
How  the  love  of  God  would  flow  in  our 
souls  while  we  confirmed  our  love  to  our 
brethren.  It  would  have  a  wonderful  ef- 
fect on  all  that  are  united  in  the  name  of 
our  Lord  Jesus.  Brotherly  love  would  in- 
crease when  this  great  hindrance  of  it 
was  removed.  All  the  members  of  Christ's 
body  would,  then  naturally  care  for  each 
other.  If  one  member  suffered  all  would 
suffer  with  it.  If  one  was  honored,  all 
would  rejoice  with  it  and  everyone  would 
love  each  other  with  a  pure  heart  fervent- 
ly. And  what  an  effect  might  this  have 
even  on  the  wild,  unsaved  world!  How 
soon  they  would  see  in  us  what  they  could 
not  find  among  themselves.  By  this  chief- 
ly would  God  convince  the  world  and 
prepare  them  also  for  His  kingdom,  as 
we  may  easily  learn  from  those  remark- 
able words  in  our  Lord's  last  solemn 
prayer,  "Neither  pray  I  for  these  alone, 
but  them  also  which  shall  believe  on 
me   through   their   word;    That    they   all 


may  be  one;  as  thou,  Father,  art  in  me, 
and  I  in  thee  ....  that  the  world  may 
believe  that  thou  hast  sent  me."  Oh! 
may  the  Lord  hasten  the  time  and  enable 
us  thus  to  love  one  another,  not  only  in 
word  and  tongue  but  in  deed  and  truth 
even  as  Christ  hath  loved  us. 

"Guard  every  avenue."  We  should  al- 
ways keep  our  hearts  pure  and  holy,  for 
from  the  abundance  of  the  heart  the 
mouth  speaketh.  He  who  would  keep  his 
heart  pure  must  place  a  guard  at  every 
avenue  by  which  sin  may  have  ac- 
cess. The  child  of  God  has  his  eyes  to  keep 
and  so  Job  said,  "I  have  made  a  covenant 
with  mine  eyes."  He  also  has  his  tongue  to 
bridle  so  we  have  the  exhortation,  "Keep 
thy  tongue  from  evil  and  thy  lips  from 
speaking  guile."  He  has  ears  to  protect, 
so  we  have  the  warning,  "Cease,  my  son, 
to  hear  the  instruction  that  causeth  to 
err."  He  has  his  feet  to  guide  so  David 
said,  "I  have  refrained  my  feet  from  ev- 
ery evil  way,  that  I  might  keep  thy 
word,"  and  since  there  is  no  gate  of  the 
five  senses  by  which  the  enemy  may  not 
come  in  like  a  flood,  unless  the  Spirit  lifts 
up  a  standard  against  him,  so  we  need  to 
place  a  guard  at  every  port,  and  allow 
nothing  to  enter  that  would  hurt  or  de- 
file. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
churches  do  this.  I  believe  this  would  ac- 
complish  much    good. — John    C.    Tharp, 
Tarpon  Springs,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  appreciate  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We 
can  know  within  our  own  minds,  but  if 
we  never  express  ourselves,  you  will  never 
know  how  much  we  love  you  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  has  been  food  to  my 
soul;  there  is  something  in  each  paper 
that  will  be  the  very  thing  we  need. 

I  love  the  Lord  and  intend  to  serve 
Him.  I  have  been  like  the  prodigal  son, 
away  from  the  Lord,  but  I  have  awakened 
and  come  back  to  the  fold.  God  being  my 
helper  I  never  want  to  lose  the  vision  I 
now  have,  I  want  to  be  a  soul  winner  for 
the  Lord  and  use  the  rest  of  my  days  here 
telling  lost  souls  about  the  goodness  of 
God.  There  is  not  a  better  way  of  telling 
the  sweet  story  of  Jesus  than  through 
this  wonderful  paper.  Your  message  is  a 
touch  from  the  Lord,  and  when  I  look  on 
your  face,  in  your  picture  or  personally, 
the  thought  always  comes  to  me,  and  I 
pray  that  as  I  grow  older  I  will  be  able 
to  point  souls  to  God  as  you  have,  dear 
Sister  Harrison.  I  am  determined  to  serve 
God  from  now  on  with  all  my  heart, 
come  what  may,  and  consecrate  my  life 
and  strength  to  His  service,  to  do  His 
whole  will  at  all  times.  I  will  remember 
that  as  I  fully  obey  God's  plain  teaching 
in  His  Word,  He  will  meet  me. — Joey 
(Goins)  Ogle,  Cincinnati,  Ohio. 


He    Is    Not  a    Disappointment 

(Continued    from   page    17) 

around  the  drooping  shoulders,  and  drew 
Pauline  toward  her.  Then,  very  gently, 
she  began  to  talk  of  the  only  One  who 
could  and  would  bear  her  burden — the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ,  who  had  loved  her  so 
much  that  He  had  died  for  her,  and  bore 
her  sins  in  His  own  body  on  the  tree. 
Pauline  listened  without  understanding 
for  some  time — then  a  word  or  two  be- 
gan to  find  its  way  into  her  aching  heart. 
Was  it  true  that  Christ  loved  her — loved 
her  with  a  love  which  wouldn't  fail  her 
as  had  the  so-called  love  she  had  had 
showered  upon  her  in  the  days  of  her 
triumph,  but  which  had  melted  as  snow 
before  a  fire  when  her  triumph  came  to 
an  end?  Very  gently  the  other  woman 
talked  on  and  on  of  that  unfailing  love, 
seeing  the  softened  look  on  Pauline's  face. 
And  presently  the  poor  sufferer  found 
her  refuge  on  that  Almighty  Rock — with 
her  head  buried  in  her  arms  she  sobbed 
out  all  her  sin  and  rebellion,  and  asked  for 
the  forgiveness  which  Christ  has  prom- 
ised to  all  who  come  to  Him.  And  as  she 
prayed,  a  deep  peace  flooded  her  soul,  and 
she  knew  that  His  words  were  true: 
"Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are 
heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 

"Disappointment"  had  been  written  in 
capital  letters  over  Hollywood  and  fame, 
and  in  those  short  fourteen  years  Pauline 
had  learned  the  bitterness  of  the  dregs  of 
life's  cup.  But  now  she  could  sing,  from 
the  bottom  of  a  comforted  heart  which 
had  found  rest  and  peace: 

"I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 

Weary  and  xvorn  and  sad; 
I  found  in  Him  a  resting  place, 
And  He  has  made  me  glad." 

Fourteen  more  years  have  passed  since 
the  day  Pauline  found  peace  and  rest  in 
the  prison  cell,  and  today  her  song  is  the 
same.  She  has  found  that  Jesus  Christ  is 
by  no  means  a  disappointment,  but  He 
saves  and  satisfies.  Not  only  has  He  pro- 
vided for  her  every  need,  both  physical 
and  spiritual,  but  He  has  deigned  to  use 
her  to  bring  others  to  His  side.  Today  she 
delights  to  use  her  voice  in  His  service, 
and  many  a  weary  soul  has  found  the 
Savior  through  her  singing.  But  were  you 
to  ask  her  for  her  favorite  song,  she  would 
tell  you  it  is  this: 

"He  will  never  disappoint  you! 

Jesus  is  far  more  to  me 
Than  in  all  my  glowing  daydreams 

I  had  fancied  He  could  be: 
And  the  more  I  get  to  know  Him, 

So  the  more  I  find  Him  true, 
And  the  more  I  long  that  others 

Should  be  led  to  know  Him,  too." 
— Gospel  Herald. 

If  some  people  could  be  what  they  a>re 
not,  they  would  be  fine  folk. 
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Our  Y.  P.  E.  Poets 

(Continued  from  page  18) 

"TO  MY  FRIENDS" 

Dedicated  to  my  friends 
Since  I  have  started  a  new  life, 

One  that's  upright,  good  and  true, 
I  find  I'm  left  almost  alone, 

With  no  friends  but  a  few. 

Those  whom  once  I  called  my  friends 

Say,  "You  no  longer  care, 
Or  you  still  our  friend  would  be, 

And  with  us  secrets  share." 

Dear  ones,  if  you  could  see  my  heart! 

I  love  you  as  before; 
Many  nights  I  cry  and  weep 

Until  my  heart  is  sore. 

I  plead  and  pray  to  God  that  He 
Might  show  to  you  the  way, 

And  save  your  soul  and  make  you  fit 
For  heaven  some  glad  day. 

I  want  your  friendship  and  your  smile 
Everywhere  that  I  may  go. 

But  unless  you  sacrifice  to  Him, 
I'll  have  to  let  you  go. 

The  world  and  I  are  thru  for  good, 

Its  pleasures  at  me  stare, 
Since  Jesus  saved  my  poor  lost  soul 

From  hell's  dark  grim  despair. 

I  pray  that  you,  sometime,  somewhere 
Will  say,  "Lord,  save  me  now!" 

Then  death's  cold,  chilly,  icy  hands 
Cannot  depress  your  brow. 

NOTE:  The  name  of  the  writer  of  the 
poem  has  been  misplaced. 

What  Is  That  Noise? 

"Now  what  is  that  noise?"  said  the  glad 

New  Year, 
"Now  what  is  that  singular  sound  I  hear, 
As  if  all  the  paper  in  all  the  world 
Were  rattled  and  shaken  and  twisted  and 

twirled?" 
"Oh  that!"  said  the  jolly  Old  Earth,  "is 

the  noise 
Of  all  my  children,  both  girls  and  boys, 
A-turning  over  their  leaves  so  new, 
And  all  to  do  honor,  New  Year,  to  you." 
— The  Sabbath  School  Worker. 

Confession  of  a  Book  Lover 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

girl,  for  which  her  father  would  pay  her 
ten  cents  each,  made  Jane  Hall  the  great- 
est woman  of  her  generation. 

Books  For  the  Month 

"How  to  Win  Friends  and  Influence 
People,"    by  Dale    Carnegie.  Price  $1.98. 

The  sole  purpose  of  this  book  is  to  help 
you  solve  the  biggest  problem  you  face: 
the  problem  of  getting  along  with  and 
influencing  people  in  your  everyday,  bus- 
iness and  social  contacts. 

You  will  make  more  efficient  workers 
for  the  Lord  if  you  will  read  this  book. 

"Little  Known  Facts  About  Well 
Known  People,"  by  Dale  Carnegie. 

The  author  of  "How  to  Win  Friends 
and  Influence  People"  reveals  in  this  fas- 


cinating book  the  unique  traits  of  char- 
acter and  personality  through  which  cele- 
brated men  and  women  rose  to  positions 
of  prominence  and  influence.  It  is  filled 
with  facts  and  stories  which  are  both 
interesting  and  instructive. 

"Twelve  Mighty  Missionaries,"  by  E.  E. 
Enock.  Price  50  cents. 

"Mary  Slessor,  The  Missionary  Heroine 
of  Calabar,"  by  E.  E.  Enock.  Price  50 
cents. 

"Twenty-two  Bible  Lessons  for  Chil- 
dren," by  Luther  A.  Richard.  Price  10 
cents  each;  $1.00  per  dozen. 

Special  price  on  new  indexed  Bibles 
by  John  A.  Dickson:  No.  96L.  Retail 
price — special  at  $10.00.  Only  two  can 
be  had  at  this  price. 

No.  13L.  Retail  at  $17.5  0,  special  at 
$13.00.  Only  one  can  be  had  at  this  price. 

No.  14L.  Retails  at  $21.5  0,  beautiful 
blue  binding,  special  at  $15.00.  Only  one 
available. 

Order  of 

Church  of  God  Publishing  House 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 

Sold  in  Total 

January     Circulation 

Alabama  ..                 ...1242'  3  3  56 

Arizona    14  42 

Arkansas    .                       192  672 

California                          154  3  50 

Colorado                              14  14 

Delaware                             42  98 

Foreign         213  675 

Florida                             45  77  8875 

Georgia                      ...  .2495  6439 

Idaho    28  70 

Illinois                           ..   679  1623 

Indiana     --    140  5  48 

Iowa  5  6  139 

Kansas    26  100 

Kentucky  ...                 .796  2257 

Louisiana    112  308 

Maine  70  220 

Massachusetts  28  56 

Maryland   280  812 

Michigan    182  520 

Minnesota 28  28 

Mississippi 363  1104 

Missouri   140  468 

Montana 112  336 

New  Jersey  .         28  98 

New  Mexico 5  8  184 

North  Carolina  1985  5  595 

North  Dakota  112  266 

Ohio  365  1011 

Oklahoma  211  576 

Oregon    42  126 

Pennsylvania    632  1817 

South  Carolina  3747  10,963 

South  Dakota    98  294 

Tennessee  1569  3973 

Texas   508  15  85 

Virginia   5  81  1644 

Washington    112  150 


Washington,   D.  C.  14  42 

West    Virginia  127  5  3494 


MRS.  J.  D.  BRIGGS, 

President  Y.P.E.,  Big  Spring,  Tex. 

If  you   will   listen   in  over  KBST  each 

Sunday  from  2:00  to  2:30  p.m.,  you  will 

hear  a  program  from  this  place.     W.  W. 

Smethers,  pastor. 


HAZEL  MULLINS,  Hamilton,  Ohio 
Here  is  the  young  lady  who  wrote  the 
article,  "In  the  Garden  of  My  Heart"  in 
the  December  issue.   Read  it  again,  you 
will  enjoy  it  more. 

In  New  York  a  gambling  house  was 
found  to  be  operated  by  relief  checks.  In 
fact,  a  person  could  not  get  in  that 
gambling  den  except  by  showing  a  relief 
check  at  the  door. 

The  grade  of  submission  may  be  steep 
but  all  who  would  go  to  heaven  must 
climb  it  sooner  or  later. 


February,  1940 
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A  Scrub  W 


oman  s  oermon 


When  one  finds  a  good  thing  he  en- 
joys passing  it  to  others.  After  reading  it, 
we  thought,  who  cannot  be  a  preacher? 
All  of  the  theology  may  not  be  strictly 
orthodox  but  the  spirit  has  the  right  ring 
about  it. 

"Please,  sah,  dar  am  a  quar-looking 
pusson  at  the  doah  who  wants  to  see  you. 
She  says  her  name  is  Sophia,  and  dat  she 
am  a  preacher." 

In  the  hall  I  found  the  "quar  pusson." 
As  I  advanced,  she  smiled,  and  all  her 
face  joined  in  as  she  said  with  strong  Ger- 
man accent,  "Oh,  brutter,  at  last  I  have 
got  here.  I  hear  you  tell  of  your  night 
misheneh  (missionary)  work,  und  I  say, 
'Father,  let  me  go  see  this  brutter.'  Today 
He  said,  'Sophia,  you  make  fifty  cents 
yesterday;  now  you  go  down  and  gif  that 
for  the  work,  und  preach  to  the  brutter.' 
'But,  Father,  I  haf  no  sermon.'  Father 
said,  'You  walk  down  und  gif  him  the 
car  fare,  and  I  gif  you  the  sermon  on  the 
way.'  So  here  I  was,  und  here  is  the  mon- 
ey." 

I  hardly  knew  what  to  think  of  her. 
She  had  walked  three  miles  and  given  one 
day's  wages  to  the  cause.  I  felt  if  she 
preached  as  well  as  she  practiced,  I  should 
like  to  hear  her,  so  I  invited  her  in. 

"Yes,"  she  continued,  "I  was  called  to 
scrub  und  preach.  I  was  a  borned  preach- 
er, und  as  I  vas  poor,  I  learned  to  work.  I 
do  good  work,  und  can  be  trusted,  so  the 
people  want  me;  but  if  they  haf  me, 
they  must  have  the  preach  also.  No 
preach,  no  work,  so  I  scrub  as  unto  the 
Lord,  and  preach  to  all  in  the  house. 
Where  do  I  belong?  I  belong  to  Jesus,  and 
I  trusts  God  for  all.  When  I  am  out  of 
work,  I  tell  Father.  He  is  the  best  em- 
ployment office;  you  don't  have  to  pay, 
nor  wait,  He  sends  it  right  away. 

"I  once  went  into  a  minister's  family. 
I  vas  tried  there,  sure.  Why,  brutter,  they 
talk  about  reforming  the  drunkard,  I 
think  the  best  thing  they  could  do  was  to 
reform  the  Christian.  There  are  so  many 
blue,  moldy  Christians;  cemetery  Chris- 
tions,  I  call  them.  They  sits  weeping  and 
wailing  on  tombstones:  they  never  gets 
out  into  the  resurrection  life  of  Christ. 
We  worships  not  a  dead  but  a  risen  Sav- 
ior; and  yet  so  many  stop  at  the  Cross, 
satisfied  with  their  sins  pardoned,  when 
they  should  press  on  to  companionship 
with  the  risen  Lord. 

"Well,  this  minister  was  like  that.  Fa- 
ther used  me  to  bring  him  out  into  the 
light.  One  day  he  said,  'Sophia,  how  can 
I  get  the  power  in  my  sermons  you  get  in 
your  prayer-meeting  experience?' 

"  'Oh,  that's  easy;  you  practice  your 
sermon  a  week  before  you  preach  it.  I 
mean,  you  live  what  you  preach  for  a 
week,  then  fire  low,  and  you  hit  someone 
sure.  Your  sermons  stick  by  the  wall,  you 


fire  too  high.' 

"  'Sophia,'  said  he,  'you  are  always  so 
full,  while  I  am  starved.' 

'That's    your   own    fault;    go   to    the 
table — that's    full;    help    yourself.' 

"  'Oh,  Sophia,'  he  says,  'I  wish  I  had 
your  patience  and  humility.' 

"  'Well,'  I  said,  'you  can't  borrow  from 
me,  I  haf  none  to  spare;  but  if  you  read 
your  Testament  right,  you  get  it.' 

"  What  do  you  mean  I  don't  read  it 
right?  I  read  in  Greek  and  English.' 

"  'But  brutter,  you  don't  read  it  right. 
Brutter  Paul  says  glory  in  tribulation; 
now  G-L-O-R-Y  don't  spell  growl — 
glory,  not  growl — yet  when  trial  comes 
you  growl  like  a  dog  over  a  bone.  If  you 
want  patience,  glory  in  tribulation,  und 
Paul  says  that  tribulation  worketh  pa- 
tience (that's  the  way  to  get  it) ;  und  pa- 
tience, experience;  und  experience,  hope; 
und  hope  maketh  not  ashamed.  See  how 
you  go  up  those  steps  into  a  better  ex- 
perience, when  you  take  the  step  und 
glory  instead  of  growl.  Und  about  hu- 
mility. Peter  says,  Be  clothed  with  hu- 
mility; you  don't  need  to  go  to  any  of 
the  clothing  stores,  for  they  don't  keep 
it;  but  instead  of  looking  enviously  at  me, 
go  ask  Father  for  a  suit  of  humility  for 
yourself.  He  will  clothe  you;  He  is  no 
respecter  of  persons.' 

"  'Well,'  said  he,  'Sophia,  I  dress  poorly, 
while  you  dress  very  well  for  a  scrub 
woman.  How  can  you  afford  it?' 

"  'I  am  a  child  of  the  King,  und  He 
promises  durable  clothing.  When  I  wants 
anything  I  tell  Father  I  want  so-und-so, 
und  if  it  vas  good  for  me  I  always  get  it. 
Sometimes  Father  says,  'That  is  no  good 
for  you,  Sophia.  It  don't  do  to  gif  chil- 
dren all  they  cry  for.' 

"  'For  twelve  years  I  pray,  'O  Father, 
make  me  a  foreign  misheneh.  I  want  to 
go  to  foreign  land  and  preach.'  One  day  I 
pray  that,  und  Father  say,  'Sophia,  stop! 
Where  were  you  borned?'  'Germany,  Fa- 
ther.' 'Where  are  you  now?'  'In  America.' 
'Well,  ain't  you  a  foreign  mishener  al- 
ready?' When  I  see  that,  Father  says  to 
me,  'Who  lives  on  the  floor  above  you?' 
'A  family  of  Swedes.'  'Und  on  the  floor 
above  them?'  'Why,  some  Switzers,  und 
in  the  rear  house  are  Italians,  and  a  block 
away  some  Chinese.'  'Now  you  never  said 
a  word  to  these  people  about  my  Son. 
Do  you  think  I  will  send  you  thousands 
of  miles  away  to  the  foreign  and  heathen, 
when  you've  got  them  all  around,  und 
you  nefer  care  enough  about  them  to 
speak   to  them  about  their  souls?' 

"Well,  I  went  to  work  at  once,  and  I 
find  if  we  do  what  is  at  hand,  He  will 
give  us  more.  I  had  some  money  saved  up, 
und  I  learn  if  I  gif  a  few  dollars  I  could 
send  a  boy  to  school  in  Japan.  I  do  it, 


und  he  is  a  mishener  among  his  own  peo- 
ple. 

"One  day  I  heard  about  the  colored 
people  down  South.  Well,  Father  said, 
'Sophia,  you  can  give  to  that,  sure,  but  I 
vas  stingy-like,  I  felt  bad,  und  Father 
seemed  to  say,  'All  you  haf  I  gif  you,  and 
you  won't  gif  a  little  back.'  I  feel  worser 
until  I  go  to  the  minister  und  gif  him 
enough  to  set  a  woman  to  teach,  and 
now  I  haf  a  woman  teaching  for  me  down 
South.  So  I  was  in  Japan,  down  South, 
und  here  in  New  York,  preaching  in  three 
places.  I  tell  you,  brutter,  it  was  a  pre- 
cious thing  to  work  for  Jesus."  I  felt 
just  then  very  small  indeed,  and  as  I 
looked  at  her  I  lost  sight  of  her  odd  ap- 
pearance, and  saw  her  only  as  the  King's 
daughter.  Here  was  this  woman  working, 
witnessing  for  Christ,  earning  only  a 
trifle,  yet  denying  herself,  educating  a 
missionary,  and  sending  a  teacher  to  the 
South.  What  a  rebuke  to  many  of  us! 

"How  do  you  live,  and  yet  have  so 
much  to  give  away?"  I  asked. 

"Oh,  live  plain;  my  clothes  cost  me 
nuffin  much.  I  only  haf  one  small  room, 
that  is  all  I  vant  here,  but  praise  God,  I 
haf  a  mansion  in  heaven. 

"In  the  morning  I  always  get  down  the 
Bible.  I  call  it  my  love-letter  from  Fa- 
ther. Sometimes  He  scolds  a  little  in  the 
letter,  but  it  vas  for  'reproof  und  correc- 
tion,' and  we  need  that  sometimes.  One 
morning  I  opened  to  the  prayer,  'Our 
Father  which  vas  in  heaven,'  und  I  says, 
'O  Father,  I  know  that  by  heart;  gif  me 
something  fresh.'  That  morning  I  had  no 
money  to  get  breakfast,  but  I  did  not 
worry.  I  thought  I  gets  my  breakfast 
where  I  vas  to  work,  but  they  vas  all 
through  when  I  got  there.  I  say,  'Nefer 
mind,  I  wait  till  dinner.'  Before  dinner 
the  woman  goes  out  and  forgets  all  about 
me — so  no  dinner.  I  got  through  early, 
und  I  vas  so  hungry  I  go  home  ready  to 
cry,  und  I  say,  'Father,  how  is  this?  You 
say  you  neffer  leave  me,  but  I  work  all 
day  without  anything  to  eat,'  und  I  be- 
gan to  complain.  'Look  here,  Sophia,'  said 
Father,  almost  speaking  to  my  soul  plain, 
'look  here,  this  morning  you  read  in  my 
Book,  und  when  you  comes  to  the  daily 
prayer  where  it  says,  'Gif  me  this  day  my 
daily  bread,'  you  don't  read  it;  you  say, 
'Gif  me  something  fresh.  Is  that  stale? 
Because  these  things  come,  you  forget  to 
be  thankful.'  At  once  I  see  where  I  sin, 
und  gets  down  quick,  und  say,  'Father, 
forgif  me:  gif  me  this  day,  my  daily 
bread,  for  Thy  child  is  hungry.' 

"When  I  got  off  my  knees  there  came 
a  knock,  und  my  landlady  vas  there  with 
some  biscuits.  She  said,  'I  thought  you 
were  tired  und  you  might  not  like  to  get 
supper,  so  I  brought  these  in.'  Then  I 
thanked  Father  und  began  to  shout. 

"I  tell  you,  brutter,  we  so  quick  for- 
get  those  everyday  blessings  what   come 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


right  along.  So  many  peoples  nefer  are 
polite  enough  to  say  'Thank  you'  to  God 
for  the  hundred  of  everyday  gifts.  The 
landlady's  husband  heard  me  shouting 
and  came  up.  And  he  is  an  infidel,  but 
he  vas  touched  when  I  told  him  the  an- 
swer to  my  prayers. 

"It  is  precious  to  have  Jesus  only,  und 
to  live  for  Him.  But  now  I  must  go, 
brutter.  I  will  come  again  if  Father  will 
let  me." 

I  saw  her  to  the  door,  bade  her  good- 
night, returned  to  my  room,  and  thanked 
God  for  the  sermon  to  which  I  had  lis- 
tened. I  had  been  sitting  in  heavenly 
places  in  Christ  Jesus.  There  was  about 
the  plain  scrub  woman  an  atmosphere  of 
heaven  that  seemed  to  lift  me  into  closer 
relationship  to  God,  my  Father. — Un- 
known. 

Picture  of  Love 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
know  Him  not,  "I  have  found  Him,  I 
hold  Him  and  I  bring  Him  to  you."  It 
is  here  that  I  have  fellowship  with  Him 
and  I  can  more  thoroughly  understand 
what  He  meant  when  He  said,  "We  are 
laborers  together  with  God."  So,  dear 
reader,  take  a  look,  hard  and  long,  at  the 
picture  of  love.  See  it,  view  it,  see  it  in 
Him,  and  feel  it  in  you,  seeking,  calling, 
inviting,  beseeching  souls  to  come  to  His 
garden,  for  it  is  in  His  garden  that  souls 
find  Him.  It  is  the  garden  of  truth,  yes, 
the  garden  where  mercy  and  truth  stroll 
together,  where  grace  and  wisdom  are 
in  conference,  meekness  and  righteousness 
are  esteemed  and  appreciated,  where  giv- 
ing all  and  forgiving  everything  sit  to- 
gether in  sweet  communion.  There  our 
soul  will  find  Him  and  it  is  there  that  our 
soul  can  delight  in  Him.  The  Psalmist 
said,  "In  thy  presence  is  fulness  of  joy; 
at  thy  right  hand  there  are  pleasures  for 
evermore."  Now,  may  you  get  into  the 
heart  of  this  text  to  seek  Him,  find  Him, 
hold  Him,  bring  Him  and  enjoy  Him,  and 
when  He  comes  meet  Him  in  the  air. 
Amen. 

Contestants  for   Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.    W.   O.    Boheler.    Lavon.a,    Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy,    Tcnn. 

Carroll   James,    Rt.    2,    Box    91,    Forrest  City,   Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett.    W.    Va. 

Marie  Roberts,  934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan,    N.    Mex. 

Geneva   Kennedy,    11th    St.,    Judson,    Greenville,  S.  C. 

Jessie  Singleton,  2407  Decatur  Ave..  Ft.  Worth.Tex. 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St..    Rt.    2,    Kan- 

napolis,    N.    C. 
Doris  Parrish,    1509    33rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Bennie  DeLay,   834   W.   Marietta  St.,   Atlanta,   Ga. 
Mildred   Richie.    Rt.   4,  St.   Elmo,  Tenn. 

Mabel  Foster 

Greenville,  S.  C.  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 


Honor  Roll 

Mrs.  B.  S.  Moody,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 

S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Rosa  Bell  Cassell,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 

W.  A.  Shaw,  Kingston,  Jam.,  B.W.I. 

L.  G.  Leverett,  Langley,  S.  C. 

Brother  W.  A.  Shaw  and  Brother  L.  G. 
Leverett  of  South  Carolina  sold  the  same 
number  of  papers  and  got  their  money 
in  on  time. 

"Home  Scenes" 

Send  for  your  copy  of  the  new  play, 
"Home  Scenes,"  and  use  it  in  your 
church.  It  will  make  a  more  lasting  im- 
pression on  the  minds  of  your  people  than 
a  dozen  sermons  on  "The  Home,"  will 
make. 

Two  young  married  couples  start  out 
in  their  new  homes;  one  chooses  Christ 
as  the  foundation,  the  other  builds  on 
a  desire  for  wealth  and  fame.  It  carries 
them  on  through  life  and  shows  the  end- 
ing. One  enjoys  the  evening  of  life,  the 
other  closes  with  sorrow  and  disappoint- 
ment. A  wonderful  sermon  for  young 
folks.  Price  2  5c. 

Mildred  King  of  Marietta,  Ga.  writes: 
"Recently  we  gave  the  play  "Home 
Scenes"  in  our  Y.  P.  E.  It  was  very  im- 
pressive and  inspiring  to  the  people." 

Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 
How  a  Presbyterian  minister's  wife 
was  led  into  the  holiness  way.  You  will 
enjoy  this  little  book.  Send  one  to  that 
friend  whom  you  are  trying  to  win  for 
Christ.  Order  today  from  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  Price  3  5c. 

"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5  c. 


Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5  c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Attention,  State  Y.  P.  E.  Supts. 

We  have  several  hundred  back  num- 
bers of  the  Lighted  Pathway  that  we 
would  like  to  dispose  of.  We  will  let  you 
have  them  at  3  cents  and  give  you  full 
credit  for  them  in  the  contest.  We  will 
not  accept  orders  until  the  first  of  Feb- 
ruary. We  want  to  give  time  for  all  to 
get  this  paper  and  have  an  equal  chance. 
Let  us  have  your  order  by  February  1. — 
Editor. 


Notice  to  Gideons 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon  you 
do  not  need  to  order  again  unless  you 
desire  to  change  your  order.  Your  papers 
will  be  sent  to  you  each  month.  If  you 
do  write  to  order  more  or  less  papers, 
please  mention  what  issue  you  are  order- 
ing. 

NEW  GIDEONS 

Mrs.   Jesse    R.    Burlcett,    Abingdon,    Va. 

Mrs.   Britton    Pruitt,    Chilhowie,   Va. 

Mrs.    W.    T.    Bradley,    Wellford,    S.    C. 

Miss   Mayme    Martin,   Carriers   Mills,    III. 

Beatrice    Palmer,    Morrison,    Tenn. 

James    B.    Reesor,    Willow    City,    N.    Dak. 

Miss    Lyda    Means,    Charleston,    W.    Va. 

Elmer    Thomas.    Vanceburg,    Ky. 

Tracy    Horn,    Ravenna,    Ky. 

E.    B.    Lyles,   Plant  City,    Fla. 

Maebell    Green,    Madisonville,    Tenn. 

W.   H.   Brooks,    Hugo,    Okla. 

Fay    Fipps,    St.    Louis,    Mo. 

Mary   Daniel.    Palmetto,   Fla. 

A.    H.    Griffin,    Thomaston,    Ga. 

S.   L.  Bennett,  Columbus,   Ga. 

Pearl    Marrion,    Columbus,    Ga. 

M.   W.   Oheaun,   Donaldsonville,   Ga. 

Mrs.   Clyde   Ogle,    Sanford,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Gladys    Berger,    Lawrenceville,    111. 

Eual    Rice,    Freeburn,    Ky. 

Ella    Sifford,    Newport,    Tenn. 

Miss  Ollie   Ree   Evans.   Brookhaven,   Miss. 

Elizabeth  Hazellief,   Okeechobee,  Fla. 

Mrs.    Matthew    Heron,    Adamsville,    Ala. 

Lola   Van   Dorn,    Pine   River,    Minn. 

Mrs.   C.    G.    Stone.    Mechanicsburg,    Pa. 

Lloyd    Jones,    High    Shoals,    N.    C. 

Hubert   Keith,   Dayton,  Tenn. 

Marie   Benton,   Ochlochee,   Ga. 

Bill   Marks,   Moultrie,   Ga. 

A.   H.   Landen,   Dowling  Park,   Fla. 

Nellie  Hedger,    Eldorado,   111. 

Norone   Dodd,    Oak   Grove,   La. 

C.   W.    Kerce,   Jr..    LaBelle,   Fla. 

Mrs.    Etta   Roper,   Goldville,   S.   C. 

James  C.    Counts,   Trafford.   Ala. 

Margaret  Smith,  Johnson  City,  Tenn. 

Mrs.   R.   L.    Stewart,   Beaufort,    S.   C. 

Bill    Difevers,    Kettle    Island,    Ky. 

Lessie    Williams,    Cosby,    Tenn. 

Pearl  Brewer,   Camden,   S.  C. 

Mrs.    Lily   Cooper,    Rock   Hill,   S.   C. 

Mrs.  S.  B.   McCane,  Mann,  W.  Va. 

Mrs.   Lee   Hall,   Bogalusa,    La. 

Mrs.    Paul    Seelye,    E.    Akron,    Ohio. 

Raymond   Rhemel,    Coalmont,   Ind. 

Mae  Belle  Lynn,   Manatee,  Fla. 

Mrs.  Addie  Black,  Fort  Mill,  S.  C. 

Pennie    Courson,    West    Green,    Ga. 

Mrs.   Minerva   Pool,   Hazelhurst,   Ga. 

H.   H.   Beasley,   Jasper,   Fla. 

Mrs.   J.   C.   Brooks,   Bennettsville,   S.   C. 

Bernice    Schubert,    LaFayette,    Ga. 

Veneda   H.    Denney.   Jackson,   Ohio 

Roland  Fields,   Hope  Mills,   N.  C. 

Theodiu   Allen,   Hope   Mills,   N.   C. 

Margerette  Blackwell,   Hope   Mills,   N.  C. 

Bessie    Lowery,    Sparta,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Margaret   Smith,    Johnson    City,    Tenn. 

W.    I.    Head,    Afton,    Tenn. 

Mrs.   Pearl  Troxler,  Gibsonville,   N.  C. 

Mrs.    Elmer  Milan,   Pell   City,   Ala. 

Mirgie   Lee   Layfield,   Ft.   White,    Fla. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to   the   general   welfare   and   spiritual 

uplift  of  out  young  people 

everywhere 

Published    Monthly  at   the 

CHURCH   OF   GOD   PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


ALDA    B.    HARRISON,    Editor 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year #1.00 

Rolls  of  14 $1.00 


Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,   Cleveland,   Term. 


February,  1940 


Page  27] 


g?S|e 


*ie*$ 


Mi 


ission 


$age 


Special  Notice  to  All  Y.  P.  E's 

Would  you  like  to  help  some  poor 
heathen  in  a  far-away  land?  If  so,  please 
put  the  following  play  on  in  your  church, 
just  as  realistic  as  possible.  Then  receive 
an  offering  for  foreign  missions.  I  am 
sure  there  will  be  a  reward  at  the  end  of 
the  way. 
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A  Call  From  Foreign  Lands 

BY  VERLENE  McCAY 
Characters : 

Two  Chinese,  several  children. 

Two  Indians,  several  children. 

Two  Africans,  several  children. 

Two  Japanese,  several  children. 

Two  Russians,  several  children. 

Two  American  missionaries  (man  and 
wife). 

Angel. 

Mrs.  Smith. 

Mrs.  Brown. 

COSTUMES: 

Chinese:  Big  loose  robes. 

Indians:  Large  loose  garments,  shawls 
or  wraps  thrown  over  shoulders.  Cloth 
over  head. 

Africans:  Brown  stockings  pulled  over 
head.  Sack  shirts  ravelled  around  bottom. 

Japanese:  Big  flowered  loose  robs.  Fans. 

Russians:  Long  dark  skirts,  large  loose 
blouses,  cloth  tied  over  head. 

American  missionaries:  Dressed  for 
traveling,  suitcase  bearing  sign,  "Ameri- 
can Missionaries." 

Angel:  Long  white  robe,  crown  and 
wand. 

Mrs.  Smith:   Street  dress. 

Mrs.  Brown:  Nice  house  dress. 
SCENERY  AND  MATERIAL 
NEEDED 

Living    room    scene:      Traveling   bag, 
cardboard  signs     bearing  the     following 
words:  China,  India,  Africa,  Japan,  Rus- 
ria,  American  Missionary. 
Scene  I 

(Mrs.  Brown  seated  in  living  room 
reading.  Knock  is  heard  on  door.) 

Mrs.  Brown  (going  to  door):  Come 
in,  Mrs.  Smith. 

Mrs.  Smith:  Hello,  Mrs.  Brown.  I  just 
dropped  in  to  see  if  you  would  donate  a 
little  for  foreign  missions.  You  see  our 
church  is  putting  on  a  special  mission 
drive  for  the  foreigners  who  do  not  know 
anything  about  Jesus.  I  have  just  read  our 
latest  foreign  mission  paper  and  the  cries 
of  those  poor  heathen  for  help  is  heart- 
breaking. 

Mrs.  Brown:  Well,  Mrs.  Smith,  I  pay 
my  church  dues  and  also  my  social  club 
dues  and  I  feel  that  is  all  I  am  required  to 
do.'  I  don't  feel  responsible  for  all  those 


foreigners.  Besides,  I  am  planning  a  vaca- 
tion in  Europe  for  Betty  and  me  this 
summer  and  this  will  cost  quite  a  bit.  I'm 
afraid  you'll  have  to  see  someone  else  for 
your  donations. 

Mrs.  Smith:  Well,  I'm  sorry,  Mrs. 
Brown,  that  you  feel  this  way  about  this 
cause  but  it  is  so  needful.  We  have  the 
privilege  of  knowing  about  the  Savior  and 
His  love  in  our  dear  country,  but  oh! 
those  poor  heathen — and  they're  so  eager 
to  learn. 

Mrs.  Brown:  I'm  sorry,  but  I  don't 
feel  impressed. 

Mrs.  Smith:  Well,  I  had  better  go 
along — but  I  am  going  to  pray  for  God 
to  open  your  eyes  and  reveal  to  you  the 
need  of  foreign  missions.  Good-bye,  Mrs. 
Brown.   (Mrs.  Smith  leaves.) 

Mrs.  Brown:  Well,  lJm  glad  she  has 
gone.  The  nerve  of  her.  (yawns)  I  feel  a 
bit  sleepy — I  believe  I'll  sleep  a  few  min- 
utes before  the  children  get  home.  (Lays 
head  on  chair  and  closes  eyes.) 

(Angel  enters  and  moves  slowly  to- 
ward Mrs.  Brown.  Waves  wand  over  head 
as  if  to  put  her  to  sleep,  then  steps  back- 
ivard  to  a  corner  and  keeps  watch.) 

(Chinese  group  enters  slowly,  the  first 
one  has  the  sign  "China"  across  breast. 
Stand  to  one  side.) 

First  Chinese:  We  are  from  China, 
across  the  sea  from  you.  We  are  con- 
stantly in  danger  of  war  and  flood.  Sin 
is  on  every  hand — Oh!  how  we  need  the 
love  of  Jesus.  So  many  are  dying  unsaved. 
A  few  pennies  from  you  would  help  us 
so  much.  Could  you  send  us  someone  to 
tell  us  of  Jesus?  (Steps  aside  and  starts 
forming  circle.) 

(Indian  group  enters  slowly,  carrying 
sign  "India."  Approach  Mrs.  Brown, 
speaks,  forms  circle.) 

First  Indian:  We  are  from  India 
where  women  are  treated  like  slaves,  beat- 
en and  trodden  under  foot.  There  is  sick- 
ness on  every  hand;  lepers,  blind,  lame, 
dying  without  God.  Oh,  if  we  only  had 
someone  to  tell  us  about  the  true  and  liv- 
ing God  instead  of  these  idols  we  must 
worship. 

(Japanese  group  enters  slowly,  carrying 
sign  "Japan."  They  approach  Mrs.  Brawn, 
speak  and  join  with  others.) 

First  Japanese:  We  are  from  Japan 
where  there  is  war  and  strife,  trouble  on 
every  hand.  Oh!  how  we  need  the  love  of 
a  Savior.  Could  you  help  us?" 

(African  group  enters  slowly,  carrying 
sign  "Africa."  They  speak  and  join 
others.) 

First  African:  We  are  from  Africa, 


that  dark  land  where  so  many  are  dying 
unsaved.  Jungles,  terrifying  heat,  fevers 
raging  and  the  cries  of  the  lost  on  every 
hand.  A  little  sacrifice  on  your  part  would 
help  us  so  much. 

(Russian  group  enters,  speaks,  and 
takes  place  with  others,  forming  a  circle.) 

First  Russian:  We  are  from  Russia. 
We  have  no  religious  freedom.  Our  people 
are  dying  without  God.  We  need  help  so 
badly.  We  must  hide  to  worship  the  true 
and  living  God.  Couldn't  you  help  just 
a  little?  You  have  so  much." 

(American  missionaries  enter  slowly, 
carrying  traveling  bag  with  the  sign, 
"American  Missionaries"  on  side  of  it. 
Stand  on  opposite  side  of  foreigners.) 

Missionary:  We  are  American  mis- 
sionaries. We  have  sacrificed  our  fair  land 
of  America,  our  home  and  loved  ones, 
every  earthly  thing  that  is  dear  to  us  to 
go  to  a  far-away  land  to  carry  the  story 
of  Christ.  The  nights  will  be  lonely  and 
the  days  so  long,  but  someone  must  go. 
If  you  would  help  us,  it  would  make 
things  a  little  easier  for  us,  we  who  have 
sacrificed  so  much.  Could  you  spare  just 
a  little  to  send  us  on  our  way? 

All  Together:  Won't  you  please, 
please  help  us?" 

(All  turn  and  march  slowly  out,  leav- 
ing Mrs.  Brown  and  angel.  Angel 
walks  slowly  over  to  Mrs.  Brown, 
who  is  still  asleep,  an  J  again  waves  wand 
over  her  head.  She  awakes  and  rubs  eyes. 
Jumps  up.) 

Mrs.  Brown:  Oh!  I  must  have  been 
asleep.  I'm  so  glad  it  was  a  dream.  I 
didn't  know  it  was  like  that.  I'll  help,  yes, 
I  who  have  everything.  I'll  call  Mrs. 
Smith  up  right  now  and  tell  her  to  put  me 
down  for  one  hundred  dollars.  I  must  help 
carry  the  message  of  Christ  to  those  poor 
people  in  far-away  lands. 
(Curtain) 

Receive  mission  offering. 

A  Search  in  Vain 

By  Verlene  McCay 

The  pageant  used  at  the  Assembly  will 
be  good  for  your  church.  Price  2  5c.  Or- 
der from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn. 

The  profit  from  this  pageant  goes  to 
a  worthy  student  fund  for  Bible  Training 
School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Last  night,  under  the  leadership  of  my 
mother,  we  dramatized  "A  Search  in 
Vain."  The  city  hall  was  our  auditorium. 
In  our  audience  was  the  mayor,  the  city 
aldermen,  the  local  Baptist  and  Method- 
ist ministers,  the  state  superintendent  of 
the  Assembly  of  God,  and  many  other 
prominent  citizens.  Our  program  was 
such  a  success  that  we  have  been  asked 
to  put  it  on  three  nights  in  succession. 
This  will  enable  every  one  to  see  it.  The 
city  hall  was  filled  to  its  capacity.  There 
were  45  0  even  if  the  night  was  rainy  and 
stormy. — Gabriella  McKeough. 
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Our  Personal  or  Impersonal  Friend? 


Pauline  Weaver 


I  wonder  today  just  how  many  Chris- 
tians have  the  Lord  as  a  personal  friend 
or  just  as  a  mere  acquaintance.  I  can't  help 
but  notice  so  many  people  who  have  sal- 
vation and  yet  their  conception  of  Friend 
Jesus  is  not  half  as  personal  as  that  of 
their  best  girl  or  boy  friend.  It  seems  to 
me  that  if  more  people  would  get  on  a 
personal  basis  with  the  Lord  there  would 
be  fewer  backsliders  and  many  more  con- 
secrated lives.  Just  as  not  knowing  and 
confiding  entirely  in  your  husband  or 
wife  will  lead  to  unhappiness  or  divorce 
so  will  not  entirely  knowing  Jesus  lead  to 
a  half-hearted  Christian  experience  or  a 
spiritual  divorce. 

Mighty  or  Almighty?  Have  you  ever 
seen  a  person  who  seemed  to  think  of  God 
only  as  another  human  being!  I  have 
noticed  people  who  seemed  to  think  that 
because  God  did  not  work  some  special 
miracle,  give  them  a  blessing  whenever 
they  asked  or  allow  them  the  best  things 
of  life,  they  had  a  right  to  complain  or 
even  give  up  their  experience.  It  seems 
to  me  that  they  think  the  Lord  is  de- 
pendent upon  them  to  run  the  world. 
Oh,  that  men  would  wake  up  to  the  fact 
that  God  is  more  than  mighty — He  is 
Almighty!  No  matter  if  you  do  think  you 
are  mighty,  remember  that  God  is  so 
much  mightier,  that  He  could  with  but 
one  look  snatch  all  your  worldly  goods 
and  even  your  life. 

KING  JESUS  OR  FRIEND  JESUS? 
While,  as  we  have  just  said,  it  is  necessary 
to  consider  Jesus  as  Almighty,  it  is  also 
necessary  to  recognize  Him  as  a  personal 
near  friend.  If  we  can  go  to  the  Lord,  tell 
Him  our  very  hope,  plan,  ambition,  de- 
sire, heartache,  trial,  tribulation  or  temp- 
tation, and  lean  upon  Him,  asking  Him 
for  peace,  patience,  love,  or  grace,  then 
our  experience  is  a  personal  one.  But  if 
we  get  down  to  pray,  using  only  correct- 
ly phrased  sentences,  talking  as  if  we 
were  making  a  speech  to  Mr.  Roosevelt, 
or  Hitler,  not  putting  in  our  heart's  per- 
sonal cry,  then  we  see  and  speak  to  Him 
only  as  King  and  not  as  a  friend.  Oh,  that 
He  may  teach  us  to  realize  He  is  King, 
and  yet,  more  divinely,  more  real,  great- 
er even — He  is  Friend. 

One  who  notices  or  One  who  cares? 
Do  you  think  of  Christ  as  a  person  who 
merely  notices  you,  or  one  who  cares  for 
you?  I  wish  that  it  were  possible  that  ev- 
ery heart  be  made  bare  and  the  figure 
shown  of  the  hearts  who  really  believe 
that  the  Lord  cares  what  happens  to 
them.  Have  you  always  been  able  to  look 
toward  heaven  when  anything  happened 
and  realize  without  the  slightest  doubt 
that  the  Lord  was  not  noticing  your  mis- 
fortunes   and    heartaches,    but    that    He 


cared  about  them?  Or  have  there  been 
times  when  in  your  heart  the  little  imp, 
"Doubt,"  crept,  and  you  have  wondered 
how  the  Lord  seemed  to  care  for  you  and 
your  life,  when  there  were  so  many  other 
more  worth-while  people,  while  you  and 
your  problems  were  so  insignificant  to 
Him?  Well,  regardless  of  what  we  have 
thought,  He  cares!  Remember,  "The  hairs 
of  your  head  are  numbered."  Surely,  if  He 
keeps  count  of  our  hairs,  why  wouldn't 
He  of  our  happiness  and  unhappiness  in 
this  life? 

In  small  or  large  things?  Most  anyone 
can  go  to  the  Lord  and  pray  about  some- 
thing which  is  great  and  will  affect  their 
whole  life,  but  just  how  many  people  go 
to  the  Lord  for  the  little,  everyday  mys- 
teries of  life?  I  believe,  after  all,  that  this 
is  the  supreme  test  of  our  conceptions  of 
Christ.  If  you  can  truthfully  and  sin- 
cerely say  that  you  tell  the  Lord  your 
very  smallest  problems,  and  ask  His  help 
on  the  day's  smallest  job,  you  can  say 
you  know  the  Lord  as  the  personal  and 
confidential  Friend — the  one  "who  stick- 
eth  closer  than  a  brother."  This  is  impor- 
tant, too,  because  as  "the  little  foxes  spoil 
the  vine"  so  do  the  little  daily  mistakes 
spoil  a  person's  life.  Let  your  mind  wan- 
der a  bit  to  some  of  the  worst  things  you 
have  ever  done  in  life.  Now  think  of  the 
beginning!  Wasn't  there  a  very  little 
wrong  step  at  the  start?  Wasn't  there  a 
very  small,  insignificant  thing  that  began 
it  all?  Maybe  you  made  one  little  decision 
wrong,  not  thinking  it  would  ever 
amount  to  anything.  Or  maybe  you  un- 
thinkingly gave  over  to  a  little  tempta- 
tion. So  you  see  that  surely  little  things 
are  the  most  important.  Let's  let  God 
solve  the  little  problems — and  I  believe 
with  all  my  heart  there  will  be  fewer  big 
problems. 

Why  not  as  personal  Friend?  Perhaps 
as  you  have  heard  the  lesson,  you  have  de- 
cided that  you  don't  know  the  Lord  as 
personally  as  you  wish,  that  He  is  more  of 
an  impersonal  friend  than  a  personal  one; 
why  not  decide  now  that  you  will  take 
Him  as  your  nearest  and  dearest;  start 
telling  Him  your  smallest  wishes  and 
trials?  I  think  that  perhaps  the  greatest 
thing  that  ever  happened  to  me  was  the 
day  when  I  decided  to  let  the  Lord  run 
my  life.  I  loved  the  Lord.  I  was  a  Chris- 
tian, but  I  had  never  learned  to  depend 
and  lean  upon  Him  as  I  did  that  time. 
Everything  seemed  to  have  gone  wrong: 
I  had  been  hurt,  and  there  seemed  not  a 
person  to  tell  or  a  thing  to  do.  It  was  sun- 
set, the  Lord  was  ending  a  day  in  His 
magnificent  way,  all  was  peaceful  except 
my  heart,  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  a 
voice  spoke  and  said,  so  sweetly,  so  peace- 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

fully,  "Why  not  let  me  work  out  this 
problem?"  Honestly,  I  know  I  shall  never 
forget  that  day.  No,  not  even  that  min- 
ute! I  lifted  my  head,  I  looked  up  at  the 
sky,  and  I  realized  then  just  how  foolish 
I  had  been  in  trying  to  smoothe  out  my 
life.  I  felt  the  tears  come  into  my  eyes 
and  without  uttering  a  sound  I  thanked 
the  Lord  for  teaching  me  my  greatest  les- 
son and  then  I  put  my  life  entirely  into 
His  hands.  Oh,  what  a  blessed  peace 
flooded  my  soul!  As  that  day  died,  about 
that  time,  so  died  the  unhappiness,  the 
vexation  in  my  heart!  Since  then,  at 
times,  I  have  failed  to  always  remember 
that  God  is  working  out  my  life,  but  I 
have  never  been  as  I  was  that  day.  Just 
now,  why  won't  everyone  allow  the  Lord 
to  live  your  life  for  you?  Without  a 
doubt,  you  will  find  more  happiness  than 
ever  before. 

Be  On  Hand  With  the  Proof 

Two  girls  met  one  morning  in  the 
cloakroom  of  a  business  house  where  both 
were  employed.  One  looked  weary  and 
listless  and  dissatisfied;  the  other  was 
bright  of  face,  and  with  an  unmistakable 
light  of  contentment  in  her  clear  eyes. 

"I  attended  the  Kane  Club  dance  last 
night,"  the  tired  one  said,  trying  to 
smooth  down  her  carelessly-arranged  hair. 
"Didn't  get  in  until  after  one  o'clock; 
that's  the  third  party  this  week,  so  far, 
and  I'm  about  'all  in,'  as  they  say."  Then, 
as  she  turned  from  the  mirror:  "I  don't 
see  how  you  manage  to  pass  your  eve- 
nings, Barbara;  you  don't  dance  or  do 
hardly  any  of  the  things  the  rest  of  us 
do  for  amusement.  I  should  think  you'd 
be  frightfully  lonely." 

The  bright-eyed  girl  smiled  serenely. 
"Not  a  bit!"  she  answered  unhesitatingly, 
"I'm  never  lonely.  I  have  my  books  and 
my  friends  and  occasional  good  enter- 
tainments that  don't  keep  me  out  un- 
reasonably late,  besides  my  class  and 
church  work.  My  evenings  are  always 
full — and  always  enjoyable." 

"You  look  as  if  you  meant  it,"  the 
other  said  enviously,  without  further 
argument;  and  truly  there  could  be  no 
doubt  of  the  truth  of  the  statement;  a 
look  at  the  bright  face  was  sufficient 
proof. 

But  let  us  suppose  this  girl  had  an- 
swered her  companion  as  many  might 
have  done:  "Of  course,  I  am  lonely  eve- 
nings, but  I  do  not  approve  of  the 
amusements  you  speak  of,  and  consider  it 
my  duty  to  refrain  from  them."  This  an- 
swer might  be  perfectly  true  and  bravely 
given,  but  is  there  anything  in  it  that 
would  make  the  other  girl  want  to  try 
the  better  way  for  herself?  Would  it  not 
rather  be  a  tacit  acknowledgment  that 
the  professed  religion  was  insufficient  to 
afford  pleasure  and  satisfaction? 

If  we  have  confidence  in  the  healing 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  die  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.   Let  us  bear   this  in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
gsaless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar  of   prayer  and   accept  Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic,  "Sowing  and  Reaping" 

Scripture  lesson,  Matt.  13:1-8 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

Jesus  knew  the  hearts  of  the  people 
with  whom  He  came  in  contact,  and 
what  it  would  take  to  get  the  truths  of 
His  kingdom  to  their  hearts.  The  parable 
of  the  sower  is  one  of  the  best  given  that 
so  clearly  illustrates  the  heart  of  man  in 
regard  to  receiving  the  Word  of  God. 
Jesus  did  not  use  anything  foreign  to  il- 
lustrate His  truths,  but  the  simplest 
things  that  could  be  seen  every  day  by 
those  who  heard  Him.  When  the  Word 
comes  to  us  we  find  there  is  some  prep- 
aration to  be  made  before  we  receive  it. 
Every  one  must  put  forth  an  effort  and 
be  willing  to  receive  the  truth  before  he 
can  become  a  follower  of  Christ.  Some  of 
the  things  necessary  for  sowing  are: 

1.  Preparation:  Jer.  4:3;  Hosea  10:12. 

Our  hearts  are  termed  as  fallow  ground 
and  we  are  admonished  in  the  above 
scriptures  just  what  we  must  do.  Fallow 
ground  is  land  suitable  for  cultivation 
but  not  sowed.  Sometimes  it  has  been 
plowed  or  broken  up,  harrowed  and  then 
left  idle  or  unsown.  This  is  typical  of  so 
many  hearts  today;  some  get  broken  up 
and  never  do  receive  the  good  seed,  while 
others  receive  the  seed  and  fail  to  keep 
out  the  things  of  the  world,  then  soon  die 
spiritually  and  are  as  barren  as  they  were 


before.  Our  heart  is  the  garden  spot  of 
our  soul,  so  we  should  get  everything 
cleared  away,  plow  deep  and  the  seed  will 
grow  and  in  time  bring  forth  the  harvest. 
The  way  to  get  our  hearts  broken  up  is 
to 

2.  Believe:  Heb.  11:6;  John  3:36;  Rom. 
10:17. 

After  we  acknowledge  our  faith  in  the 
Lord  our  next  step  is 

3.  Repent:  Psa.  51:4,  17;  32:5;  Isa.  1: 
16,   17,   18;   55:6,  7;  Prov.  28:13. 

After  we  become  children  of  God  the 
seed  has  just  begun  to  grow.  Our  thoughts 
are  on  things  of  the  Lord  and  we  desire 
to  do  His  will,  so  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit 
will  be  manifest  in  our  lives  every  day.  I 
love  the  little  poem  at  the  end  of  the  les- 
son which  I  learned  when  a  small  child 
in  school.  It  would  be  good  for  us  to 
memorize  and  it  may  be  of  some  use  to  us 
in  our  spiritual  life. 

The  result  of  our  sowing  will  be  deter- 
mined by  the  way  we  apply  the  Word  of 
God  to  our  lives.  The  kind  of  soil  in  our 
hearts  will  also  be  made  manifest  by  the 
kind  of  lives  we  live.  Jesus  explains  to  His 
disciples  the  parable  of  the  sower  in  Matt. 
13:18-24. 

Kinds  of  Seed 

There  are  only  two  kinds  of  seed  to  be 
sown — good  and  evil.  The  fruits  of  each 
are — 

Evil,  Gal.  5:19-21;  Good,  Gal.  5:22, 
23. 

Reward  of  Sowing 

Psa.    5  8:11;    19:9-11;   Job   4:8;    Prov. 
22:8;  Hosea   10:13;  Matt.    16:27;     Gal. 
6:7;  Rev.  22:12-14. 
Blessedness  of  Sowing  and  Reaping  For 
the  Lord 

Psa.  1:1-3;  126:6;  Gal.  6:8,  9. 

Sorrow  of  Evil  Sowing  and  Reaping 

Isa.  5:20-24;  Psa.  145:20;  Prov.  11: 
5,  21;  Rom.  6:23;  Rev.  21:8. 

There  are  many  more  valuable  truths 
concerning  this  lesson  that  we  could  add 
but  will  suggest  that  Bible  characters  be 
used  to  illustrate  the  following  and  tell 
the  result  of  each — 

1.  Evil  fruit:  Adultery,  strife,  drunk- 
enness, idolatry,  wrath,  envy.  Good  fruit: 
Love,  joy,  peace,  longsuffering,  temper- 
ance, meekness. 
"Kind  hearts  are  the  gardens; 
Kind  thoughts  are  the  roots; 
Kind  words  are  the  blossoms; 
Kind  deeds  are  the  fruits; 
Love  is  the  bright  sunshine 
That  warms  into  life, 
For  only  in  darkness 
Can  there  be  any  strife." 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Ottis  Hewett 

Topic,  "Elements  of  Success  in  Personal 

Soul  Winning" 

Scripture,  2  Tim.  2:15 

Thoughts  for  Leader 

"If  a  man  have  an  hundred  sheep,  and 


one  of  them  be  gone  astray,  doth  he  not 
leave  the  ninety  and  nine,  and  seeketh 
that  which  is  gone  astray?"  Matt.  18:12. 
That  is  to  say,  the  alpha  and  omega  of 
Christianity  is  soul-winning,  and  every 
letter  between  the  first  and  last  should 
be  permeated  by  the  spirit  which  seeks 
the  lost.  It  is  not  enough  to  be  evangelical. 
We  must  be  evangelistic.  The  evangelical 
church  is  a  reservoir  of  pure  water  with- 
out a  pipe  running  anywhere.  The  evange- 
listic church  is  a  reservoir  of  pure  water 
with  a  pipe  to  every  heart  in  the  com- 
munity, and  every  nation  in  the  world. 
Revivalism  is  fishing  with  a  great  net; 
personal  soul-winning  is  fishing  with  a 
single  hook.  Both  are  right;  but  all  Chris- 
tians cannot  handle  the  big  net,  while  all 
can  use  the  single  hook.  All  Christians  are 
to  be  fishers  of  men. 

Tact  and  Contact 

"Tact,"  says  Webster,  "is  a  quick  or 
intuitive  appreciation  of  what  is  proper, 
fitting  or  right;  the  mental  ability  or  do- 
ing and  saying  the  right  thing  at  the  right 
time  so  as  not  to  unjustly  offend  or  an- 
ger." Without  tact  we  would  be  a  blun- 
dering mass  of  mistakes.  Tact  knows 
what  to  do  and  when  and  how  to  do  it. 
Nearly  always  there  is  a  better  way  to  do 
and  say  things.  The  reason  some  people 
have  more  success  is  because  they  are  al- 
ways seeking  the  best  way  to  tell  the  peo- 
ple of  their  sinful  condition.  Christ  used 
tact  in  His  reply  to  the  unreasonable 
Pharisees  in  Matt.  22:21.  Paul  used  tact 
in  so  many  places  that  it  is  impossible  to 
name  them  all.  Paul  was  of  all  men, 
"most  crafty."  If  Philip  had  blurted  out 
to  the  eunuch  in  Acts  8,  "Are  you  a 
Christian?  if  not,  you  are  going  to  hell; 
repent,  or  you  will  be  damned,"  he  might 
have  spoiled  his  chances  for  doing  good. 
Instead,  he  perceived  the  situation  and 
asked  the  question  that  brought  on  other 
conversation.  Fishermen  teach  us  the 
value  of  tact  in  choosing  bait  for  differ- 
ent kinds  of  fish.  How  can  I  have  tact? 
It  comes  from  God  in  answer  to  prayer. 
"If  any  of  you  lack  wisdom  (tact),  let 
him  ask  of  God,  that  giveth  to  all  men 
(and  women  alike)  liberally,  and  up- 
braideth  not;  and  it  shall  be  given."  Jas. 
1:5. 

Contact  is  the  coming  together  of  two 
bodies  in  space.  Contact  is  tact  put  into 
practice.  Samson  had  strength  but  it  was 
useless  until  he  applied  it  to  the  mighty 
pillars  of  the  massive  temple.  What  is  the 
use  of  a  vast  amount  of  fishing  tackle 
if  you  keep  it  in  the  cabinet  and  never 
put  it  in  the  water  with  the  fish?  What 
is  the  use  of  having  a  garden  hoe  if  you 
keep  it  in  the  kitchen?  What  is  the  use 
of  a  man  having  all  the  tact  in  the  world 
if  he  does  not  come  in  contact  with  other 
men?  You  must  deal  with  your  man  face 
to  face.  You  certainly  must  have  your 
heart  contacted  with  God  before  you  can 
contact  men  with  your  head.   With   the 
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armor  of  tact  as  a  defense  and  contact  as 
an  offense,  you  will  be  a  formidable  army 
for  God. 

Ability 

All  through  the  life  of  Christ  you  see, 
"and  it  came  to  pass."  Ability  is  defined 
as  the  power  of  bringing  things  to  pass. 

Ability  in  knowing  men:  Any  fisher  or 
hunter  will  study  the  ways  and  habits 
and  methods  of  their  prey,  so  if  you  are 
fishing  for  souls,  you,  too,  must  under- 
stand the  habits,  methods,  reasonings,  and 
disputings  of  men.  Christ  knew  men 
(John  2:24,  25)  and  also  what  was  in 
men  and  different  temperaments  needed 
to  be  dealt  with  in  different  ways.  Hand- 
ling the  Bible:  Notice  how  expertly  Jesus 
turned  to  the  passage  of  scripture  He 
wanted  to  read  in  Luke  4:17.  People  are 
more  convinced  when  they  can  see  where 
it  is  written  and  that  it  is  the  Word  of 
God.  To  be  slow  and  awkward  detracts 
from  the  effectiveness  of  your  dealings 
with  the  soul  that  is  at  stake.  We  should 
handle  the  Bible  expertly  to  show  the  peo- 
ple that  they  are  sinners;  to  point  men 
who  are  convicted  of  sin  to  Jesus  Christ, 
who  is  the  sin-bearer;  and  to  establish 
men  in  the  faith,  and  to  direct  them  to 
the  means  of  growth  in  the  Christian  life. 
Decision:  You  may  know  your  man  thor- 
oughly, may  handle  your  Bible  well 
enough  to  debate  any  doctor,  may  make 
the  man  feel  his  need  of  being  saved,  but 
if  you  can  not  make  him  decide  to  do  it, 
you  have  accomplished  little.  It  is  one 
thing  to  have  a  fish  nibble  at  your  hook 
and  another  to  land  it.  It  is  good  to  have 
a  fish  nibble,  a  better  thing  to  be  able  to 
lift  it  out  of  the  water,  but  best  to  be 
able  to  land  it  in  the  center  of  the  boat. 
So  it  is  in  spiritual  fishing — in  the  catch- 
ing of  men. 

Redeeming  the  Time 

Every  Bible  student  knows  that  the 
end  is  right  around  the  corner.  Every- 
thing is  leading  right  up  to  the  rapture. 
We  must  miss  no  opportunity  to  work 
for  our  Lord.  Men  in  gold  mines  are  al- 
ways on  the  look  for  gold  veins,  and  so 
the  personal  worker  must  always  be  on 
the  lookout  for  souls.  We  need  not  force 
opportunity  but  just  seize  every  one  that 
presents  itself.  Paul  says  redeem  the  time 
because  the  days  are  evil.  Paul  knew  the 
sinful  condition  and  that  people  would 
love  sinful  pleasure  more  than  worship- 
ping God.  They  do  not  stop  to  realize 
that  sin  is  an  unbeatable  game.  You  may 
say  that  you  have  no  chance  to  do  any- 
thing worth  while.  Everything  you  do  is 
worth  while.  Despise  not  little  things. 
Everywhere  you  are  you  can  be  a  light 
for  the  Lord.  Your  ministry  is  just  as  im- 
portant to  you  as  the  most  eloquent 
preacher's  ministry  is  to  him.  Whatever 
you  do,  make  it  your  best.  Maybe  what 
you  would  say  could  touch  a  heart  un- 
touched by  others.  There  is  no  time  now 
to  grow  weak  and  weary  and  faint  by  the 


wayside.  We  must  shoulder  our  respon- 
sibility, grasp  a  little  more  patience,  mus- 
ter a  little  more  love,  acquire  a  little 
more  wisdom  (tact)  and  be  a  true, 
brave,  dependable  soldier   for  Christ. 

This  lesson  taken     from     Chapter  2  in 
"Perianal  Soul  Winning"  by  Wm.  Evans. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic,  "Our  Prayer  Life" 

Scripture  reading:   Matt.    6:5 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
What  do  we  mean  when  we  say  that 
someone  has  power  in  prayer?  We  do  not 
mean,  necessarily,  that  this  one  spends 
more  time  in  actual  prayer  than  others, 
although  this  may  be  true.  Neither  do  we 
mean  that  uttered  with  some  peculiar 
power  that  stirs  listening  hearts,  although 
this,  also,  may  be  true.  What  we  do  really 
mean  in  the  last  analysis  is  that  this  one 
has  power  to  reach  God  with  his  prayers, 
with  the  result  that  actual  answers  be- 
come a  literal  fact.  We  can  see  the  an- 
swers to  his  prayer  or  prayers  come  to  pass 
before  our  very  eyes.  Someone  has  said 
the  test  of  right  praying  is  in  the  an- 
swers received.  What  real  Christian  does 
not  long  to  be  a  real  prayer  warrior  for 
God?  one  who  brings  things  to  pass,  who 
brings  salvation  and  blessing  upon  their 
loved  ones,  their  children,  their  neighbors 
and  friends  because  of  his  ability  to  pray 
down  the  answers  from  God.  What  must 
we  do,  what  must  we  be,  to  become  such 
a  one? 

We  Must  Have  a  Definite  Aim  in 
Prayer 
Mark  11:24 
The  leper  who  came  to  Jesus  for 
cleansing  said,  "If  thou  wilt,  thou  canst 
make  me  clean."  Jesus'  answer  was  just 
as  definite,  "I  will;  be  thou  clean."  To 
the  impotent  man  at  the  pool  Jesus  put 
a  very  definite  question,  "Wilt  thou  be 
made  whole?"  When  Jesus  came  from  the 
Mount  of  Transfiguration  and  beheld  all 
the  confusion  and  commotion  because  of 
the  disciples'  inability  to  cast  out  the 
dumb  spirit  from  a  little  boy,  He  turned 
to  the  scribes  and  calmly  asked,  "Why 
question  ye  with  them?"  (or  among  your- 
selves, marginal  reading.)  To  the  blind 
man  who  came  to  Him  for  healing,  Jesus 
said,  "What  wilt  thou  that  I  should  do 
unto  thee?"  (Mark  10:51.)  Note  the  im- 
mediate, straightforward  answer,  "Lord, 
that  I  might  receive  my  sight."  There  is 
no  doubt  that  Jesus  already  knew  what 
this  man,  and  the  others,  really  wanted 
of  Him.  And  yet  He  desires,  always,  to 
have  petitions  put  in  a  definite  manner. 
How  else  could  we  know  when  we  re- 
ceived the  answers? 

One  Necessary  Need  in  Our  Prayer  Life 
John  15:7 
A  study  of  the  Word  is  a  vital  neces- 
sity if  we  would  have  power  in  prayer. 
It  is  through  the  Word  that  we  know  be- 
yond a  shadow  of  a  doubt  that  we  are 
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praying  in  the  will  of  God.  And  without 
a  definite  knowledge  of  God's  will  in  any 
matter  we  cannot  pray  the  prayer  of 
faith,  which  alone  brings  the  assurance 
of  an  affirmative  answer.  Thus  we  see 
the  necessity  of  the  study  of  the  Word  of 
God.  A  desire  for  the  Word  is  also  Spirit-  | 
given.  Again  we  should  thank  God  that 
this  is  true  for,  again,  man,  in  his  hu- 
man  capacity,  has  no  way  of  creating  a  ' 
desire  for  God's  Word  in  his  own  heart. 
But,  again,  He  is  faithful  and  will  answer 
any  heart  that  waits  before  Him  for  this 
purpose. 

Needed  Faith 
James   1:6,  7 

We  must  pray  with  unwavering  faith. 
"For  he  that  wavereth  is  like  a  wave  of 
the  sea  driven  with  the  wind  and  tossed. 
For  let  not  that  man  think  that  he  shall 
receive  any  thing  of  the  Lord."  Jesus  says, 
"If  thou  canst  believe,  all  things  are  pos- 
sible to  him  that  believeth."  To  the  wom- 
an who  but  touched  the  hem  of  His  gar- 
ment He  said,  "Daughter,  be  of  good 
comfort;  thy  faith  hath  made  thee  whole; 
go  in  peace."  To  the  ruler  whose  daugh- 
ter was  already  dead,  He  said,  "Fear  not, 
only  believe,  and  she  shall  be  made 
whole."  Again,  we  can  look  to  Him  to 
give  this  necessary  faith  if  we  but  come 
to  Him  confessing  our  lack.  We  may  cry 
out,  "Lord,  I  believe;  help  thou  mine  un- 
belief," and  we  may  be  sure  that  He 
will  help  us. 

Our  God  never  asks  anything  of  us 
that  He  is  not  able  and  willing  and  eager 
to  impart  when  we  meet  His  conditions. 

How  to  Pray 
Ask  like  a  son,  Luke  11:11;  seek  like 
the  woman  who  lost  the  coin,  Luke  1 5 : 
8;  knock  with  the  importunity  of  the 
man  who  came  at  midnight,  Luke  11:8 
patiently  endure  as  Abraham  did,  Heb 
6:15;  wrestle  like  Jacob,  Gen.  32:24-28 
spread  your  needs  and  problems  before 
the  Lord  as  Hezekiah  did,  2  Kings  19 
14;  prevail  like  Judah,  1  Chron.  5:2;  in- 
tercede as  Moses  did,  Exod.  32:32,  33; 
humble  yourself  as  the  Syrophenician 
woman  did,  Mark  7:28;  open  your  win- 
dows like  Daniel,  Dan.  6:10;  weep  like 
Jeremiah,  Lam.  1:16;  forgive  as  Joseph 
forgave,  Gen.  45:5;  Matt.  6:14;  praise 
as  David  did,  Ps.  67:5,  6;  be  as  earnest 
as  Elijah,  James  5:17,  18;  have  faith  like 
Job,  Job  13:15;  be  as  persistent  as  the 
poor  widow,  Luke  18:1-7;  and  be  as  sub- 
missive as  Jesus,  Luke  22:42. — Sel. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

EXELMA   HoLLEY 

Topic,  "Try  the  Spirits" 
1  John  4:1 
Thoughts  for  Leader 
The  message  that  is   the  need   of  the 
hour  is   "Try  the  Spirits."  To  try  any- 
thing means  to  prove  by  experiment.  We 
are   told   to   prove    all   things,   hold   fast 
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that  which  is  good.  1  Thess.  5:21.  Why 
try  the  spirits?  Because  every  spirit  is 
not  of  Christ.  The  answer  is  many  false 
prophets  are  gone  out  into  the  world. 
And  we,  as  children  of  God,  should  have 
a  clear  knowledge  of  the  truth.  When  the 
enemy  comes  like  a  wolf  in  sheep  cloth- 
ing, we  should  detect  it. 

Proving  the  False  Prophet  False 

John  7:17;  Deut.  18:22;  1  John  4:5 

We  are  able  to  discern  the  truth  from 
error  if  we  have  done  the  will  of  the 
Father.  And  we  must  hold  fast  to  what 
Jesus  taught.  When  anyone  denies  God's 
Word  we  may  know  he  is  a  false  prophet, 
even  if  he  comes  in  His  name,  professing 
to  be  His  child.  We  are  of  God,  he  that 
knoweth  God  heareth  us;  he  that  is  not 
of  God  heareth  not  us.  They  will  deny 
the  power;  from  such  turn  away.  Did  not 
Jesus  say  them  that  believe  in  Moses  be- 
lieveth  in  Him?  John  5:46. 

Any  doctrine  that  takes  part  of  the 
sci'ipture  and  denies  that  a  part  is  untrue 
is  false.  Be  not  carried  about  with  strange 
or  new  doctrines.  Eph.  4:14. 

How  to  Try  the  Spirits 
Psa.   12:6;   1  John  5:8-9 

We  try  the  spirits  by  the  Bible.  The 
Word  of  God  is  pure  and  has  stood  the 
test.  We  can't  always  depend  on  what 
man  says,  but  what  God  says  is  true  and 
nothing  will  fail  of  what  He  said  would 
come  to  pass.  If  one  says  they  love  God 
and  yet  do  not  His  commandments  they 
lie,  1  John  2:4.  And  if  they  do  not  bear 
fruit  according  to  Gal.  5:22,  23,  then 
they  are  not  planted  by  the  Lord.  They're 
not  trees  of  righteousness.  If  their  faith 
is  not  in  Jesus  their  foundation  is  not 
true.  Then  they  can't  believe  that  Jesus  is 
the  Son  of  God  without  believing  in  the 
Father  who  sent  Him.  The  Spirit  of  God 
within  you  is  greater  than  he  that  is  in 
the  world.  The  Holy  Ghost  and  the 
Word  agree.  God's  Spirit  will  lead  you 
into  all  truth,  the  way  God  has  planned 
for  His  people  to  go. 

What  We  Need  in  These  Evil  Days 
St.  John  14:17,  26;  16:13-15 

More  than  ever  we  need  this  spirit  of 
truth  that  the  world  can't  receive,  that 
Comforter  that  comforts  us  when  we  go 
through  dark  places,  that  Teacher  who 
will  teach  us  all  things,  things  that  are 
a  mystery  to  others,  1  John  2:27.  We 
need  that  guide  to  lead  us  in  the  paths  of 
righteousness  and  to  help  us  discern  the 
true  and  false  prophets  and  their  doc- 
trines. Beloved,  if  you  don't  have  this 
promise  then  tarry  until  you  be  endued 
with  power  from  on  high,  Luke  24:49. 

State  Superintendents  of  Y.   P.   E's 
and  Sunday  SchooEs 

Alabama:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,  Ala. 

Arizona,  California,  Nevada:  Elmer 
Boyd,  8  52  W.  60th  St.,  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

Colorado,  New  Mexico,  Utah:   R.  W. 


Potts,  Box  564,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Connecticut,  New  Jersey,  Pennsylvan- 
ia, Rhode  Island:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Mines, 
Pa. 

Florida:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewell 
Ave.,  Lakeland,  Fla. 

Georgia:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Ma- 
con, Ga. 

Kansas,  Oklahoma:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt. 
1,  Seminole,  Okla. 

Kentucky:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,  Somerset,  Ky. 

Illinois:  Leonard  Newton,  5  01  S.  Mc- 
Clelland St.,  W.  Frankfort,  111. 

Louisiana:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe, La. 

Maine,  New  Hampshire,  Vermont, 
Massachusetts:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Bloomingdale, 
128  Brackett  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

Missouri:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt 
St.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

Ohio:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut 
St.,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

South  Carolina:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

Tennessee:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  Montgom- 
ery Ave.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Virginia:  A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski, 
Va. 

West  Virginia:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
W.  Va. 

Questions  and  Answers 

Question  1. 

A  certain  Y.P.E.  superintendent  re- 
cently wrote  to  us,  asking  the  question: 
Can  we  take  the  older  people  into  our 
Y.P.E.  ?  Some  of  the  older  folks  will  not 
come  to  our  services  because  they  can't 
join. 

Answer. 

If  the  older  folks  would  join  it  would 
not  be  a  young  people's  organization.  The 
part  the  older  folks  should  play  in  the 
young  people's  work  would  be  to  increase 
their  attendance  and  to  pray  for  and  en- 
courage the  young  people  in  every  way 
possible.  The  attendance  of  the  older  peo- 
ple count  in  the  national  contest. 

I  have  been  working  with  the  young 
people  for  over  ten  years  and  have  never 
been  a  member  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 

Question  2. 

If  we  order  papers  in  quantities  of 
forty  and  fifty  rolls  can  we  get  a  reduc- 
tion? 

Answer. 

Here  are  our  prices.  The  first  three 
rolls  are  $1.00  per  roll.  After  three  rolls 
are  sold  each  month  then  the  price  is  re- 
duced to  5c  per  paper  or  70c  per  roll. 

This  year  we  have  added  more  pages 
to  your  paper  and  are  sending  you  a  bet- 
ter paper  at  the  same  price  as  last  year. 
We  are  giving  good  commission  and  some 
splendid  prizes  to  our  young  people  who 
are  desirous  of  attending  Bible  School. 

Our  Publishing  House  informs  us  it 
cannot  print  the  paper  cheaper. 


Below  we  are  again  giving  you  the  rules 
for  the  National  Contest. — Editor. 

1.  Largest  average  Y.P.E.  attendance 
in  proportion  to  church  membership. 

2.  Largest  gain  in  attendance  over 
the  previous  year. 

3.  Greatest  number  of  Y.P.E's  or- 
ganized this  assembly  year. 

4.  Largest  number  of  Young  People's 
Endeavors,  according  to  the  number  of 
churches. 

5.  Largest  circulation  of  Lighted 
Pathways  in  state  in  proportion  to  church 
membership. 

6.  Largest  Lighted  Pathway  circula- 
tion. 

7.  Highest  percentage  of  prompt 
monthly  reporting  to  state  superintend- 
ent. 

8.  Highest  percentage  of  district  con- 
ventions. 

J.  H.  Walker,  General  Overseer. 

influence  of  Good  Home  Training 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
were  a  majority.  Clearly,  the  power  was 
his.  This  was  his  chance  to  appear  inno- 
cent, and  stand  in  solid  with  the  invest- 
ment company.  For  John  had  no  doubts 
but  that   the  stranger  represented  them. 

Again  the  bell  tolled,  four  this  time. 
Only  an  hour  gone.  Yet  in  three  hours 
he  must  have  made  his  decision.  The  as- 
sessors were  to  meet  in  the  morning  and 
complete  the  lists.  He  must  decide.  Why 
did  he  hesitate?  Surely  he  was  wronging 
no  one  directly.  It  was  a  man's  business  to 
look  after  his  own  property  and  know 
what  it  was  worth.  Still,  why  did  he 
have  doubts? 

In  a  fury  of  restlessness  he  sprang  out 
of  bed  and  began  pacing  the  floor.  Per- 
haps he  could  think  more  clearly  on  his 
feet.  For  some  moments  he  strode  up  and 
down.  Still  his  thoughts  seemed  to  move 
in  circles.  Perhaps  if  he  could  get  his  mind 
off  his  problem  he  could  go  to  sleep,  and 
everything  would  seem  all  right  in  the 
morning.  Something  to  read,  that  was  it. 
As  he  turned  toward  his  bookcase  he 
caught  sight  of  the  large,  black  book  on 
his  dresser.  He  had  been  too  absorbed  to 
notice  anything  as  he  had  prepared  for 
bed.  What  was  that  book?  He  opened  it 
curiously  and  grinned  as  his  baby  face 
beamed  out  at  him.  Well,  well!  He  hadn't 
seen  this  thing  for  years.  Mother  must 
have  brought  it  in  here. 

He  sat  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
and  turned  the  pages.  Say,  he  was  a  cute 
baby.  Not  so  bad  as  a  child,  either.  What 
a  loving  record  it  was,  and  how  much 
time  mother  had  given  to  him  in  this 
way.  He  must  be  more  thoughtful  of  her. 

Then  his  eye  caught  sight  of  the  fine 
writing,  and  he  read  the  story  of  that 
Sunday,  which,  written  by  mother,  had 
changed  his  life.  Word  after  word  he  read 
until  he  had   finished  it.   Such   a   boyish 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


stunt,  yet  he  could  still  remember  the 
temptation  he  had  felt  on  that  day  to 
put  the  blame  on  his  brother.  Strange 
what  children  will  do.  Children?  Sudden- 
ly his  mind  cleared  and  he  saw  the  issue 
before  him  clearly.  "Children?"  Why,  he 
was  still  trying  to  do  the  same  sort  of 
thing.  He,  John  Graham,  supposedly  of 
years  of  discretion,  was  trying  to  shift 
responsibility  for  his  own  ends. 

The  bell  tolled  the  hour  of  five  un- 
heeded. The  man  lay  sleeping  the  sleep 
of  exhaustion.  He  had  settled  his  prob- 
lem. He  knew  what  he  would  do  on  the 
morrow.  He  would  not  fail  his  mother,  or 
his  mother's  God. 

Three  months  later  John  Graham  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  a  far-distant  city 
which  caused  his  heart  to  beat  faster.  It 
said  in  part:  "I  want  to  express  my  heart- 
felt appreciation  to  you  for  assessing  my 
meadowland  at  that  figure.  It  opened  my 
eyes  to  its  value,  for  I  was  on  the  point 
of  accepting  the  offer  of  an  investment 
company  who  said  they  wanted  it  for 
farmland.  I  have  since  learned  their  real 
purpose,  and  have  reason  to  thank  you 
many  times.  I  have  decided  to  develop 
the  property  myself,  and  shall  be  in  your 
town  within  a  few  days  to  make  further 
plans.  I  want  you  to  be  my  agent  and 
handle  the  development  for  me,  for  I 
have  faith  in  your  integrity." 

When  John  showed  the  letter  to  his 
mother,  she  smiled.  Of  course,  others 
would  respect  his  character;  was  he  not 
her  John? — Young  People. 

How  to  Resist-  the  Devil 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
he  calmly  walked  away!     If  this  is  true 
in  nature,  it  is  true  in  grace.  Resist  the 
devil  and  he  will  flee! — Mrs.  Pom-Lewis. 


Catching 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
growing  more  cheerful  and  kinder  each 
day.     Aren't  you  glad  you  caught  some- 
thing?" 

Lois  was  very  glad,  and  she  thought 
over  it  all  the  evening.  She  meant  to 
catch  more  cheerfulness  and  kindness. 
Then  she  thought  of  something  new. 

"Mother,"  she  said  at  bedtime,  "per- 
haps some  one  may  catch  some  nice  things 
of  me  sometimes." 

"I  think  they  will,"  said  mother.  "I 
have  noticed  that  smiles  and  kindness  are 
even  more  catching  than  the  measles." — 
Christian  Standard. 


The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
may  live.  Hunt  them  out  and  visit  them. 
Travel  in  your  own  town  or  city.  Watch 
the  people  you  meet,  study  them.  They 
will  prove  almost  as  interesting  as  the 
ones  that  you  would  meet  thousands  of 
miles  away. 


Others  there  are  who  only  want  little 
things  to  make  their  lives  follow  a  fav- 
orite pattern,  some  little  thing  that 
seems  almost  foolish  when  we  think  of 
it:  a  walk  around  the  block  before  bed- 
time, dainty  initials  on  our  handkerchiefs, 
a  bowl  of  flowers  on  our  dining  table,  a 
diary.  When  we  stop  to  think  we  won- 
der why  we  never  did  them.  "I  was  wait- 
ing until   ..." 

All  we  need  to  do  is  to  get  started. 
Squeeze  every  bit  of  living  that  we  can 
from  our  daily  lives.  Fill  the  days  up  to 
the  top.  Get  the  little  things  going  and 
the  big  ones  will  come.  And  if  they 
don't,  at  least  we  can  look  back  and  say, 
"I  tried,"  and  there  is  a  heap  more  com- 
fort in  that  than  in,  "It's  too  late  to  try 
now." — Home  Department   Magazine. 

Now  we  believe  this  should  help  us. 
Begin  by  doing  the  little  things  that  lie 
at  your  door  and  the  big  things  will 
come  along  some  day,  if  God  wants  you 
to  do  big  things.  If  He  doesn't,  then  re- 
member the  little  things  are  very  impor- 
tant and  someone  must  do  them. 

If  you  want  an  education,  there  is 
nothing  to  do  but  just  begin  and  do  it 
now  by  gathering  good  books  around  you 
and  spending  some  of  your  evening 
studying.  We  remember  getting  a  letter 
from  a  precious  girl  one  time  and  she 
said,  "Sister  Harrison,  our  church  doesn't 
have  meetings  as  often  as  I  think  it 
should.  We  just  have  services  two  nights 
a  week  and  there  is  no  place  for  us  young 
people  to  go."  I  just  wanted  to  be  there 
to  put  my  arm  around  her  and  tell  her 
how  fortunate  she  was  to  have  so  many 
evenings  to  give  to  study.  Oh,  how  we 
need  to  grasp  every  opportunity  to  fill 
our  minds  with  good  thoughts  from 
other  great  men  and  women.  I  think  right 
here  I'll  quote  again  what  a  young  woman 
said  to  me  one  day.  She  came  into  my 
office  and  asked  me  to  recommend  some 
good  books  for  her  to  read.  She  said,  "I 
want  to  fill  my  mind  with  good  thoughts 
so  when  I  am  asked  to  make  a  talk  I'll 
have  lots  of  good  things  to  say  without 
studying  so  hard  right  at  the  time." 

Think  about  this,  boys  and  girls,  and 
begin  right  now  to  do  this  very  thing.  If 
you  want  the  influence  of  good  company 
around  you,  begin  now  to  shun  evil  com- 
panions and  seek  the  good.  Seek  first  the 
companionship  of  Jesus  and  your  evil 
companions  will  just  naturally  separate 
themselves  from  you. 

If  you  want  to  be  a  worker  in  the 
Master's  vineyard,  begin  now  to  let  your 
light  shine  and  to  speak  a  word  for  Him. 
You  will  be  surprised  how  God  will  open 
up  doors  of  opportunity  for  you. 

If  you  are  hungry  to  go  deeper  in 
God,  begin  now  to  yield  yourself  to  Him. 
He  is  waiting  to  fill  you  so  full  with  His 
Spirit  that  it  will  overflow  and  refresh 
those  with  whom  you  come  in  contact. 


And  now  may  I  close  with  just  these  two 
words,  "Begin  Now." 

Be  on  Hand  With  the  Proof 

(Continued  from  page  28) 
power  of  any  remedy  for  physical  ad- 
ment,  and  honestly  wish  to  demonstrate 
its  efficiency  to  others,  would  we  not  be  ; 
foolish  to  go  about  still  complaining  of  ' 
that  same  ailment,  thus  showing  that  the 
remedy  had  failed  to  effect  a  cure  in  our 
own  case?  Yet  we  do  this  many  times  in 
regard  to  the  spiritual  life.  In  our  hearts 
we  believe  in  the  power  and  truth  and 
loving  wisdom  of  our  heavenly  Father; 
we  band  ourselves  together  to  work  for  I 
Him,  and  we  truly  want  to  prove  to  the 
world  that  there  is  something  more  sat- 
isfactory and  worth  while  in  the  Chris- 
tian life  that  can  be  found  in  worldly 
pleasure;  yet  we  often  go  about  denying 
this  truth,  giving  out  the  impression  by 
our  very  acknowledgment  of  sacrifice, 
that  the  healing  and  the  loving  and  the 
trusting  have  not  been  an  entire  success 
in  our  own  case. 

The  world  is  quick  to  note  the  out- 
ward sign;  it  is  looking  for  substantial 
evidence  of  the  truth  of  what  we  are  ad- 
vocating; it  is  always  watching  for  the 
proof.  Let  us  endorse  our  profession  of 
belief  in  God's  love  with  a  written  state- 
ment on  our  faces,  in  our  eyes  and  in  our 
actions.  Let  us  meet  the  world's  "show 
me"  attitude  confidently  and  with  never- 
failing  proof  of  the  truth  as  we  have 
found  it. — Girlhood  Days. 


Under  Whose  Wings 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
church  and  with  his  class  that  would 
take  this  attention.  He  declined  the  invi- 
tation tentatively  if  they  could  conven- 
iently find  another  speaker.  The  commit- 
tee was  insistent,  however,  and  would 
take  no  refusal,  so  he  went.  As  the  train 
service  was  very  good  they  simply  ar- 
ranged to  meet  him  at  the  station  and 
then  to  get  him  back  in  time  to  take  a 
late  train  home. 

As  he  was  coming  home  that  night, 
nearly  midnight,  he  leaned  back  in  his 
seat  with  closed  eyes.  He  had  thorough- 
ly enjoyed  the  evening,  there  was  a  fine 
crowd  of  young  people  and  he  had  had 
unusual  freedom,  but  he  was  a  little 
weary,  he  had  to  admit. 

Suddenly  he  opened  his  eyes,  startled 
with  a  curious  sense  as  though  somebody 
had  called  him,  and  he  thought  of  Hilda 
Carroll.  Scarcely  had  a  thought  of  her 
crossed  his  mind  for  months, — f  r  o  m 
where,  and  why,  did  the  thought  of  her 
come  to  him  tonight?  He  lifted  his  heart 
in  prayer.  "O  God,  if  this  is  of  Thee, 
show  me.  If  not,  take  it  forever  out  of  my 
mind  and  heart." 

As  he  leaned  back  again  with  closed 
eyes  he  was  conscious  of  an  overmastering 
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desire  to  see  Hilda  again.  Where  was  she, 
who  was  she  now?  Did  she  still  care  for 
him  as  she  once  did?  For  a  moment  there 
flashed  through  his  mind  the  question, 
What  if  she  had  become  a  Christian  and 
is  praying  for  a  return  of  the  old  friend- 
ship? 

He  shook  himself,  with  a  strong  deter- 
mination to  get  rid  of  this  impression, 
though  his  heart  with  a  quiet  trust  looked 
to  God,  asking  only,  "Father,  make  the 
mystery  plain." 

There  were  no  other  passengers  near 
him,  and  to  divert  his  mind  he  leaned 
over  the  seatback  in  front  of  him  and 
idly  picked  up  a  single  sheet  of  a  news- 
paper left  lying  crumpled  in  the  seat  by 
a  man  whom  he  had  noticed  leaving  the 
train  at  a  station  a  little  way  back.  He 
started  with  amazement!  It  was  the  first 
page  of  the  little  paper  published  in  the 
old  town  of  his  boyhood.  He  had  not  seen 
it  for  years, — had  almost  forgotten  its  ex- 
istence. Quite  forgetting  for  an  instant 
the  cause  of  his  agitation  a  moment  be- 
fore, he  eagerly  scanned  every  inch  of  the 
paper,  the  little  local  town  news,  the  ad- 
vertisements. It  was  like  an  old  letter 
from  home.  He  saw  the  paper  was  of  re- 
cent date.  Letting  his  eye  run  down  the 
column  of  "Personals,"  he  gave  another 
start.  One  item  read: 

"Miss  Hilda  Can-oil  gave  an  informal 
little  party  to  a  number  of  her  friends 
at  her  home  on  B —  Street  on  Thursday 
evening.  There  were  games,  music  and 
refreshments,  and  a  happy  time  was  en- 
joyed by  all.  Miss  Carroll  next  week  re- 
turns to  her  work  in  the  city." 

The  effect  on  Warren  was  electrical! 
His  heart  leaped  and  bounded,  tears  of 
joy  sprang  to  his  eyes.  In  that  one  glori- 
ous moment  of  enlightenment  he  knew 
God  had  answered  his  prayer,  the  mystery 
was  explained,  Hilda  Carroll  was  waiting 
for  him  still,  had  waited  all  these  years. 
Somehow  he  knew  it. 

"Oh,  Hilda,"  he  breathed,  "I  am  com- 
ing, and  I  am  coming  soon." 

He  quickly  folded  the  paper  and  put 
it  in  his  pocket  as  he  left  the  train.  He 
chuckled  to  himself,  "Did  I  think  I  was 
tired  tonight?  I  would  stay  on  that  old 
train  till  morning,  if  it  were  taking  me 
straight  to  Hilda."  He  laughed  like  a  boy 
as  he  remembered  the  next  day  was  Val- 
entine's Day.  Of  course  it  would  reach 
her  late,  but  that  would  not  matter.  She 
had  doubtless  returned  to  the  city,  but 
they  would  forward  it.  Then  he  would 
follow  it  with  a  letter  and  his  photo- 
graph, for,  of  course,  she  would  wonder 
what  he  looked  like  now.  He  found  him- 
self imagining  what  she  looked  like,  and 
was  entirely  satisfied  with  the  picture 
fancy  drew. 

The  next  day  he  spent  several  hours 
searching  for  the  handsomest,  most  ex- 
pressive valentine  the  town  afforded.  So 
dissatisfied  was  he  with  the  most  of  them 


that  he  was  about  to  run  up  to  the  large 
city  for  a  further  search,  when  he  found 
one  in  an  exclusive  little  stationery  and 
novelty  place  that  seemed  to  carry  all 
the  weight  of  sentiment  he  thought  the 
occasion  demanded. 

With  a  ridiculously  thumping  heart, — 
and  a  deep,  unuttered  prayer — the  valen- 
tine was  sent  on  its  way. 

WHAT  IS  THE  BARRIER  BE- 
TWEEN? 

"Of  all  the  people  in  the  world  I  want 
to  see,  you  are  the  one  I  want  the  most," 
and  Betty  Everett  rapturously  hugged 
and  kissed  her  cousin,  Jean  Southern. 
There  was  to  be  a  big  family  reunion  on 
the  occasion  of  the  golden  wedding  anni- 
versary of  her  grandparents,  and  Jean  had 
obtained  a  short  leave  of  absence  from  her 
work  to  attend  it.  There  were  also  to  be 
cousins  there  from  many  years'  residence 
in  a  foreign  land,  and  Jean  and  the  other 
young  people  had  looked  forward  with 
great  excitement  to  this  day. 

To  have  the  longest  time  possible,  Jean 
had  taken  a  sleeper,  and  with  only  a  sin- 
gle change  in  the  early  dawn  she  had 
reached  the  station  near  her  destination  in 
good  time  for  breakfast.  Betty  had  writ- 
ten, asking  her  if  she  were  coming  to  the 
reunion,  and  she  had  replied,  stating  the 
time  of  her  arrival.  She  did  not  think  of 
asking  anyone  to  meet  her,  so  was  pleas- 
antly surprised  when  Betty  said,  "Charlie 
is  here  with  his  car  and  will  run  you  over 
to  the  house  in  no  time.  They  are  hardly 
sitting  down  to  breakfast  yet." 

Jean  had  only  time  to  ask,  shyly,  "And 
who  is  Charlie,  that  you  speak  with  such 
a  tone  of  proprietorship?  Do  you  have  a 
car  and  a  chauffeur?" 

Betty  laughed,  as  just  at  that  moment 
a  tall,  broad-shouldered  young  man  ap- 
proached them. 

"Charlie,  meet  my  cousin.  Jean  South- 
ern, Mr.  Bowen." 

Jean  extended  her  hand  in  friendly 
greeting,  and  after  a  few  words  about  her 
journey  he  picked  up  her  grip  and  they 
made  their  way  to  his  car.  In  a  few  min- 
utes, chatting  happily,  they  reached  the 
house. 

"Will  you  stay  for  breakfast,  Charlie? 
It  was  so  kind  of  you  to  take  me  to 
meet  Jean." 

He  hesitated  for  a  minute,  desire 
struggling  with  the  propriety  of  the  oc- 
casion, but  when  Betty's  father,  who  had 
gone  to  the  door  with  the  others,  clapped 
a  big  hand  on  his  shoulder  and  said,  "Of 
course  you  are  going  to  come  in  and  have 
a  bite  of  breakfast,"  he  smiled  appreciat- 
ively, "I  would  like  to,  if  I  am  not  in- 
truding on  this  family  party." 

"Not  at  all.  Only  a  few  of  the  out-of- 
town  guests  have  arrived.  Most  of  them 
come  on  the  10:20." 

"Mr.  Everett,  as  I  told  Betty,  I  shall  be 
glad  to  have  you  use  my  car  to  bring  your 
guests  from  the  station.     It  will     hold  a 


good  many  and  I  can  make  two  or  three 
trips  very  easily.  If  Betty  will  come  along 
to  identify  them,  I  will  be  most  happy 
to  meet  every  train  today." 

He  looked  at  Betty  as  he  spoke,  with 
such  frank  admiration — and  something 
deeper — in  his  dark  eyes,  that  her  rosy 
cheeks  grew  a  shade  rosier  though  she 
joined  in  the  little  laugh  that  followed 
that  Jean  did  not  quite  understand. 

Charlie  Bowen's  adoring  love  for  Betty 
Everett  was  no  longer  a  secret  to  anyone 
in  their  immediate  circle.  And  that  Betty 
was  far  from  indifferent  to  him  was  the 
judgment  of  every  one.  But  for  some 
reason  she  still  held  him  at  a  little  dis- 
tance, refusing  to  admit  that  there  was 
any  understanding  between  them  and 
never  permitting  him  to  take  the  place 
he  so  longed  for  as  her  accepted  lover  and 
fiance.  It  was  whispered  that  he  had  of- 
fered himself,  but  no  one  knew  or  could 
guess  what  Betty's  answer  had  been. 

They  were  a  good-looking  couple,  she 
tall,  slight,  with  blue  eyes  and  fair  hair, 
and  he  a  little  taller,  but  dark,  stalwart, 
and  his  features  betoking  great  strength. 
He  was  a  man  any  girl  might  be  proud  of, 
and  her  family  and  friends  did  not  know 
what  possible  barrier  Betty  had  raised 
between  them.  But  there  was  a  barrier, 
that  was  sure. 

During  the  breakfast  and  the  hour 
that  followed,  Jean  had  a  good  chance  to 
observe  him,  and  she  liked  him,  liked  him 
greatly.  He  was  refined,  courteous, 
thoughtful  of  others,  and  devoted  but 
unobtrusive  in  his  attention  to  Betty. 
That  Betty  really  cared  for  him  a  great 
deal,  Jean  was  sure. 

The  time  sped  by,  and  soon  Betty  and 
Charlie  were  climbing  into  the  car  to  go 
to  the  station  for  the  other  aunts  and 
uncles  and  cousins,  while  many  others 
were  beginning  to  arrive  from  the  less 
distant  places  in  their  own  automobiles. 

Apart  from  his  appointed  task  of 
meeting  the  guests  and  transferring  them 
to  the  house,  Charlie  did  not  again  ap- 
pear during  the  day.  It  was  a  perfect 
day  in  early  spring,  and  a  busy,  happy 
time  for  everybody.  There  were  old  ac- 
quaintances to  renew,  new  cousins  who 
had  never  met,  exclamations  of  wonder 
at  how  the  children  had  grown,  and  of 
astonishment  that  some  of  the  "little 
girls"  when  last  they  met  now  appeared 
with  stalwart  husbands  and  perhaps  a 
baby  or  two.  Their  family  circle  was  a 
large  one,  and  scattered  over  many  states. 

In  the  afternoon  at  four  o'clock  the 
golden  wedding  was  actually  celebrated, 
and  the  silver-haired  couple  were  the  re- 
cipients of  hearty  congratulations  and 
loving  good  wishes.  They  received  some 
handsome  gifts  and  a  little  purse  of  gold. 
Again  and  again  they  reiterated  that  they 
did  not  need  any  gifts  to  make  them  hap- 
py, it  was  enough  that  they  could  once 
again  see  gathered  around  them  all  their 
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dear  ones  from  near  and  far. 

There  were  a  number  of  pictures  taken, 
some  good  music,  and  even  some  speech- 
making,  then  followed  the  big  wedding 
dinner,  after  which  the  guests  in  groups 
of  two's  and  three's  and  sometimes  more 
said  their  farewells  to  the  pair  of  happy 
old  lovers,  and  by  ten  o'clock  that  night 
there  were  only  the  immediate  family  and 
a  few  of  the  large  circle  who,  like  Jean, 
were  arranging  to  wait  until  the  next  day 
to  take  their  departure  also. 

Of  course  there  had  been  no  opportun- 
ity for  confidences  during  the  day,  and 
Jean  was  very  glad  to  observe  that  Betty 
had  so  arranged  the  rooms  that  the  two 
should  sleep  together  in  a  room  alone.  It 
was  late  when  they  retired,  and  they  were 
weary  somewhat,  though  the  excitement 
of  the  day  would  have  kept  them  from 
sleep  for  a  while. 

When  they  were  at  last  alone,  Betty 
pulled  her  cousin  down  beside  her  and 
said,  "Let's  talk." 

Jean,  nothing  loath,  answered,  "All 
right.  I  am  not  sleepy  anyway." 

"Tell  me,  Jean,"  Betty  began,  "what 
do  you  think  of  Charlie  Bowen?" 

"I  think  he's  splendid,  indeed  I  do." 

"You  don't  blame  me  then  for  caring 
for  him  an  awful  lot,  do  you?" 

"I  certainly  do  not.  But  what  is  the 
matter,  Betty?" 

The  blue  eyes  suddenly  filled  with 
tears.  "Jean,  he  is  not  a  Christian,  does 
not  make  the  slightest  profession.  He  will 
go  to  church  with  me,  of  course,  says  he 
will  never  stand  in  the  way  of  my  being 
the  best  kind  of  a  Christian  I  want  to. 
But  he  says  he  must  live  his  own  life, 
and,  as  he  sees  it,  there  is  not  a  great  dif- 
ference between  himself  and  those  who 
profess  to  be  Christians.  And  it  is  true. 
He  is  one  of  the  finest,  cleanest  young 
men  I  have  ever  known,  just  as  good  as 
he  can  be,  honored  and  respected  by  ev- 
ery one.  He  has  no  bad  habits  that  I 
know,  does  not  smoke  or  use  tobacco  in 
any  way,  does  not  do  any  of  the  so-called 
questionable  things,  and  he  is  good  and 
right  in  his  living  and  thinking  and  ev- 
erything, I  believe.  Yet  he  insists  that  he 
does  not  need  the  church,  but  is  just  as 
good  without  it." 

"No,"  Jean  answered  softly,  "he 
doesn't  need  the  church,  perhaps,  but  he 
does  need  a  Savior.  Can't  you  make  him 
see  it?" 

"No,  I  cannot.  And  I  have  tried  and 
tried.  He  will  only  say,  'Betty,  what  do 
you  want  me  to  do  or  be  different  from 
what  I  am  now?  I  cannot  be  a  hypocrite 
and  join  the  church,  even  for  you,  when 
I  do  not  see  any  sense  in  it,  can  I?'  Then 
what  would  you  say  to  him?" 

Jean  thought  a  minute.  "You  must  not 
let  him  harp  on  the  matter  of  joining  the 
church.  That  is  not  the  essential  part. 
Help  him  to  see  that  he  owes  an  obliga- 
tion to  God." 

"I  have,   sometimes.   I  have  told  him 


that  he  is  ignoring  God  and  rejecting 
Him.  He  says,  'No,'  that  he  believes  in  a 
God  and  he  believes  that  Jesus  was  the 
best  man  that  ever  lived,  and  he  asks, 
'What  else  do  you  want  me  to  believe?'  " 

Jean  looked  at  her  cousin  with  some 
surprise. 

"Betty,  you  know  that  is  nothing  at 
all.  He  needs  to  believe  that  he  himself 
is  a  sinner,  that  God  is  a  holy  and  right- 
eous God  and  cannot  overlook  sin  in  any 
one — that  all  have  sinned  and  come 
short  of  the  glory  of  God.  Give  him  that 
verse,  'All  we  like  sheep  have  gone  astray, 
we  have  turned  every  one  to  his  own 
way;  and  the  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the 
iniquity  of  us  all.'  Ask  him  if  he  is  will- 
ing to  admit  that  his  sins  were  by  God 
laid  on  Christ  at  Calvary?  Ask  him  if  he 
has  not  chosen  his  'own  way'  and  is  he 
not  choosing  it  right  now?  There  are 
only  two  great  beings  in  the  universe, 
God  and  Satan.  Every  one  is  obeying  and 
serving  either  one  or  the  other.  If  he  is 
refusing  to  obey  God,  then  he  is  serving 
and  obeying  the  other.  That  in  itself  is 
sin." 

"That  is  the  greatest  trouble  of  all.  I 
cannot  get  him  to  see  that  he  is  a  sinner, 
or  has  sinned,  or  that  he  needs  a  Savior. 
I  can  see  that  he  is  depending  on  his  self- 
righteousness  to  save  him.  But  how  can 
I  make  him  see  that  he  is  wrong?  I  know 
the  Bible  says,  'All  our  righteousness  is 
as  filthy  rags.'  The  church  that  his  fam- 
ily attends  and  that  he  went  to  as  a  boy 
does  not  lay  very  much  stress  on  the 
Bible.  They  make  a  great  deal  of  'service. 
They  talk  of  Jesus  as  a  good  man  and  the 
great  Master  and  Example,  but  I  have  al- 
ways thought  they  do  not  seem  to  real- 
ize that  as  high  as  the  heavens  are  above 
the  earth,  so  is  our  God  and  His  thoughts 
above  our  thoughts.  They  seem  to  make 
God  only  a  man,  just  a  little  better  and 
bigger  and  greater  than  ourselves,  but  we 
are  almost  'catching  up'  to  Him.  I  wish 
I  knew  the  Bible  as  you  do,  then  I  might 
be  able  to  help  Charlie  myself.  But  I  do 
not  seem  to  be  able  to  answer  his  argu- 
ments, and  I  do  not  know  of  a  church 
where  I  can  take  him  where  he  will  be 
sure  to  hear  a  good  gospel  sermon  that 
might  lead  him  to  Christ.  He  has  heard 
some,  I  know,  but  they  do  not  seem  to 
affect  him  any." 

Betty  suddenly  laid  her  head  on  Jean's 
shoulder  and  began  to  cry,  sobbing  as  if 
her  heart  would  break. 

"I  do  love  him,"  she  sobbed.  "I  love 
him  more  than  life  itself.  But  my  Sunday 
School  teacher  says  the  Bible  teaches 
plainly  that  a  Christian  should  not  marry 
an  unbeliever,  and  my  pastor  says  so  too. 
But  I  cannot  give  him  up.  He  is  so  good 
and  fine  in  every  way,  but  he  will  not  be 
a  Christian." 

Jean  could  think  of  nothing  to  say,  but 
after  Betty's  sobs  had  quieted  a  little,  she 
said,  "I  wonder  sometimes  if  Christian 
young  people  would  not  save  themselves 


a  lot  of  suffering  and  sorrow  if  they 
would  not  let  themselves  get  interested 
too  deeply  in  any  one,  no  matter  how  at- 
tractive, if  he  or  she  were  not  a  Chris- 
tian. But  I  know  how  it  is,  we  all  want 
to  have  a  good  time." 

"Don't  you  think  sometimes  God  uses 
those  who  are  Christians  to  bring  their 
friends  to  Christ?" 

"Yes,  I  do.  And  if  we  ask  God  to  guide 
us  in  our  friendships,  and  are  willing  to 
be  led,  a  Christian  might  well  hope  to  be 
used  in  winning  some  dear  friend  to 
Christ.  But  if  not,  then  there  is  nothing 
to  do  but  give  them  up,  and  that  is  what 
is  so  terribly  hard." 

"There  is  another  thing,  Jean,  that  I 
wanted  to  ask  you.  Is  it  possible  that 
Charlie  is  a  Christian  and  does  not  know 
it?  So  far  as  his  life  is  concerned,  and  that 
I  can  see,  he  is  as  good  as  any  Christian 
I  know.  It  is  only  his  stubbornness  that 
he  will  not  admit  that  he  has  any  need 
of  anything  outside  of  himself.  One  eve- 
ning when  we  had  been  talking  about 
these  things  and  he  seemed  to  be  rather 
touched  and  softened  and  nearer  a  Chris- 
tian than  I  have  ever  seen  him,  he  asked, 
very  softly,  'Don't  you  think  I  may  be  a 
Christian  just  as  much  as  you  are,  Betty, 
only  I  don't  claim  to  be  or  will  not  say 
it?'" 

'  "With  the  heart  man  believeth  unto 
righteousness,  and  with  the  mouth  con- 
fession is  made  unto  salvation.'  'Whoso- 
ever therefore  shall  confess  me  before 
men,  him  will  I  confess  also  before  my 
Father  which  is  in  heaven,'  "  quoted  Jean 
softly. 

"Yes,  I  know,  and  that  is  just  what  he 
will  not  do,"  and  Betty's  tears  started 
afresh. 

After  a  while  they  talked  of  other 
things,  and  finally  fell  asleep.  But  not 
before  Jean  had  promised  to  unite  with 
Betty  in  special  prayer  for  Charlie,  that 
God  would  bring  him  to  see  his  need  of 
a  Savior  and  then  accept  that  Savior  who 
had  been  provided.  Both  the  girls  prayed 
earnestly  for  him  that  night,  and  many 
nights  thereafter,  when  they  were  miles 
apart. 

(To  be  continued) 

Fact'  or  Fiction? 

A  minister  asked  Macready,  the  ac- 
tor, "Why  do  you  draw  out  crowds  to 
see  you  act  while  no  one  comes  to  hear 
me  preach?"  and  received  the  answer,  "I 
act  my  fiction  as  though  it  were  fact; 
you  preach  your  facts  as  though  they 
were  fiction!"  Nowhere  is  it  easier  to 
play  with  the  gospel  than  in  the  min- 
istry. With  a  pleasing  personality,  a 
gift  of  eloquence,  a  fine  moral  charac- 
ter and  plenty  of  business  sense,  one  can 
take  the  gospel  for  a  football  and  make 
a  great  many  goals.  But  preaching  is 
no  game,  and  woe  unto  him  who  plays 
with  the  gospel. 


S<  Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 
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February,  when  introduced  into  the 
Roman  calendar,  was  made  the  last 
month  preceding  January;  but  about  45  0 
B.  C.  it  was  placed  after  January  and 
made  the  second  month. 

During  February  men  and  women  at 
home  and  abroad  will  celebrate  the  birth 
of  two  of  the  bravest  and  most  radiant 
spirits  of  our  history — astonishing  men 
of  manifold  talents,  Washington  and  Lin- 
coln— and  tributes  will  fall  upon  their 
memory  like  leaves  in  autumn.  Such 
spirits  are  rare  indeed,  and  so  rare  that 
men  question  whether  the  vicissitudes  of 
national  life  have  brought  their  succes- 
sors to  the  front. 

This  month  the  Lighted  Pathway  has 
reached  a  circulation  of  2  5,000  and  the 
Editor  plans  to  make  it  5  0,000  before  the 
General  Assembly. 

Dr.  Clyde  McGee  of  Chicago  states  the 
war  situation  simply  and  concisely.  He 
says,  "The  war  that  is  now  being  waged 
in  Europe  may  not  be  our  war,  but  it  is 
in  our  world.  Our  disapproval  of  it  can 
by  no  means  dispose  of  the  terrible  fact. 
And  because  of  that  war  and  the  things 
that  lie  back  of  it,  all  of  us  who  share  the 
democratic  faith  and  traditions  must  feel 
that  something  unspeakably  precious  to 
us  as  a  people  and  a  nation  is  now  im- 
periled, something  that  has  ever  been  at 
the  heart  of  our  national  faith  and  at  the 
heart  of  the  gospel —  respect  for  human 
individuality  and  the  unalterable  right  to 
think  and  speak  freely. 

Fascism,  Nazism  and  Communism 
are  three  ways  of  doing  the  wrong  thing. 
They  are  different  aspects  of  the  same 
thing.  The  conflict  in  Europe  is  between 
pagan  and  Christian  points  of  view,  be- 
tween the  belief  that  might  is  right  and 
the  belief  that  right  is  might.  America's 
present  responsibility  to  Europe  and  to 
our  own  unborn  generation  is  to  conserve 
the  sacredness  of  individual  personality 
and  the  tradition  of  freedom. 

Barus  Sauvarine  in  answering,  Who  is 
the  most  important  man  of  today,  says 
Stalin.  He  gives  the  facts  of  his  surpris- 
ing career  and  follows  him  on  the  road 
to  absolute  authority  over  one-sixth  of 
the  world,  with  more  power  than  Hit- 
ler and  Mussolini  combined. 

Son  of  a  peasant  shoemaker  he  began 
to  study  for  the  priesthood,  but  by  one 
amazing  experience  after  another,  includ- 
ing wholesale  highway  robbery,  he  as- 
cended the  throne  of  the  Bolsheviks. 

Now  at  the  age  of  60  what  is  he  plan- 
ning to  do? 


There  are  on  the  foreign  mission  fields 
today  more  than  1,300  German  mission- 
aries representing  seventy  evangelical  so- 
cieties. From  Germany  money  is  practi- 
cally checked  and  they  have  no  other 
source  of  help. 

Hitler  says  in  "Mein  Kempf"  that  to 
promote  missions  is  to  indulge  in  the  fond 
hope  of  making  a  lawyer  out  of  a  half 
ape. 

The  foreign  mission  enterprise  of  the 
German  church  was  for  a  long  time  sup- 
ported by  churches  in  other  lands  during 
and  after  the  World  War.  Almost  two 
million  dollars  was  given  by  the  American 
churches  for  that  cause,  and  an  article 
was  inserted  through  missionary  initiative 
in  the  Versailles  treaty  for  the  protection 
of  German  missions  in  colonial  areas. 

Gordon  Palmer  said,  "Our  continent 
is  still  a  great  mission  field.  The  world  is 
at  our  door.  The  world's  second  largest 
Mexican  city  is  Los  Angeles.  The  largest 
Jewish  city  in  the  world  is  New  York. 
There  are  more  Jews  in  New  York  than 
there  were  in  Palestine  during  the  days 
of  Jesus.  Every  large  city  has  its  foreign 
quarters,  its  "Chinatown"  and  its  little 
"Japan."  Cities  having  Hindu  temples 
dot  the  land,  attended  by  white  Ameri- 
cans. Theosophist  and  Swami  centers, 
with  their  radio  broadcasts,  are  proselyt- 
ing the  country.  Buddhist  missionaries 
are  actively  working  in  our  midst. 

Horace  Mann  called  upon  the  American 
people  to  expend  the  public  school  sys- 
tem with  the  prophecy  that  if  they  did 
so,  nine-tenths  of  our  crime  would  disap- 
pear. The  people  have  responded  nobly; 
and  yet  in  spite  of  wonderful  school  fa- 
cilities, crime  has  increased  more  than  5  00 
per  cent.  The  cultivation  of  the  intellect 
is    not    sufficient. — Christian  Advocate. 

Not  long  ago  we  had  100  incurable  dis- 
eases, now  there  are  less  than  ten,  yet 
there  are  662  diseases  known  to  physi- 
cians. There  are  5  00,000  cases  of  appen- 
dicitis a  year  reported  to  American  doc- 
tors. 

Hitler's  troops  placed  a  dozen  young 
Czechs  against  a  stone  wall  and  shot  them 
to  death.  They  were  university  students 
and  had  indulged  in  demonstrations 
against  the  power  which  has  deprived 
their  country  of  its  independence. 

Perhaps  Hitler  imagines  he  can  ignore 
public  sentiment  outside  of  Germany; 
perhaps  he  thinks  the  execution  of  twelve 
boys  will  make  the  Czech  people  submis- 
sive. If  so,  time  will  prove  him  egregious- 
ly  wrong.  The  blood  of  these  boys  will 
continue  to  cry  out  against  him.     And 


when  the  dictator  fills  a  neglected  grave, 
a  mighty  memorial  will  mark  the  spot 
where  they  fell. — The  Progressive. 

It  is  a  good  thing  for  our  public 
schools  that  men  are  entering  the  ranks 
of  their  teachers  in  growing  numbers. 
It  has  been  pointed  out  that  boys,  espe- 
cially, need  the  leadership,  instruction  and 
influence  of  fine-souled,  competent  men. 
An  exchange  gives  these  figures,  from  a 
late  report,  to  show  this  favorable  trend: 

Men,  who  made  up  thirty-two  per  cent 
of  the  country's  school  teachers  in  1900 
but  only  eighteen  per  cent  in  1920,  grad- 
ually are  returning  to  the  schoolroom. 
Some  266,000  male  teachers,  composing 
one-fourth  of  the  teaching  total,  are 
listed  in  a  government  survey  covering 
1934-36,  for  the  latest  full  report  on  ed- 
ucation in  the  United  States.  More  than 
3  0,000,000  persons,  about  one-fourth  of 
the  population,  were  enrolled  in  full-time 
day  schools  in  193  5-3  6,  with  more  than 
2,000,000  in  other  type  schools.  Total 
expenditures  for  education,  public  and 
private,  were  listed  at  $2,6  5  0,000,000. — 
The  Presbyterian. 

In  Toledo,  Ohio,  400,000  school  chil- 
dren started  on  an  unscheduled  vacation. 
With  the  school  system  $600,000  in  debt 
and  without  bank  credit,  the  School 
Board  closed  Toledo  schools  until  Jan. 
2.  Expecting  to  save  $400,000  by  the 
move,  the  board  will  use  the  time  to  go 
over  the  curriculum  and  make  drastic 
cuts. — The  Pathfinder. 

Hitler's  book,  "Mein  Kempf,"  presents 
the  aim  of  Nazi  Germany.  In  con- 
quered Poland  in  December,  Dr.  Robert 
Ley,  head  of  the  German  labor  front, 
stated  that  Germany's  real  war  aims  are 
the  annihilation  of  Great  Britain  and  the 
establishment  to  the  divine  right  of  the 
German  race  to  rule  over  others.  His  ad- 
dress was  based  on  the  claim  of  the  su- 
periority of  Germans  in  culture  and  every 
human  attribute. 

Dr.  Ley  said,  "The  German  race,  that 
is  our  faith!  It  has  higher  rights  than  all 
others.  A  German  laborer  is  worth  more 
than  an  English  lord.  We  have  the  divine 
right  to  rule  and  we  shall  assure  ourselves 
of  that  right.  .  .  .  Just  as  Poland  was 
annihilated!  We  want  to  be  hard  in  the 
war.  We  are  going  to  forget  the  arch- 
evil,  our  good  nature  and  will  be  hard  and 
relentless  in  battling  for  our  demands. 

A  professor  of  the  Royal  University  of 
Naples  said,  "An  alcoholic  mother  gives 
to  the  world  either  a  prostitute  or  a  de- 
linquent, when  she  doesn't  give  an  epi- 
leptic, an  idiot,  or  a  lunatic. 


My  Treasures 


By  CHARLES  CONN,  B.T.S.  Student 


Great  rulers  and  kings  have  nations  to  hold; 
The  rich  men  have  wealth  in  diamonds  and  gold; 
But  richest  am  I,  though  poor  and  in  need, 
For  by  the  Lord's  grace  from  sin  I  am  free. 
Thus  am  I  His  son,  and  heir  to  His  all; 
Mina  are  the  treasures  that  never  will  fall. 

Against  the  gray  sky,  so  dreary  and  cold, 
Comes  the  morning  sun  in  scarlet  and  gold. 
It  shatters  the  night  and  brings  on  good  cheer 
By  warming  the  earth  and  banishing  fear. 
It  flings  forth  its  rays  in  heavenly  flight, 
Until  the  broad  land  is  bathed  in  pure  light. 

As  a  blazing  flame  it  sinks  in  the  west, 
Cradled  in  mountains  for  a  long  night's  rest. 
With  brilliant  redness  it  tints  the  broad  sky, 
Casting  new  glamour  to  the  clouds  up  high. 
Its  color  deepens,  as  a  blushing  bride's, 
To  burgundy  red,  then  its  face  it  hides. 

In  the  wine-blue  sky  are  stars  bubbling  bright; 
With  the  silv'ry  moon  they  adorn  the  night. 
Weird  shadows  are  formed  as  the  clouds  drift 

by, 
While  the  tree  frogs  croak  and  the  night  birds 

cry. 
A  breeze  gently  stirs  as  God  moves  His  hand 
From  o'er  the  broad  sea  to  cool  the  hot  land. 

By  a  word  from  God  appear  thick  black  clouds; 
Rolling  and  threat'ning,    the    world    they  en- 
shroud. 
Heavy  and  pregnant  they  roll  o'er  the  earth, 
And  promise  much  rain  to  end  the  long  dearth. 
Thin  snaky  lightning  slithers  from  the  sky, 
Followed  by  thunder  in  a  deep-voiced  cry. 

When  the  thunder  stops  its  long-rolling  train, 
The  land  is  peppered  with  volleys  of  rain, 
In  sheets  of  crystal  from  the  clouds  it  pours; 
While  lightning  flashes  and  the  thunder  roars. 
The  storm  rages  on,  others  to  appall, 
But  calmly  I  think:  "My  Lord  made  it  all." 

So  placid  and  still  lay  the  deep  South  Seas, 
With  waves  rolling  low  in  the  soft  sea  breeze. 
Gentle  tides  roll  in  on  beaches  of  sand, 
Then  silently  ebb  at  our  Lord's  command. 
The   isles   are   bedecked  with   palm   trees   and 

flow'rs 
That  nurture  and  grow  by  the  frequent  show'rs. 

Cooling  is  the  wind  that  stirs  the  palm  leafs; 
Foam-crest  are  the  waves  that  splash  o'er  the 

reefs. 
Far  out  roll  smooth  waves  from  sight  of  the 

eye 
Till  their  color  blends  with  the  azure  sky. 
Miles  of  blue  water — even  more  than  the  land — 
Was  poured  on  the  earth  by  my  Father's  hand. 

Snow-white  summer  clouds  pile  up  in  the  air, 
In  various  forms  God's  art  they  declare. 
Like  grotesque  statues  they  hang  from  the  sky, 
Their  one  description  an  ecstatic  sigh. 
Straight  up  overhead  virgin  white  are  they, 
For  in  the  distance  they're  mingled  with  gray. 

Like  mountains  they  loom  to  heaven's  fair  gate; 
To  crash  to  the  earth  it  seems  is  their  fate. 


But  hung  there  they  are  by  their  Maker's  hand 
To  silently  watch  His  beautiful  land. 
Far  beyond  those  clouds  I  will  rise  one  day, 
When,  "Come  home  to  Me,"  I  hear  my  Lord  say. 

Chains  of  pale  mountains  ascend  to  the  sky, 
Blue  and  gray  they  are,  and  heavenly  high. 
By    clouds    they're     girded,     and     capped    with 

white  snow, 
More  complete  beauty,  of  none  do  I  know. 
Far  upward  they  loom  into  virgin  blue 
Proclaiming  God's  art  to  the  faithful  few. 

Far  out  in  the  west  spread  vast  desert  plains, 
Where  the  wind  blows  high  and  it  seldom  rains. 
On   the   sun-baked    sands     marauding    wolves 

prowl, 
And  the  moon  shines  bright  while  the  coyotes 

howl. 
Deep  canyons  are  dug  between  the  high  hills, 
Where  cool  fresh  water,  the  thirsty  soul  thrills. 

Out  there  on  the  plains  the  cacti  grow  high, 
While  other  plant  life  by  the  sun  does  die. 
Bones  of  dead  cattle  upon  the  sands  lay, 
There  they've  dried  and  baked  in  the  sun's  hot 

ray. 
Though   barren  and   hot,    where    rattlesnakes 

crawl, 
I  count  it  all  mine,  for  God  made  it  all. 

Birds  come  from  the  south  to  harbinger  spring; 
From   budding  green   trees   their  clear  voices 

ring. 
Bright  pansies  spring  up,  and  daffodils  grow 
All  through  the  gay  woods  where  clear  waters 

flow. 
Squirrels  and  rabbits  o'er  the  meadows  run, 
Joyfully  playing  in  the  bright  spring  sun. 

King  summer  comes  in  so  sultry  and  dry, 
The  sun  blazing  down  from  the  rich  blue  sky. 
Butterflies  and  bees  flit  through  the  air, 
Searching  for  flowers  so  pretty  and  fair. 
Broad  fields  of  green  corn  o'er  the  farm  lands 

lay; 
In  lakes  and  rivers  the  sparkling  fish  play. 

The  trees  in  autumn  with  bright  colors  dress; 
Red,  yellow  and  brown,  they  beauty  possess. 
The  pumpkins  grow  large— golden  is  the  wheat; 
The  cornstalks  darken  in  the  bright  sun's  heat. 
When  harvests  are  ripe  the  mellow  moon  shines 
Adding  new  beauty  to  wheat  fields  and  pines. 

From  cold  winter  skies  fall  flurries  of  snow, 
To  keep  you  indoors  where  the  warm  fires  glow. 
It  blankets  the  earth  in  purest  of  white, 
While  over  the  lakes  ice  forms  in  the  night. 
Through  the  still  cold  air  clearly  ring  church 

bells; 
"It's  the  Christ's  birthday,"  to  the  world  they 

tell. 

God  owns  all  these,  to  which  I'm  an  heir, 
By  giving  my  heart  to  the  Lamb  so  fair. 
But  greater  than  these  are  treasures  I'll  own, 
For  heaven's  beauty  to  man  is  not  known. 
These  treasures  on  earth  are  beyond  compare; 
Heaven  is  extra,  but  I'll  be  right  there. 
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Springtime 

/  wandered  oat  on  the  hills  today 

To  walk  alone  one  hour, 
Where  God  tvas  tinting  fields  of  gray 

With  buds  of  leaf  and  flower. 
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ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

Easter  comes  the  last  Sunday  in  March 
this  year,  but  as  our  March  issue  is  pub- 
lished the  15  th  of  February  it  will  be  out 
six  weeks  before  Easter;  so  we  are  going 
to  make  April  our 
Easter  issue. 

We  have  had 
three  special  is- 
sues in  succession: 
Thanks  giving, 
Christmas,  and 
New  Year.  We 
are  glad  now  to 
have  the  privilege 
of  writing  along 
any  line  we 
choose,  so  we  are 
going  to  just  give 
you  a  heart  to 
heart  talk.  We 
want  to  give  you  just  a  few  thoughts  that 
will  help  you  over  the  rough  places  this 
coming  year,  for  you  will  have  them. 
There  is  no  escape  but  we  want  to  help 
you  to  be  strong  and  courageous. 

A  few  days  ago  we  noticed  a  pigeon 
nestling  close  to  the  screen  on  one  of  our 
windows.  It  was  holding  on  tenaciously. 
I  looked  outside  and  saw  a  cat.  The  pigeon 
soon  fell  to  the  ground  and  the  cat  was 
just  about  to  devour  it  when  I  interfered 
and  rescued  the  poor  little  creature.  I 
went  into  the  basement  and  found  a  box 
and  gave  it  to  the  pigeon  for  a  home  for 
a  while  to  shield  it  from  the  danger,  but 
the  pigeon  did  not  appreciate  it.  It  tried 
every  way  to  escape.  As  I  noticed  it  I 
thought  how  much  we  are  like  the  pi- 
geon. When  God  is  doing  His  very  best 
for  us  many  times  we  are  rebellious  and 
try  to  escape  from  the  environment  which 
God  has  placed  us  in. 

God  may  have  to  take  you 
through  some  trying  experience  this 
coming  year  to  shield  you  from 
danger  or  to  develop  in  you  the  fine 
qualities  that  He  sees  you  need  to 
be  a  soul-winner  for  Him. 

One  night  after  I  had  decorated 
our  home  for  Christmas,  I  turned 
off  all  the  lights  except  the  colored 
lights  in  the  windows  and  on  the 
Christmas  tree.  They  were  beauti- 
ful, and  as  I  sat  there  all  alone  med- 
itating, God  spoke  to  my  heart  and 
showed  me  how  often  He  must  turn  | 
off  the  bright  lights  of  this  world  J 
and  cause  us,  like  the  little  pigeon, 
to  go  through  things  we  do  not  un- 
derstand for  the  purpose  of  making 
the  light  of  our  lives  more  beauti- 
ful. And  how  often  we  fail  to  shine 
in  these  dark  places  because  we  do  j 
not  understand  God's  way  of  work- 
ing out  His  plan  in  our  lives.  I  re- 


member the  time  when  it  seemed  that  all 
the  lights  were  turned  off  in  my  life, 
when  the  death  angel  came  and  took  our 
little  son  away,  but  through  this  darkness 
Jesus  spoke  to  me,  and  a  greater,  more 
beautiful  light  than  I  had  ever  known 
before  came  into  my  life  when  through 
this  He  led  me  into  the  way  of  holiness. 

Recently  we  received  a  letter  from  a 
young  mother  in  Kentucky.  She  said, 
"My  heart  is  aching  this  cold  morning 
sitting  here  at  my  window.  Not  far  away 
on  a  grey  hill  is  a  fresh  little  mound  cov- 
ered with  flowers."  I  shall  only  give  you 
this  much  of  her  letter.  This  is  enough  to 
let  you  see  that  with  her  God  has  per- 
mitted the  light  to  be  turned  off  for  a 
season,  but  He  is  only  working  out  plans 
in  that  home  for  a  greater  light.  God 
bless  this  little  mother  and  strengthen  her 
in  this  hour  when  the  lights  are  low. 

Two  men  were  traveling  together  one 
day.   This   was   their  conversation: 

"That's  the  place  right  there,"  said  the 
man  of  sixty,  pointing  to  a  large  build- 
ing. 

"You  don't  mean  that  whole  block,  do 
you?"  said  his  companion. 

"Yes,  it  was  all  mine.  I  began  in  a  small 
way.  I  worked  hard.  I  was  successful. 
Hundreds  of  men  were  working  two 
shifts.  Orders  were  piling  up.  I  was  fast 
becoming  a  rich  man.  Then — well,  over 
night  I  was  stripped  of  everything.  It 
was  like  turning  off  the  only  light  in  a 
room  on  a  dark,  stormy  night.  Everything 
went  black  as  midnight.  The  storm  was 
terrible — in  my  heart  I  mean."  Then  he 
paused. 

"Too  bad,"  the  other  man  exclaimed. 
"Too   bad?"    he    repeated,    turning    to 
him  sharply,  with  eyes  glistening.  "Say, 


In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  Glory 


In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 

All  the  light  of  sacred  story 
Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 

When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 
Hopes  deceive  and  fears  annoy; 

Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me; 
Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 

When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 
Light  and  love  upon  my  way, 

From  the  cross  of  radiance  streaming 
Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 

Bane  and,  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified, 
Peace  is  there  that  krwws  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 


I  shall  never  quit  thanking  God  for  that 
experience." 

"I  don't  understand,"  he  said. 

"I  FORGOT  MY  LOSS— EVERY- 
THING. In  the  terrible  darkness  of  that 
hour,"  he  explained,  "I  saw  a  great  light. 
In  the  storm  I  heard  a  sweet  voice.  The 
light  took  form;  it  was  the  Savior.  The 
Savior  was  speaking  to  me — oh,  so  gen- 
tly. He  was  so  wonderful  that  I  forgot 
my  loss.  For  the  moment  I  forgot  every- 
thing. I  hardly  know  what  He  said  to  me, 
but  I  do  know  that  I  loved  Him,  and 
that  my  heart  went  out  to  Him  in  surren- 
der and  devotion.  Then  the  storm  in  my 
heart  ceased.  It  was — I — I — really  can't 
describe  it." 

Many  times  that  white-haired  man 
stood  up  in  my  services,  faced  the  people 
and  said,  "Friends,  I  thank  God  that  He 
took  everything  I  had,  for  then  it  was 
that  I  found  Him,  and  He  is  better  than 
all,  yes,  better  than  all."  His  face  would 
be  wreathed  in  smiles,  and  tears  glisten- 
ing with  glory  would  trickle  down  his 
cheeks. 

Here  is  another  illustration  which 
shows  us  how  God  speaks  when  the  lights 
of  the  world  are  turned  low. 

A  cablegram  from  heaven,  reported  by 
Dr.  W.  J.  Schieffelin  at  the  Chicago  Na- 
tional Congress,  shows  how  a  Calcutta 
merchant  met  a  misfortune  in  his  busi- 
ness. A  secretary  of  a  British  missionary 
society  called  on  the  merchant  to  ask  his 
help  in  the  work.  He  drew  a  check  for 
two  hundred  and  fifty  dollars  and  handed 
it  to  the  visitor.  At  that  moment  a  cable- 
gram was  brought  in.  He  read  it  and 
looked  troubled.  "This  cablegram,"  he 
said,  "tells  me  that  one  of  my  ships  has 
been  wrecked  and  the  cargo  lost.  It 
makes  a  very  large  difference  in  my 
_»;«  affairs.  I  will  have  to  write  you  an- 
other check."  The  secretary  under- 
stood perfectly  and  handed  back  the 
check  for  two  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars.  The  checkbook  was  still 
open  and  the  merchant  wrote  him 
another  check  and  handed  it  over. 
He  read  it  with  amazement.  It  was 
a  check  for  one  thousand  dollars. 
He  said,  "Haven't  you  made  a  mis- 
take?" "No,"  said  the  merchant,  "I 
haven't  made  a  mistake."  And  then 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  he  said, 
"That  cablegram  was  a  message 
from  my  Father  in  heaven.  It  read, 
'Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  treasures 
upon  earth.'  " 

In  looking  at  the  stars  through  a 

great  telescope,  it  is  necessary  first 

to  put  out  every  light  until  you  are 

left  in  total  darkness.  Every  light 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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of  this  story  may  send  5  c  per  copy  for 
back  issues.  The  story  began  in  July  issue. 
Space  forbids  our  giving  a  synopsis. 

FAITH'S  REWARD 

Did  a  valentine  ever  convey  more  of 
sweet  mystery,  Hilda  wondered.  She  had 
not  the  slightest  clue  as  to  the  sender,  and 
yet  was  it  only  her  heart's  wild  hope  and 
desire  for  some  word  regarding  Warren 
that  kept  insistently  linking  his  name 
with  the  pretty  missive?  There  was  some- 
thing so  delicate  and  elusive  yet  withal  so 
real  in  the  lines  about  friendship  long 
sundered,  but  never  forgotten  and  now  to 
be  resumed  forever. 

True  to  the  flash  of  vision  that  had 
come  to  her  weeks  before,  she  accepted 
the  happiness  it  brought  as  God's  meed 
of  sunshine  for  her  present  need,  and 
thanked  Him  for  it.  She  tried  to  guard 
against  building  any  castle  of  hopes  upon 
it  or  allowing  herself  to  be  lured  away 
from  her  sure  Dwelling  Place,  enjoying 
the  sweetness,  but  steadfastly  maintain- 
ing, "My  home  is  God;  in  Him  I'll  abide." 

The  girls  at  the  store  knew  she  had  re- 
ceived a  valentine  that  had  made  her  very 
happy,  but  further  than  that  they  neither 
knew  nor  cared.  Only  Jean  shared  her  se- 
cret with  her. 

She  somehow  felt  that  a  letter  must 
follow,  and  was  not  surprised  when  a 
week  afterward  there  was  handed  her  in 
her  mail  a  thick  letter,  addressed  in  an 
unfamiliar  hand.  She  had  come  home 
from  work  late  and  had  to  hurry  at  once 
to  the  dining  room.  She  could  never  have 
told  what  she  ate  for  dinner  that  night, 
but  she  knew  that  it  was  all  accomplished 
in  a  very  few  minutes  and  she  was  back 
in  her  own  room.  Her  roommate  had  gone 
out  for  the  evening  and  she  was  glad  to 
be  alone  when,  with  fingers  that  trembled 
and  heart  that  fluttered  and  thumped, 
she  opened  Warren  Hethrington's  letter. 

"Dear  Hilda,"  it  began,  "I  am  sure  you 
will  be  surprised  to  get  this  letter  from 
me,  but  no  more  surprised  than  I  am  to 
be  writing  it.  All  I  can  say  by  way  of 
explanation  is  that  God  seems  to  have 
been  speaking  to  me  about  you,  and  when 
a  few  days  ago  by  the  merest  accident 
(?)  I  learned  you  were  still  Hilda  Car- 
roll and  had  been  for  some  time  visiting 
at  the  old  home  in  W — ,  I  was  seized 
with  an  irresistible  impulse  to  write  you. 

"First  I  want  to  tell  you  of  the  new 
experience  that  came  to  me  at  the  Kes- 


wick Conference  last  summer.  I  had 
drifted  far  from  the  Christian  I  was 
when  you  knew  me,  Hilda,  and  through 
the  influence  of  a  wonderful  Sunday 
School  teacher  I  was  made  to  see  that  the 
change  in  my  life  and  views  was  not 
'growth,'  and  'progress,'  or  even  'free- 
dom,' but  was  blindness,  backsliding,  and 
sin." 

Then  followed,  in  a  letter  of  many 
pages,  closely  written,  the  story  of  that 
trip  to  Keswick,  of  his  struggle  against  a 
full  surrender,  and  of  his  final  yielding  of 
all  that  he  was  or  ever  hoped  to  be  to 
Christ  as  rightful  Conqueror  and  glorious 
King.  Then,  lest  Hilda  should  misunder- 
stand, he  tried  as  best  he  could  to  tell  of 
the  new  joy  there  was  in  life  for  him, 
of  the  service  God  had  committed  to  his 
hand,  of  the  zest  and  "worth-whileness" 


FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God*s  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody- 
goody,"  and  appear  "pious"  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ   at   the   center. 

REV.  ROBERT  C.  McQUILKIN, 
Dean  of  Columbia  Bible  School,  Columbia, 
S.   C. 


of  a  life  with  one  purpose  and  that  pur- 
pose to  please  and  serve  God.  He  told 
frankly  yet  modestly  that  he  had  known 
something  of  the  joy  of  success  and  ambi- 
tion achieved  in  the  business  world,  and 
God  had  prospered  him,  but  that  while 
he  still  expected  and  desired  to  be  a  suc- 
cess as  men  count  success,  yet  that  had 
now  taken  second  place  and  he  wanted 
always  to  think  of  God  as  senior  Partner 
in  his  whole  life  concern,  and  His  was  to 
be  the  directing  and  deciding  word. 

When  Warren  had  first  thought  of 
writing  Hilda  he  was  so  sure  that  God 
had  put  into  his  heart  this  old  love  for 
the  sweetheart  of  boyhood  days,  that  he 
intended  to  declare  his  love  for  her  in  this 
first  letter.  He  meant  to  follow  that  val- 
entine up  in  the  proper  manner!  But  the 


pressure  of  many  things  had  prevented 
his  writing  at  all  for  several  days  and 
when  he  finally  was  able  to  give  the  whole 
evening  he  wanted  to  the  letter,  the  calm- 
er judgment  of  the  man  prevailed.  He  re- 
solved to  only  write  her  as  an  old  friend 
and  tell  her  of  himself,  and  especially  to 
give  a  testimony  for  his  Lord  that  he 
hoped  and  prayed  might  be  used  of  God 
to  bless  Hilda  and  win  her  to  a  closer 
walk  also. 

He  reasoned  rightly  that  such  a  letter, 
without  any  word  of  love  or  even  of 
special  interest,  would  no  doubt  bring 
from  Hilda  a  somewhat  similar  letter  if 
she  was  at  all  in  sympathy  with  him  now. 
Or,  if  she  were  not  a  Christian,  he  knew 
she  must  then  be  farther  away  than  ever 
from  these  things,  and  such  a  letter  from 
him  would  either  be  ignored  or  likely  to 
bring  a  sharp  retort.  He  could  hardly  bear 
to  think  of  the  latter  possibility,  but  it 
might  be.  He  longed  to  know  what  was  in 
her  heart,  and  this  letter  seemed  to  be  a 
good  way  to  find  out. 

He  could  not,  however,  close  without 
a  little  personal  message.  Near  the  end  of 
the  letter  he  wrote: 

"I  wonder  if  you  remember  the  last 
words  I  said  to  you  when  we  parted  that 
night.  I  can  recall  them  so  well.  I  said,  'I 
will  still  pray  for  you,  Hilda.'  I  do  not 
wonder  that  you  resented  it  then.  I  was 
so  crude  and  boyish,  but  deeply  in  earn- 
est. I  hope  it  will  not  make  you  angry 
again  when  I  tell  you  that  I  did  pray  for 
you  many  times  after  that  for  a  year  or 
more,  and  then  I  forgot,  and  during  those 
years  in  college  I  am  afraid  I  lost  my  faith 
in  a  God  that  hears  and  answers  prayer. 
But  when  I  was  at  Keswick  last  July  and 
knew  that  God  did  hear  and  answer 
prayer,  the  old  promise  to  pray  for  you 
came  strangely  to  my  mind,  and  I  prayed 
for  you  then  as  I  had  not  for  years." 

That  was  all,  but  it  brought  quick  but 
happy  tears  to  the  eyes  of  the  girl.  Angry! 
She  believed  that  it  was  in  answer  to 
those  prayers  that  she  was  now  a  Chris- 
tian, and  because  of  that  boyish  earnest- 
ness and  consecration,  that  could  brave 
the  taunting  laugh  of  a  girl  and  stand  by 
his  principles,  she  was  led  into  a  life  of 
similar  consecration  and  separation  from 
all  that  was  alien  to  her  Lord. 

Her  mind  flew  back  to  last  July.  She 
was  at  home  then  and  it  was  some  time 
during  that  month  that  Mr.  Levermore 
had  pressed  his  suit  with  great  ardor,  and 
she  recalled  how  nearly  she  had  yielded, 
but  how  just  when  she  was  on  the  point 
of  saying  the  final  yes,  there  came  to  her 
such  a  desire  to  have  in  this  closest  of 
intimacy  one  who  knew  Christ  and  would 
help  her  to  know  Him  better,  and  not  one 
who  she  knew  would  do  all  in  his  power 
to  win  her  away  from  any  but  the  most 
nominal  of  Christian  life.  She  looked 
back  at  the  date  when  Warren  had  made 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    1 
The  Needle's  Eye 

"It  is  easier  for  a  camel  to  go  through 
the  eye  of  a  needle,  than  for  a  rich  -man  to 
enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God,"  Matt. 
19:24. 

This  verse  has  been  considered  by  some 
as  a  difficult  passage  of  scripture  to  un- 
derstand. I  want  the  children  to  learn  this 
lesson  early  in  life.  If  you  ever  saw  a 
camel  you  saw  a  large  animal. 

The  eye  of  a  needle  you  see  your  mother 
use  in  the  home  is  a  regular  sewing  needle. 
Any  one  would  know  that  a  camel  could 
not  go  through  this.  Jesus  is  not  talking 
about  a  sewing  needle. 

The  cities  at  that  time  were  built  with 
walls  around  them.  A  large  gate  was  built 
for  heavy  traffic.  Inside  the  large  gate 
was  a  small  gate  which  was  called,  "The 
Needle's  Eye."  Sometimes  the  large  gate 
was  closed  and  passengers  passed  through 
the  small  gate.  The  camel  carried  big, 
heavy  loads  of  spices,  perfumes,  and  other 
merchandise  on  his  back.  The  men  would 
come  to  the  city  and  finding  the  big  gate 
closed  there  was  nothing  to  do  but  force 
the  camel  through  the  small  Needle's  Eye 
gate.  In  order  to  do  this  the  camel  was 
unloaded,  and  had  to  get  down  on  his 
knees.  We  do  not  know  whether  they 
pushed  or  pulled  him  through  but  in  this 
way  he  passed  through  the  gate.  How- 
ever, it  was  a  difficult  task. 

In  this  verse  Jesus  implies  that  it  is 
hard  for  a  rich  man  to  enter  heaven.  As 
the  camel  had  to  get  down  on  his  knees 
to  pass  through  the  gate,  so  must  the  rich 
man  unload  and  humble  himself  in  prayer 
to  God  in  order  to  get  to  heaven.  This 
lesson  teaches  humility.  We  can  all  be 
happy  by  laying  aside  every  weight;  love, 
worship  and  follow  in  the  steps  of  Je- 
sus. 

QUESTIONS: 

Is  a  camel  a  large  animal?  Yes.  What  is 
meant  by  the  "Needle's  Eye"?   A   small 


gate  in  Jerusalem.  How  could  the  camel 
go  through  this  gate?  By  unloading  every- 
thing and  getting  down  on  his  knees. 
How  can  a  rich  man  go  to  heaven?  By 
forsaking  his  riches  and  humbling  him- 
self before  God. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESSON   NO.   2 
Job 

{Read  the  book  of  fob) 

The  life  of  Job  is  very  interesting  even 
to  children.  We  want  to  notice  a  few 
points  in  the  life  of  this  great  man.  Job 
was  a  perfect  and  upright  man,  one  who 
feared  God  and  eschewed  evil. 

One  day  Satan  was  going  to  and  fro 
in  the  earth  and  met  God.  Satan  told  Him 
how  He  had  put  a  hedge  around  Job  and 
prospered  him,  and  if  He  would  destroy 
everything  he  had  that  he  would  curse 
Him  to  His  face.  Then  the  Lord  gave 
Satan  power  to  destroy  all  Job  had  but 
not  to  touch  Job.  Satan  began  his  deadly 
work.  One  messenger  after  another  came 
running  to  Job,  telling  him  how  his  cattle 
were  killed  and  carried  away  to  other 
countries.  He  had  seven  sons  and  three 
daughters  who  were  in  the  home  of  their 
brothers  when  a  cyclone  struck  the  home 
and  killed  them. 

Poor  old  Job,  his  wealth  swept  away 
and  his  children  dead.  What  a  blow  it 
must  have  been!  Do  you  think  he  blamed 
God  for  all  this  trouble?  No,  in  all  this 
calamity  Job  remained  true  to  God  and 
said,  "The  Lord  gave,  and  the  Lord  hath 
taken  away;  blessed  be  the  name  of  the 
Lord."  Satan  was  watching  the  case  and 
was  very  angry  because  Job  remained 
true  to  God.  He  told  God  if  He  would  af- 
flict Job's  body  then  he  was  sure  Job 
would  curse  God.  The  Lord  gave  Satan 
power  to  afflict  Job's  body  and  he  broke 
out  with  boils  from  the  top  of  his  head 
to  the  sole  of  his  foot.  To  make  the  suf- 
fering greater,  his  friends  turned  against 
him,  even  his  wife  told  him  to  curse  God 
and  die!  Did  he  give  up  now?  No,  in  all 
this  he  remained  true  to  God.  He  was 
permitted  to  suffer  until  God  saw  that 
it  was  enough,  then  He  restored  unto  Job 
more  than  he  lost.  He  gave  him  seven 
sons  and  three  of  the  most  beautiful 
daughters  in  the  land.  Job  lived  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  years  after  this  affliction 
and  was  happy  in  the  service  of  the  Lord. 
QUESTIONS: 

Who  afflicted  Job?  Satan.  Did  Job 
remain  true  under  all  circumstances? 
Yes.  Did  Job  get  back  as  much  as  he 
lost?  Yes,  and  more  too. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    3 
The  Ten  Commandment's 

Now  children  for  this  Bible  lesson  we 
have  the  ten  commandments.  I  want  you 
to  memorize  every  word  of  them.  There  is 
not  one  commandment  you  can  break 
and  go  to  heaven,  so  you  can  see  how  im- 


portant it  is  for  you  to  learn  them.  This 
is  a  good  lesson  to  memorize  and  recite  at 
Sunday  School. 

1.  Thou  shalt  have  no  other  gods  before 
me. 

2.  Thou  shalt  not  make  unto  thee  any 
graven  image. 

3.  Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of  the 
Lord  thy  God  in  vain. 

4.  Remember  the  Sabbath  day,  to  keep 
it  holy. 

5.  Honor  thy  father  and  thy  mother. 

6.  Thou  shalt  not  kill. 

7.  Thou  shalt  not  commit  adultery. 

8.  Thou  shalt  not  steal. 

9.  Thou    shalt    not    bear    false    witness 
against  thy  neighbor. 

10.   Thou  shalt  not  covet  anything  that 
is  thy  neighbor's. — Exodus  20:3-17. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON   NO.   4 
Questions  and  Answers 

(/  want  the  little  boys  and  girls  to  mem- 
orize these  answers) 

Question:  To  what  woman  did  Jesus 
first  appear  after  His  resurrection? 

Answer:  Mary  Magdalene. 

Question:  Who  saw  Jesus  next? 

Answer:  Two  other  women. 

Question:  How  many  disciples  saw  Je- 
sus on  the  walk  to  Emmaus? 

Answer:  Two. 

Question:  How  many  times  did  Jesus 
make  His  appearance  on  the  first  Easter? 

Answer:  Five  times. 

Question:  In  what  chapter  and  book  of 
the  Bible  do  we  find  an  account  of  the 
ascension  into  heaven? 

Answer:  Acts  1. 

Question:  What  was  Peter's  request 
when  he  was  crucified? 

Answer:  That  his  head  be  downward 
on  the  cross. 

Question:  Who  was  the  youngest  apos- 
tle? 

Answer:   John. 

Question:  How  was  St.  Andrew  cru- 
cified? 

Answer:  Fastened  to  the  cross  with 
cords. 

Question:   Did  Bartholomew    suffer  a 


death 


did   he   die 


martyr  s 
death? 

Answer:  He  died  a  martyr. 

Question:      Did  Philip     die  a   natural 
death,  or  was  he  a  martyr? 

Answer:  He  died  a  martyr. 

Question:  Name  two  of  the  first  disci- 
ples Jesus  chose. 

Answer:  Peter  and  John. 

Question:  What  was  the  first  miracle? 

Answer:  Water  turned  into  wine. 

Question:   About  what  did  Jesus  talk 
to  Nicodemus  by  night? 

Answer:  The  new  birth. 

Question:    Who   made    more    disciples, 
Jesus  or  John? 

Answer:  Jesus. 

Question:  Who  threw  John  the  Baptist 
(Continued   on   page    31) 
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Effie's  Visitor 

"Has  anybody  been  here  today,  mother, 

hile  I  was  gone?" 

Effie  had  been  away  all  day,  since 
breakfast;  and  now  daylight  had  faded 
out  of  the  sky,  and  the  moon's  "silver 
sickle"  was  hanging  above  their  heads. 

"Let  me  see,"  said  mother,  putting 
on  her  thinking  cap.  "Yes,  I  have  had 
one  visitor." 

"Oh,  have  you,  mother?  Who  was  it?" 

"She  did  not  tell  me  her  name,"  said 
mother,  with  a  quizzical  little  smile. 

"Did  she  not  tell  you  her  name!  How 
very  queer!  Where  did  she  come  from?" 

"She  did  not  say." 

"What  did  she  come  to  our  house  for?" 

"Ah!  for  several  reasons.  For  one  thing, 
she  cured  my  headache;  she  brought  me 
a  letter  from  a  dear  friend;  she  gave  me 
a  new  book  to  read;  she  put  a  red  rose  on 
my  table;  she  finished  a  piece  of  sewing 
for  me,  and  gave  me  some  sweet,  new 
thoughts." 

"What  a  strange  visitor!"  murmured 
Effie.  "Was  that  all?" 

"No;  she  wanted  me  to  do  many  things 
for  her.  She  asked  me  to  make  broth  for 
a  sick  girl,  to  write  two  letters  offering 
to  help  two  people,  to  pay  a  visit,  to 
make  a  pudding  and  several  other  things." 

"And  did  you  do  them  for  her?" 

"I  did  some  of  them,  and  some  I  left 
undone.  I  wish  now  that  I  had  done  them 
all." 

"I  would  give  anything  to  see  her, 
mother.  Will  she  ever  come  again?" 

"No,"  said  mother,  "she  cannot  come 
again,  because  she  died  at  sunset." 

"Died,  mother.  How  dreadful!  And  yet 
you  are  smiling.  I  think  you  are  joking 
somehow — are  you?" 

"Not  joking,  exactly,  Effie  dear,  but 
I  am  talking  in  a  little  parable  which  I 
think  you  can  guess  when  I  tell  you  that 
her  sister  is  coming  tomorrow  at  sunrise 
— her  twin  sister — so  like  my  visitor  that 
no  one  could  tell  them 
apart,  though  some  of  her  gifts 
and  some  of  her  desires  will  be 
different  from  today's  guest." 

"You  say  you  don't  know  her 
name,  mother?" 

"I  didn't  say  that.  I  said  she 
did  not  tell  me  her  name.  But  I 
do  know  it — it  is  Thursday." 

"Thursday!"  cried  Effie 
laughing.  "You  just  mean  to- 
day, then." 

"Yes,  today." 

"And  your  visitor  tomorrow 
will  be  named — " 

"Friday,   of   course." 

Effie  was  very  much  amused 


at  the  idea  of  the  Thursday  visitor  and 
the  Friday  visitor;  but  when  she  awoke 
in  her  little  bed  the  next  morning  she 
said  softly  to  herself,  "How  do  you  do, 
Mrs.  Friday?  I  wonder  what  you  have 
brought  me  today?  At  any  rate,  I  am 
going  to  do  all  the  things  you  ask  me, 
'cause  you  have  got  to  die  at  sunset,  you 
know." 

And,  right  away,  Mistress  Friday  asked 
the  little  girl  to  get  up  and  dress  in  time 
for  morning  prayers.  —  Nortlnvestern 
Christian  Advocate. 

Worth  Keeping 

"I  can  never  keep  anything!"  cried 
Edith,  stamping  her  foot  with  vexation 
because  she  could  not  find  her  scissors. 
"Somebody  always  takes  my  things  away 
and  loses  them.  I  wish  they  would  be  let 
alone." 

"There  is  one  thing,"  said  her  mamma, 
"that  I  think  you  might  keep  if  you 
would  try." 

"I  should  like  to  keep  even  one  thing," 
answered  Edith. 

"Well  then,  my  dear,  keep  your  temper. 
If  you  will  do  that,  you  will  find  it  easier 
to  keep  other  things.  If  you  had  used  your 
time  in  searching  for  the  lost  scissors,  you 
might  have  found  them  before  now.  You 
have  only  got  into  a  passion,  and  you 
have  accused  somebody,  perhaps  unjustly, 
of  taking  away  your  scissors  and  losing 
them.  Keep  your  temper,  Edith,  even  if 
you  lose  all  the  little  property  you  have. 
Getting  into  a  passion  never  brings  any- 
thing to  light  except  an  unhappy  face, 
and  besides  getting  yourself  into  a  passion, 
you  accuse  somebody  else  of  doing 
wrong." 

Edith  began  to  think.  She  got  over  her 
ill  humor,  searched  for  her  scissors  and 
found  them  in  her  own  workbag.  "Why, 
mamma!"  she  exclaimed,  "here  they  are.  I 
might  have  been  sewing  all  this  time  if  I 
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Jim  Plays  Square 

Annie  Harris  Crawford 

Jim  and  Jerry  were  having  such  a  good 
time  out  on  the  back  porch  playing  with 
their  toys!  Uncle  Harry  had  given  a 
mechanical  man  to  each  boy.  Again  and 
again  the  two  boys  had  wound  up  the 
springs  and  delightedly  watched  the 
queer  antics  of  their  wonderful  new  toys. 

Suddenly  mother  appeared  in  the  door- 
way. "Jerry,"  she  said,  "supper  is  ready. 
Run  across  the  street  and  call  your  sis- 
ter; and,  Jim,  put  the  playthings  away." 

With  a  longing  look  at  his  toys,  Jerry 
rose  and  went  to  call  his  sister. 

Jim  decided  he  would  wind  up  the  two 
mechanical  men  once  more  and  watch 
them  unwind  before  he  put  them  away. 
Click!  click!  click!  he  wound  the  spring 
and  started  Jerry's  man  spinning.  Then 
he  picked  up  his  own,  and  click!  click! 
whir-r-r!  went  the  spring  in  his  man. 
Something  was  wrong.  He  was  sure  his 
wonderful  plaything  was  ruined.  And  as 
if  that  were  not  bad  enough,  he  knew  ev- 
erybody would  have  something  to  say 
about  his  carelessness.  He  was  always  get- 
ting scolded  for  being  careless,  and  he 
never  meant  to  be  so  at  all. 

Then  a  thought  struck  him.  "My  man 
and  Jerry's  are  just  alike,"  he  told  him- 
self. "If  I  put  the  broken  one  with 
Jerry's  things,  he  will  not  know  there  is 
anything  wrong  with  it  and  will  try  to 
wind  it  up  in  the  morning,  and  when  it 
won't  wind  he'll  think  he  has  broken  it. 
He  always  takes  such  good  care  of  his 
things  he  won't  get  scolded.  Besides,"  he 
added,  as  his  conscience  began  to  prick 
him,  "I'll  let  him  play  with  mine  a  lot 
of  the  time." 

So  he  ran  to  the  upper  hall  where  each 
boy  had  a  shelf  for  his  playthings  and  put 
the  unbroken  toy  on  the  shelf  with  his 
things.  The  broken  one  he  placed  among 
Jerry's. 

Then  he  washed  his  face  and  hands  and 
went  to  supper,  but  somehow  he  could 
not  enjoy  eating.  All  the  evening  he  was 
unhappy. 

When  he  went  to  bed  that 
night  he  could  not  sleep.  At  last 
he  slipped  quietly  from  his  bed 
and  crept  into  the  hall.  He  knew 
just  exactly  where  the  two  me- 
chanical men  were.  He  quickly 
exchanged  them  and  hurried 
back  to  bed  feeling  so  much  hap- 
pier. Even  if  his  splendid  new 
toy  was  broken,  even  if  he 
should  get  a  scolding  for  his 
roughness  in  winding  it  up,  that 
was  better  than  knowing  that  he 
had  taken  a  mean  advantage  of 
his  little  brother.  In  an  instant 
he  was  fast  asleep. 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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fKelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


Broken  Things 

A  little  girl  brushed  hastily  past  the 
dining  table  and  dragged  a  beautiful  cocoa 
pot  to  the  floor.  Of  course  it  was  smashed. 
Not  all  the  tears  in  the  world  could  make 
it  whole  again.  It  was  gone  forever,  only 
fit  to  be  thrown  away. 

"I  know  you  are  sorry,  Elizabeth,  but 
that  does  not  mend  matters." 

However,  there  are  some  things  in  the 
world  that  are  useful  only  after  they  are 
broken.  Instead  of  ending,  their  useful- 
ness begins  with  the  breaking.  Natural 
things — cups  and  saucers, 
chairs,  clocks,  mirrors — are 
utterly  useless  when  broken, 
but  the  hearts  must  be  brok- 
en to  be  of  real  use.  Spirit- 
ual things  are  quite  differ- 
ent from  natural  things. 
Human  beings  are  most  use- 
ful, most  powerful,  after 
they  are  "broken." 

One  day  our  Lord,  in 
speaking  of  Himself,  said, 
"Whosoever  shall  fall  on  this 
;tone  shall  be  broken:  but  on 
whomsoever  it  shall  fall,  it 
will  grind  him  to  powder." 
All  who  come  to  Christ  and 
lay  themselves  at  His  feet 
meet  with  a  mighty  break- 
ing up  of  their  former 
selves.  Old  plans  and  ambi- 
tions, old  ideals,  and  old 
viewpoints  are  utterly  brok- 
en. Those  who  fall  on  the 
Rock  break  voluntarily; 
those  on  whom  the  Rock 
falls  are  ground  to  powder — 
utterly  destroyed.  All  must 
agree  that  it  is  better  to 
break  than  to  be  broken; 
better  to  yield  gladly  and 
sweetly  than  to  be  forced 
into  submission. 

Once  the  Lord  took  Jere- 
miah down  to  the  potter's 
house  to  watch  the  process 
of  pottery  making.  The 
lump  of  clay  was  put  on  the 
wheel  for  shaping,  but  for 
some  reason,  it  was  marred 
(spoiled)  in  the  making.  We 
would  have  thrown  it  away. 
But  the  potter  began  all 
over  and  "made  it  again." 
So  our  gracious  God  takes 
lives — marred  and  spoiled 
lives — and  when  they  are  re- 
made, fashioned  under  His 
hand,  they  become  useful 
and  beautiful. 

Long,  long  ago  God  won 


a  great  victory,  not  with  guns  and 
swords,  and  the  confusion  of  battle,  but 
with  "broken  things."  A  great  host  was 
planning  an  attack  on  the  Israelites.  So 
sure  were  they  of  victory  in  the  morn- 
ing, that  they  went  to  their  tents  for  a 
good  sleep.  Suddenly  in  the  night  they 
were  awakened  by  the  glare  of  many 
lights.  The  Israelites  were  upon  them.  In 
the  confusion  of  their  own  camp  they 
fought  at  random,  with  the  result  that 
every  man  killed  his  neighbor,  and  the 
great  army  of  the  Midianites  fled.  What 


"IF  IT  DIE- 


"Except  a  com  of  wheat  fall  into  the  ground 
and  die,  it  abideth  alone :  but  if  it  die,  it  bringeth 
forth  much  fruit,"  John  12 :24. 

O  burdened,  broken  child  of  God, 

0  troubled  soul  and  tried, 
Through  storm  and  strife  thy  Savior  speaks 

To  draw  thee  to  His  side. 
The  hand  that  holds  thy  weight  of  woe 

Was  wounded  once  for  thee ; 
Thy  life  is  locked  within  His  love 

And  Calvary  keeps  the  key. 

Oh,  hush  and  hide  thee  in  His  love, 

Lie  silently  and  still ; 
In  quiet  confidence  await 

The  working  of  His  will. 
So  shalt  thou  learn  His  love  for  souls, 

So  shalt  thou  bear  His  Word ; 
So  shall  thy  life  be  lost  in  His — 

So  shall  men  meet  thy  Lord ! 

— E.  Margaret  Clarkson. 
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was  the  secret?  "Broken  things."  At  the 
command  of  the  Lord  a  small  army  of 
three  hundred  went  forth  with  trumpets, 
pitchers,  and  lamps.  Upon  a  signal,  the 
pitchers  were  smashed,  the  lamps  shone 
forth,  the  enemy  was  terrified  and  a  great 
victory  won.  The  pitchers  served  their 
greatest  usefulness  when  "broken." 

How  about  human  beings?  Many  have 
the  light  of  God  in  the  soul,  but  it  is 
often  hidden  by  self-will.  Perhaps  only 
God  looking  from  above  knows  there  is 
light  there.  But  wait!  Something  hap- 
pens. There  comes  some  sud- 
den affliction,  some  tremen- 
dous grief  or  disappoint- 
ment. There  is  a  breaking  up 
af  the  depths  in  the  soul,  and 
lo,  the  light  shines  forth. 

An  ambitious  young  girl 
just  out  of  college  planned  a 
career  for  herself.  Nothing 
should  oppose  her!  One  day 
she  was  suddenly  stricken 
with  weakness.  The  physi- 
cian who  was  consulted  said 
she  was  ill  with  tuberculosis. 
Four  years  of  suffering  and 
rebellion  followed.  She  was 
suddenly  stricken  with 
weakness.  At  last  she  yielded 
to  God,  and  promised  Him 
her  life-long  service  on  the 
mission  field  if  He  would 
heal  her.  He  who  is  faithful 
answered.  She  has  been  in 
India  for  many  years.  Her 
life  was  marred,  but  the  Di- 
vine Potter  "made  it  again"; 
her  pitcher  was  "broken" 
and  a  great  light  has  since 
radiated  to  others. 

At  a  time  in  Jesus'  life 
when  He  was  needing  the 
comfort  of  a  loving  act,  a 
woman  drew  near  timidly,  a 
repentant  sinner — so  con- 
scious of  her  weight  of  sins 
that  she  realized  the  great- 
ness of  a  Savior  who  could 
take  it  away.  Her  gratitude 
leaped  up  and  demanded  an 
expression.  What  could  she 
do  for  this  Holy  One  who 
had  relieved  her  of  her 
shameful  load?  She  had  a  lit- 
tle treasure — it  may  have 
been  a  gift  of  some  kind;  at 
any  rate,  it  was  "very  pre- 
cious"— a  little  jar  of  per- 
fume. This  she  broke  and 
poured  it  lavishly  upon  His 
sacred  feet.  Quickly  .the 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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TRANQUIL  BREAKFASTS 

By  Lillian  Brand 

"Mamma,  where's  my  arithmetic?" 
"Auntie,  what  dress  d'ymi  want  me  to 
wear?" 

"I  can't  find  my  socks — and  say,  please 
sew  on  a  button  for  me,"  begged  my  old- 
er son. 

"Is  the  coffee  ready?"  came  from  my 
husband  in  the  kitchen.  "I've  got  to  leave 
in   a   minute." 

My  hair  still  tousled,  my  dress  half  on, 
I  dashed  to  the  kitchen.  The  coffee  wasn't 
even  in  the  percolator  yet!  But  the  water 
had  boiled  out  of  the  lower  part  of  the 
double  boiler  so  that  the  cereal  was  slight- 
ly burned.  As  for  the  toast,  it  was  un- 
eatable! 

Fortunately  my  husband  ate  from  be- 
hind his  newspaper,  so  he  didn't  taste 
what  he  was  eating — much. 

From  the  kitchen  I  dashed  to  the  chil- 
dren's rooms  trying  to  straighten  out  their 
problems  and  get  them  ready  for  break- 
fast. Ted  was  late  as  usual,  and  had  to 
run  off  to  school  munching  a  piece  of 
cold  toast  as  he  went.  But  I  managed  to 
get  my  niece  and  older  boy  to  the  table. 
They  stopped  quarreling  long  enough  for 
us  to  bow  our  heads  for  grace.  But  just 
as  we  started  to  ask  the  blessing,  the  choc- 
olate boiled  over!  I  dashed  to  wipe  it  up. 

Dorothy  and  Bob  resumed  their  quar- 
reling; their  sharp,  nasty  phrases  sprayed 
the  air  like  shrapnel. 

This  sort  of  thing  made  my  mornings 
seem  as  if  I  were  living  in  a  nest  of  biting 
ants.  I  was  glad  when  each  child  was  gone 
and  I  could  enjoy  the  sunny  solitary 
coziness  of  my  home. 

But  what  sort  of  start  for  the  day  were 
my  children  getting?  And  my  husband? 
Such  thoughts  worried  me,  and  I  tried  to 
push  them  into  the  back  of  my  mind  un- 
til the  particular  morning  described 
above.  It  was  even  worse  than  usual,  for 
I  didn't  tell  half  of  it.  It  was  so  bad 
that  it  was  destined  to  make  breakfast  his- 
tory in  our  home.  I  determined  then  that 
that  sort  of  thing  simply  could  not  go  on! 

That  night  after  dinner  I  said  to  the 
children,  "Tomorrow  we'll  have  waffles 


for  breakfast  if  you'll  help  me." 

"Sure!  What  c'n  we  do?" 

"Dorothy,  will  you  set  the  table,  and 
make  the  coffee?  Ted,  will  you  put  fresh 
flowers  on  the  table?  Bob  can  set  the  waf- 
fle iron  to  heat,  and  make  the  chocolate." 

"We'll  all  have  to  eat  at  the  same  time, 
like  we  do  on  Sunday,  won't  we,  Aunty?" 

"Yes,  and  we'll  get  up  a  bit  earlier,  and 
eat  with  Daddy.  And  we'll  all  sit  down 
together  and  say  grace,  instead  of  our  old 
hit-or-miss  fashion,  sometimes  forgetting 
it  completely." 

"Ted'll  have  to  do  his  lessons  at  night, 
instead  of  waiting  until  morning,  won't 
he?"  Dorothy  asked. 

"Yes,  it's  best  to  finish  at  night.  But 
if  he  likes,  I'll  call  him  a  half  hour  ear- 
lier, so  he  can  go  over  them  again.  And 
right  now  we'll  plan  on  clothes  to  wear. 
We'll  do  any  mending  that  needs  doing. 
We'll  lay  everything  out  for  morning." 

That  night  I  set  the  alarm  clock  a  half 
hour  earlier  than  usual,  and  I  went  to 
bed  as  soon  as  the  children  did.  To  me 
morning  had  always  seemed  ahead  of 
time,  as  I  was  always  so  tired  and  sleepy 
when  the  jangling  bells  went  off.  So  I  de- 
termined to  go  to  bed  earlier,  so  that  I 
could  get  up  in  the  morning  fresh  and 
rested.  Then  I  could  send  my  family  to 
work  and  school  in  a  tranquil  state  of 
mind,  instead  of  with  the  irritated  expres- 
sions I'd  been  seeing  on  their  faces  re- 
cently. 

The  next  morning  as  I  presided  over 
the  breakfast  table  in  a  clean  pink  dress, 
my  hair  neatly  combed,  Ted  said,  "We've 
got  something  to  be  thankful  for  this 
morning.  I  don't  think  much  of  saying 
grace  for  burned  toast  and  lukewarm 
chocolate." 

"Well,  if  the  family  will  help  me,  we'll 
have  a  pleasant  breakfast  every  morning. 
Not  waffles  always,  of  course,  as  that 
would  not  be  good  for  us." 

"I  like  toast,  if  it  hasn't  been  burned," 
Dorothy  put  in. 

"All  right,  you  can  be  toastmistress, 
and  see  that  we  all  get  hot,  delicious, 
buttered  toast." 

"With  jam,"  Bob  added. 

By  degrees  we  eliminated  more  and 
more  of  the  morning  rush.  Finally  my 
husband  suggested  that  as  we  had  so 
much  time  in  the  mornings,  we  really 
should  discuss  some  worth-while  topic  at 
the  table.  We  hoped  this  would  stop  the 
children  from  quarreling,  as  they  some- 
times did  in  spite  of  a  pleasant,  unhurried 
meal. 

So  we  selected  Bob  to  be  our  host  the 


next  morning,  and  to  direct  our  conver- 
sation for  us.  Bob  is  interested  in  eco- 
nomic problems,  so  the  next  morning  we 
found  ourselves  discussing  labor  unions 
and  the  part  they  had  played  in  the  his- 
tory of  our  nation.  Bob  seemed  very  well 
informed,  and  we  discovered  he  had  spent 
much  of  his  play  time  in  the  school  li- 
brary looking  up  material. 

Dorothy  was  selected  for  hostess  the 
next  day.  She  insisted  that  we  serve  corn- 
meal  mush,  and  during  breakfast  we 
found  out  the  part  corn  had  played  in 
human  diet. 

It  was  Ted's  turn  next,  and  as  he  hopes 
to  be  an  astronomer,  we  discussed  giant 
and  dwarf  stars  in  the  galaxy. 

Now  we  always  have  a  host  or  hostess 
for  our  breakfast.  Each  child  tries  to  do 
better  than  the  others,  and  we  are  all  so 
interested  in  the  topic  of  the  morning 
that  we  forget  to  quarrel  or  worry.  Also 
we're  so  happy  out  of  bed  that  we  don't 
mind  nearly  so  much  crawling  out  on 
cold  mornings,  as  we  used  to  do  when  our 
mornings  were  so  hectic. 

Our  breakfasts  are  becoming  increas- 
ingly delightful. — The  Baby's  Mother. 

Spiritual  Menus 

Margaret  Conn  Rhoads 
I  came  into  a  home  where  a  young 
mother  was  making  out  some  kind  of 
menu  very  carefully.  When  I  asked  what 
it  was  she  told  me  it  was  a  sort  of  guide 
to  the  spiritual  food  she  wanted  to  start 
her  baby  on.  She  was  thinking  hard  and 
trying  to  think  up  all  the  simple  truths 
that  could  be  somehow  made  easily  diges- 
tible to  a  baby  mind. 

"I  feel  that  I  must  start  his  spiritual 
growth  as  early  as  possible,"  she  explained, 
hoping  I  could  see  her  earnestness.  "I  am 
starting  with  loving  thought  and  kindly 
deed  and  the  lovely  little  songs  he  will 
soon  learn  to  love.  I  want  him  to  feel  the 
protection  of  a  God  even  though  it  seems 
a  mystery  to  him.  I  want  him  to  know 
that  just  as  he  can't  see  wind  but  can 
feel  its  cooling  breeze  so  he  can  sense  a 
divine  presence  and  be  comforted  by  the 
security  he  will  learn  to  understand.  I 
give  to  him  the  tiniest  bits  at  first,  just 
enough  for  him  to  grasp  the  idea  that 
above  us  and  over  us  and  around  us  is  a 
Presence  that  guides  our  beings.  He 
grasps  this  only  in  the  abstract  at  first  it 
is  true,  but  just  as  he  learns  that  a  long 
word  stands  for  something  in  the  home 
so  he  soon  learns  that  this  bigger  life  is 
true  too.  A  three  or  four  word  prayer 
starts  him  on  the  way  to  depending  on  a 
Savior,  and  even  though  we  must  keep 
him  on  the  same  simple  ideas  for  some 
time  it  is  much  the  same  as  his  milk  diet 
for  his  body.  We  add  a  bit  of  other  food, 
a  little  at  a  time,  and  soon,  almost  before 
we  are  aware  of  it,  his  food  menus  have 
enlarged.  So  with  his  spiritual  food.  I  can 
(Continued   on   page    31) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

( Used  by  permission  of  Zondervan 

Publishing  Co.) 

(Continued  from  last  issue) 

What  made  William  Booth  a  flaming 
prophet,  living  a  life  of  sacrifice  all  his 
days?  The  same  unquenchable  passion  for 
souls  which  impels  every  pioneer  mis- 
sionary, at  any  cost,  to  reach  those  who 
are  lost.  An  atheist  once  said  to  William 
Booth,  "If  I  really  believed  what  you 
Christians  pretend  to  believe,  I  could  not 
rest  day  or  night  from  telling  men  about 
Jesus."  In  reply  Booth  said,  "Then  I 
won't  rest  day  nor  night." 

The  trouble  with  so  many  of  us  is  not 
that  we  have  too  much,  but  too  little  of 
this  "madness."  When  souls  all  about  us 
are  going  down  to  an  eternity  of  doom, 
when  we  are  in  the  possession  of  the 
"good  news"  which  can  make  all  the  dif- 
ference to  them  in  this  life  and  in  the 
next,  where  is  there  any  madness  in  re- 
nouncing "the  pomps  and  vanities  of  this 
wicked  world"  in  order  to  give  time  and 
strength  to  the  work  of  God  which  brings 
eternal  results?  It  is  the  world  which  is 
really  mad.  Would  to  God  that  we  were 
as  wildly  enthusiastic  in  the  cause  of 
Christ  as  the  worldling  is  over  his  inter- 
ests! 

In  one  town  recently  every  factory 
shut  down  for  a  replayed  cup-tie  match 
on  an  ordinary  weekday.  60,000  men 
shouted  themselves  hoarse  over  a  bit  of 
inflated  rubber.  I  am  not  saying  that  a 
game  of  football  is  sinful,  but  I  am  plead- 
ing for  the  same  enthusiasm  for  spiritual 
matters  that  so  many  folk  devote  to  such 
things  as  sport. 

The  world's  scale  of  values  is  distorted. 
If  we  show  half  the  same  enthusiasm  for 
the  work  of  saving  souls,  we  are  con- 
demned as  religious  maniacs.  Should  a 
man  renounce  anything  for  the  cause  of 
Christ,  he  is  written  off  as  an  extrem- 
ist, and  folk  fail  to  see  any  purpose  in 
his  sacrifice.  He  is  despised  as  narrow- 
minded,  and  his  earnestness  but  brings 
down  ridicule  upon  his  head. 

Oh,  the  blindness  of  those  who  think 
they  can  see!  The  foolishness  of  those 
who  think  only  of  this  life!  The  short- 
sightedness of  those  who  put  money  into 
bags  with  holes  in  them!  The  pitiful  de- 
lusion of  those  who  say,  "I  have  much 
goods  laid  up  for  many  years;  I  will  pull 
down  my  barns  and  build  greater!"  The 
divine  comment  is  scathing  in  its  direct- 


ness, "Thou  fool,  this  night  thy  soul 
shall  be  required  of  thee."  Oh,  for  the 
same  passion  for  laying  up  treasure  in 
heaven  that  the  "money-grabber"  shows 
for  piling  up  wealth  here! 

So  my  plea  is  for  a  life  not  fashioned 
to  the  mould  of  this  world,  but  separated 
unto  the  Lord;  a  life  in  which  willing 
sacrifices  are  made,  and  whole-hearted 
enthusiasms  shown  for  eternal  issues.  The 
world  grasps  at  the  bubbles  that  burst. 
We  must  set  our  hearts  on  abiding  riches. 

Cost?  It  will  mean  something  to  us  in 
our  social  circles,  business  interests,  and 
home  claims.  To  some  it  may  even  be 
costly  in  church  circles.  Oh,  the  pathos 
of  it,  and  yet  it  is  so.  But  if  we  are  all 
out  to  live  the  highest  life,  this  is  its 
first  essential  —  separation  from  the 
world.  "Be  not  conformed"  to  it.  Be  not 
fashioned  by  it.  Be  not  moulded  to  its 
opinions  and  ways.  Be  not  allured  by  its 
pomps  and  pleasures.  Cut  your  shore  lines. 
Burn  your  bridges.  Having  put  your  hand 
to  the  plough,  let  there  be  no  looking 
back,  else  you,  too,  will  be  counted  "not 
fit  for  the  kingdom." 

"Oh,  turn  me,  mould  me,  mellow  me  for 
use; 
Pervade  my  being  with  Thy  vital  force, 
That  this  else  inexpressive  life  of  mine 
May  become  eloquent  and  full  of  poll- 
er, 
Impregnated  with  life  and  strength  di- 
vine. 
Put  the  bright  torch  of  heaven  into  my 
hand, 
That  I  may  carry  it  aloft, 

And  win  the  eye  of  weary  wanderers 
here  below, 
To  guide  their  feet    into    the    paths    of 
peace. 
1  cannot  raise  the  dead, 
But  I  can  live  a  life  that  tells  on  other 
lives 
And  makes  this  world  less  full  of  an- 
guish and  of  pain; 
A  life  that,  like  the  pebble  dropped  upon 
the  sea, 
Sends    its   wide    circles    to   a    hundred 
shores. 
May  such  a  life  be  mine; 

Creator  of  true  life,   Thyself   the  life 
Thou  givest, 
Give  Thyself  that  Thou  mayest  dwell 
In  me  and  I  in  Thee." 

THE    HIGHEST    LIFE— TRANSFOR- 
MATION 
Separation  is  negative,  but  transforma- 
tion is  positive.     God  saves  us,  not  only 
from    that    which    is    evil,    but    to      that 
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which  is  good.  He  delivers  us  out  of  the 
world  in  order  to  develop  in  us  His  own 
life  of  holiness.  Paul  says  of  the  Thessa- 1 
lonians   that  "they   turned  from  idols  to 
serve  the  living  and  true  God." 

We  have  not  attained  our  quest  byj 
merely  renouncing  the  world,  we  must 
now  seek  to  be  "transformed  by  the  re-  i 
newing  of  our  minds."  Out  of  Egypt  is 
one  thing;  into  the  Promised  Land  is  an- 
other. To  be  "dead  indeed  unto  sin"  is 
good,  but  we  must  also  be  "alive  unto 
God."  Non-conformity  to  the  "mould" 
of  this  world  must  be  supplemented  by 
conformity  to  the  image  of  Christ.  Hav- 
ing ceased  to  set  our  affections  "on  things 
on  the  earth,"  we  must  now  begin  to  fix 
them  on  "the  things  which  are  above." 
Being  "buried  with  him  by  baptism  into 
death"  must  be  followed  by  the  experi- 
ence of  being  "raised  up  from  the  dead 
by  the  glory  of  the  Father,  .  .  .  that  we 
should  walk  in  newness  of  life."  Having 
put  off  the  old  man  with  his  deeds,  and 
mortified  our  members  which  are  upon 
the  earth,  we  must  now  put  on  the  new 
man  which  is  renewed  in  knowledge  after 
the  image  of  Him  that  created  him. 

For  example,  here  is  a  rubbish  heap. 
For  years  it  has  been  the  dump  of  the 
town.  The  cast-offs  of  generations  have 
been  thrown  on  it.  It  is  full  of  old  tin 
cans — great  heaps  of  them  disfigure  the 
district,  and  a  perpetual  curl  of  grey 
smoke  arises  from  the  burning  garbage. 
The  spot  is  shunned  by  all  but  the  lowest 
of  the  low,  who  creep  about  the  rotting 
refuse  in  the  hope  of  finding  something 
of  value.  The  smell  of  decay  and  of 
burning  makes  the  whole  place  offensive 
to  every  aesthetic  sense. 

Then  to  the  town  comes  a  new  sur- 
veyor. 

"Why  allow  such  an  eye-sore?"  is  his 
first  query.  Then  he  begins  to  think  out  a 
plan  of  action.  In  his  mind  he  sees  a  love- 
ly garden,  lawns,  paths,  a  child's  para- 
dise. So  he  sets  to  work. 

First,  no  one  must  throw  any  more  re- 
fuse on  the  spot.  Then  the  rubbish  which 
cannot  be  burnt  must  be  carried  away. 
An  army  of  men  begins  to  level  the 
ground.  Then  loads  of  soil  are  spread 
over  the  burnt-out  ashes.  Paths,  flower 
beds  and  lawns  gradually  begin  to  take 
shape,  and  finally  the  miracle  of  trans- 
formation is  complete.  The  place  is  the 
beauty  spot  of  the  town.  The  flowers  are 
the  admiration  of  everyone.  The  sheltered 
nooks  are  the  haven  for  the  aged,  while  on 
the  wide  open  lawns  the  children  can 
play  in  safety,  undismayed  by  the  traf- 
fic. Truly  the  desert  has  been  made  to 
blossom  as  the  rose. 

But  such  transformation  takes  time.  It 
is  first  of  all  conceived  in  someone's  mind, 
and  then  translated  into  actuality.  Like 
Michael  Angelo,  who  saw  in  the  blocks 
of  marble,  rejected  by  others,  the  forms 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Qbristian  cWorkers 


Self-Reliance 

Nothing  better  could  happen  to  the 
young  man  who  has  the  right  kind  of 
spirit  than  to  be  thrown  up  on  the  world 
and  his  own  resources.  Dr.  Sampel  Smiles 
has  written: 

"A  well-to-do  judge  once  gave  his  son 
a  thousand  dollars  and  told  him  to  go  to 
college  and  graduate.  The  son  returned  at 
the  end  of  the  first  year,  his  money  all 
gone,  and  with  several  extravagant  habits. 
At  the  close  of  the  vacation  the  judge  said 
to  his  son: 

"  'Well,  William,  are  you  going  to  col- 
lege this  year?' 

"  'I  have  no  money,  father.' 

"  'But  I  gave  you  one  thousand  dollars 
to  graduate  on.' 

"  'It  is  all  gone,  father.' 
'  'Very  well,  my  son;  it  is  all  I  could 
give  you;  you  can't  stay  here;  you  must 
now  pay  your  own  way  in  the  world.' 

"A  new  light  broke  in  upon  the  vision 
of  the  young  man.  He  accommodated 
himself  to  the  situation;  again  left  home, 
made  his  way  through  college,  graduated 
at  the  head  of  his  class,  studied  law,  be- 
came Governor  of  the  state  of  New  York, 
entered  the  cabinet  of  the  President  of 
the  United  States,  and  has  made  a  record 
that  will  not  soon  die,  for  he  was  none 
other  than  William  H.  Seward." — Un- 
known. 

Goods  That  Sell  Themselves 

A  vender  on  the  street  was  arousing 
people  living  within  a  couple  of  blocks 
on  either  side  of  him  by  crying,  "Rasp- 
berries! Raspberries!" 

Like  the  newspaper  boys,  he  wanted  to 
get  attention,  whether  or  no  people  under- 
stood what  he  shouted. 

We  all  have  something  to  advertise  of 
infinitely  greater  value  and  consequence 
than  raspberries  or  newspapers  —  our 
ideals,  our  principles,  our  Christianity. 
Let  us  learn  a  lesson  from  the  raspberry 
man. 

All  his  loud  cries  did  was  to  cause  a 
woman  to  come  out  into  her  yard.  She 
asked  to  see  the  berries.  They  were  ripe, 
tempting,  perfect.  They  made  her  mouth 
water.  She  bought,  not  because  the  man 
had  made  a  loud  noise,  but  because  the 
berries  looked  so  luscious  she  couldn't  re- 
sist. 

But  suppose  the  berries  had  been  over- 
ripe or  shriveled?  No  sale  that  day! 

Our  Christian  wares  must  be  good 
enough,  after  we  have  caught  the  ear  of 
prospective  buyers,  to  sell  themselves.  If 


we  can  only  get  people  to  see  Christ  in  us, 
they  will  want  His  beauty  and  goodness. 
It  is  as  true  of  Christianity  as  it  is  of 
raspberries. 

Our  invitations  to  others  to  our  meet- 
ings, our  seeking  to  make  friends  with 
people  outside  the  church,  are  merely  call- 
ing out  that  we  have  something  we  want 
them  to  have.  When  they  see  what  we 
have,  the  goods  must  sell  themselves.  Gen- 
uine, glowing  Christian  lives  "sell"  Chris- 
tianity, as  a  sample  radiant  electric  heat- 
er, that  warms  the  hands  of  those  passing 
on  a  cold  day,  sells  heaters.  But  there 
must  be  warmth.  Christ  must  glow  in 
us.  That  is  what  wins  others. — John  F. 
Cowan  in  Young  People. 

The  Man  Who  Gave  His  Best 

Emma  Florence  Bush 
Centuries  ago  there   lived  in   Italy      a 
maker  of  violins,  Antonio  Stradivari. 

When  he  became  able  to  have  a  work- 
shop of  his  own,  he  made  it  a  rule  that 
no  violin  should  ever  leave  the  shop  until 
it  was  as  near  perfection  as  human  care 
and  skill  could  make  it.  He  said,  "God 
needs  violins  to  send  His  music  into  the 
world  and  if  my  violins  are  defective, 
God's  music  will  be  spoiled." 

Day  after  day  Antonio  Stradivari  toiled 
over  his  violins,  striving  ever  to  make 
each  one  more  perfect  than  the  last.  Time 
went  on,  and  Antonio  Stradivari  passed 
from  earth  to  render  account  of  his  stew- 
ardship to  the  God  whom  he  served. 
Many  other  makers  of  violins  have  lived, 
worked,  and  died;  and  after  a  time  the 
work  of  their  hands  has  also  perished.  But, 
today,  Stradivari's  violins,  now  almost 
priceless,  still  exist;  and  they  stand  so 
far  above  any  that  have  been  made  since, 
that  to  own  a  "Stradivari"  is  to  be  envied 
of  all  musicians. — Selected. 

Only  the  Sick  Ones  Would  Follow 

A  friend  who  was  traveling  in  the  East 
heard  that  there  was  a  shepherd  who  still 
kept  up  the  custom  of  calling  his  sheep 
by  name.  He  went  to  the  man  and  said: 

"Let  me  put  on  your  clothes  and  take 
your  crook,  and  I  will  call  them  and  see 
if  they  will  come  to  me." 

And  so  he  did,  and  he  called  one  sheep 
"Mina,  Mina,"  but  the  whole  flock  ran 
away  from  him.  Then  he  said  to  the  shep- 
herd: 

"Will  none  of  them  follow  me  when  I 
call  them?" 

The  shepherd  replied:  "Yes,  sir,  some  of 
them  will;  the  sick  sheep  will  follow  any- 


body." 

I'm  not  going  to  make  the  application; 
I  leave  that  to  you. — Moody. 

The  Necessary  Outlet 

The  electrician  had  stopped  at  the 
street  corner  to  renew  carbons  in  the  arc 
lamp.  A  small  boy  had  stopped  to  watch 
him.  As  the  day  was  bright  and  sunny  the 
boy  was  astonished  to  see  that  the  man 
had  on  rubber  boots.  "What  do  you  wear 
those  boots  for?"  he  asked.  "Do  you 
think  it's  going  to  rain?" 

The  workman  laughed  good-naturedly. 
"No,  sonny,  I  wear  them  so  as  to  be  safe 
from  electric  shocks  when  I  handle  these 
lamps.  Electricity  can't  go  through  rub- 
ber very  well,  and  one  of  the  funny  things 
about  electricity  is  that  it  can't  get  into  a 
person  unless  it  can  get  out  again." 

Is  not  that  true  of  other  things  in  life 
also?  Take  love.  It  can't  get  into  a  human 
heart  unless  it  can  get  out  again.  It  must 
either  find  an  outlet  in  service  or  die.  Yet 
many  persons  forget  that  truth. 

The  clearest  stream  in  the  world  will 
quickly  become  a  stagnant  pool  if  its 
waters  find  no  escape.  Clog  the  channels 
of  tisefulness  with  the  rubbish  of  selfish- 
ness, harshness,  or  indolence,  and  the 
streams  of  affection  will  soon  become  a 
foul  and  stagnant  morass  that  reflects  no 
loveliness  and  enriches  no  barren  places. 
— Sel. 

YIELDED,   OR   UNYIELDED 

Frederick  P.  Wood 

Horace  Bushnell  has  said,  "God  has  a 
life  plan  for  every  human  being,  girding 
him  visibly  and  invisibly  for  that  exact 
thing  which  it  will  be  the  true  signifi- 
cance and  glory  of  his  life  to  have  accom- 
plished." 

In  one  of  the  palaces  in  the  city  of 
Genoa  there  is  a  glass  case  carefully 
guarded,  containing  the  violin  of  the 
great  Pagannini.  The  violin  was  be- 
queathed to  the  city  on  condition  that  it 
should  never  be  played  again;  and  there 
it  has  been  preserved  as  the  city's  most 
famous  treasure.  But  the  characteristic 
of  the  particular  wood  of  which  the  violin 
is  made  is  that  it  remains  intact  only 
when  it  is  in  constant  use.  If  not  used, 
it  falls  a  prey  to  tiny  insects  which  work 
its  decay.  That  violin,  with  its  wonderful 
possibilities  of  music,  that  instrument 
which  has  charmed  thousands,  is  now 
silent  and  in  process  of  decay.  It  will,  in 
time,  in  the  opinion  of  experts,  become 
nothing  more  than  a  handful  of  worth- 
less dust! 

This  is  what  happens  figuratively  to 
every  man  who  withholds  from  God  the 
life  that  is  really  His. 

Are  you  content  that  your  life  should 
be  wasted?  Are  you  oblivious  to  the  pos- 
sibilities for  blessing  to  the  world  that  it 
contains?  Can  it  be  that  you  have  no  de- 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Through   The  Valley  of   The  Shadow 


FAITH  FREEBORN  TURNER 


"Mush,  King,  mush!"  The  clear  tenor 
\  oice  of  young  Dr.  Trent  rang  true  above 
the  shrill  blast  of  an  oncoming  Alaskan 
blizzard.  The  weary  lead  dog,  running 
free  before  the  team  of  huskies,  hastened 
his  pace,  breaking  into  a  swift  run  as  the 
sled  careened  down  a  steep  slope  and  onto 
the  open  river  where  going  was  much 
easier. 

Dr.  Stephen  Trent,  mission  doctor  for 
the  little  outpost  of  Tavana,  Alaska,  was 
anxious  to  reach  the  little  cabin  ten  miles 
further  up  the  river  before  the  full  fury 
of  the  storm  broke  upon  them.  He  was 
just  returning  from  a  trip  to  Fairbanks 
where  he  had  gone  for  fresh  supplies  for 
the  station.  Recent  snows  had  made  going 
over  the  ragged  winding  trail  very  diffi- 
cult. Several  times  Trent  had  been  forced 
to  break  trail  for  the  team  as  the  old  path 
was  completely  obliterated  by  huge  drifts. 
The  heavily  loaded  sled  was  becoming  a 
real  burden  to  the  faithful  Malemutes. 
Thus  it  was  with  joy  that  they  struck  the 
smooth  ice  where  the  sled  slid  easily  along 
behind  them. 

"Come  on,  fellows.  String  out!  We're 
almost  home.  Mush,  you,  Captain!" 

Trent  was  riding  the  runners  now, 
shouting  encouragement  to  his  dogs.  The 
dusk  of  an  early  twilight  was  settling 
upon  them  and  the  blinding  snow  made 
it  almost  impossible  to  see  but  a  few 
yards  ahead.  Had  it  not  been  for  the  un- 
erring instinct  of  the  splendid,  black- 
coated  leader — King — the  trail  might  eas- 
ily have  been  lost.  But  King  knew  the 
river.  Countless  times  he  had  led  teams 
up  this  trail  and  he  was  not  to  be  daunt- 
ed now. 

The  snow  crackled  under  the  runners 
as  the  sled  suddenly  left  the  ice.  King  had 
led  the  team  up  a  steep  bank  and  was  now 
heading  directly  into  the  biting  gale.  Out 
of  the  darkness  loomed  a  deeper  darkness 
as  the  trail  cut  into  the  dense  forest.  The 
trees  cut  off  the  last  vestige  of  light,  leav- 
ing the  moving  party  in  complete  night. 
Up,  up  and  up  the  trail  cut  through  the 
trees.  The  dogs  were  panting  as  they 
pulled  their  load  through  an  opening  in 
the  darkness,  out  into  a  clearing  where 
loomed  the  dark  shapes  of  cabins  scat- 
tered here  and  there.  Cheery  lights 
gleamed  from  the  windows.  Turning  into 
the  lee  of  the  first  cabin,  the  weary  hus- 
kies, home  at  last,  dropped  in  their  traces. 

Trent,  half  frozen,  loosed  the  traces, 
leaving  the  dogs  free  to  go  to  their  ken- 
nels. 

"Good  boy,  King,  you  pulled  us 
through."  The  doctor  laid  a  loving  hand 
on  the  big  dog's  head.  "Old  fellow,  I'm 
glad  you  were  in  the  lead  tonight  or  we 
might    still    be   forty   miles   from   home." 


He  shivered  at  the  thought. 

The  arrival  of  the  dog  team  had  been 
greeted  by  the  dogs  in  neighboring  ken- 
nels by  ferocious  barking  and  snapping. 
The  disturbance  drew  attention  from  the 
cabins.  Doors  were  opened,  throwing 
bright  shafts  of  light  through  the  danc- 
ing snowflakes. 

"Who's  there?"  The  challenging  voice 
of  Fritz  Hanson  rang  into  the  darkness, 
as  his  burly  figure  filled  the  doorway, 
blotting  out  the  light.  Before  an  answer 
could  be  made,  Fritz  was  pushed  aside  and 
the  slender,  wiry  figure  of  Jacques  Bap- 
tiste  appeared. 

"I  know  heem.  Eet  is  the  doctaire,"  he 
exclaimed  excitedly.  "Bon  Ami,  eet  is 
good  you  are  here,  doctaire."  Jacques  was 
pushing  the  doctor  into  the  warmth  of  the 
cabin  as  he  spoke. 

"Yes,  I'm  glad  to  be  here,  Jacques. 
Hello,  Fritz.  It's  a  bad  night  to  be  out. 
If  it  hadn't  been  for  King  we  might  have 
missed  the  trail  at  the  Forks,"  responded 
Trent. 

"De  storm  he  ees  bad  but  Keeng  he  is 
magnifique;  me,  I  have  nevaire  seen  one 
like  heem.  Jacques  would  be  one  proud 
Frenchman  if  dat  black  Keeng  were 
mine!"  Baptiste's  dark  eyes  glowed  as  he 
expressed  admiration  for  the  lead  dog. 

Fritz,  a  silent  listener,  nodded  his  head 
in  agreement,  then  questioned  about  the 
trip. 

"Did  you  get  to  Fairbanks  in  time  for 
the  mail,  Dr.  Trent?  You  know  the  young 
Rev.  Minter's  wife  has  been  kept  alive  in 
the  hope  of  getting  some  word  in  this 
mail." 

"Is  she  worse,  Fritz?  Poor  girl.  Yes,  I 
got  the  mail  that's  been  waiting  for  us  for 
the  past  three  months.  I  pray  God  that 
Marie  Minter's  hope  may  be  fulfilled, 
whatever  it  is.  The  happiness  she  gets  in 
this  life  will  have  to  come  soon  or  it  will 
be  too  late — for  her." 

The  young  doctor's  voice  was  grave. 
Baptiste's  eyes  were  bright  with  tears. 

"O  doctaire,  the  leetle  blond  lady,  she 
ees  angel  in  dees  los  Tavana.  She  mus  live. 
Besides,  what  would  the  baby,  the  wee  one 
do  without  eets  mothaire?" 

The  nervous  little  Frenchman  wrung 
his  hands  in  despair.  Fritz  cleared  his 
throat.  For  a  moment  silence  reigned  in 
the  tiny  cabin;  then  the  doctor  spoke. 

"Let's  unpack  the  sled  and  sort  the 
mail.  Then  you  two  can  go  to  the  Min- 
ters  with  me.  We'd  better  hurry.  We  must 
feed  the  dogs,  too." 

The  doctor  and  Fritz  hurriedly  loosened 
the  packs  on  the  sled  while  Jacques  threw 
the  frozen  fish  to  the  clamoring  huskies. 
In  a  few  moments  the  three  men  were 
walking  silently  through  drifted  snow  to- 


ward  the  last  cabin  in   the  group,  where 
a  light   was  shining  from  the  window. 

The  door  was  quickly  opened  in  answer 
to  Dr.  Trent's  knock. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  doctor,  thank  God.  Come 
on  in  quickly."  The  clean-looking,  well- 
built,  Canadian  minister,  who  had  an- 
swered the  door,  spoke  in  low  tones.  His 
bearded  face  was  worn  and  haggard. 

"How  is  the  wife,  Rev.  Minter,"  ques- 
tioned the  doctor,  "and  the  baby?  Is  she 
well?" 

"The  baby  she  is  growing  every  day 
and  is  the  picture  of  health,  but  Marie — 
the  wife  and  mother — she  is — low,  oh  so 
low!"  A  sob  shook  the  big  man's  frame 
as  he  turned  away. 

"Here  is  word  from  the  States,  Rev. 
Minter,  for  your  wife."  Dr.  Trent  handed 
him  the  letter.  "Perhaps  this  may  bring 
a  change." 

"She's  been  waiting  for  this  ever  since 
she  sent  word  about  the  baby  and  about 
her — her  sickness.  Thank  God,  it  has 
come." 

Rev.  Minter  motioned  the  men  to  fol- 
low him  as  he  led  the  way  through  a  cur- 
tained doorway  into  a  tiny  room.  Dainty 
curtains,  creation  of  a  woman's  hand, 
hung  at  the  window,  gaily  colored  rugs 
covered  the  bare  wood  floor.  In  one  cor- 
ner stood  a  cradle,  carved  by  the  hand  of 
Minter.  A  dainty  canopy  of  blue  matched 
the  quilted  blue  lining  that  transformed 
the  wooden  cradle  into  a  dainty,  beauti- 
ful nest  for  the  tiny,  blue-eyed  miss  who 
lay  asleep  under  the  white  coverlet. 

In  the  other  corner  of  the  room  on  a 
plain  white  bed  lay  Marie  Minter,  mother 
and  wife.  A  dry  sob  caught  in  Jacques 
Baptiste's  throat  as  he  gazed  upon  the 
woman  he  had  called  the  angel  of  Tavana. 

Her  beautiful  blond  hair  covering  the 
pillow  in  shimmering  little  waves  and 
curling  into  ringlets  around  her  forehead 
and  cheeks  made  a  halo  for  the  dainty 
white  face  it  framed.  Her  eyes  were  closed 
and  one  thin  white  hand  rested  on  the 
coverlet.  For  a  moment  it  seemed  that 
her  spirit  might  already  have  flown.  The 
floor  creaked  under  her  husband's  weight 
as  he  leaned  over  the  bed.  The  eyelids  flut- 
tered, then  opened,  disclosing  deep  blue 
eyes,  wondrous  in  their  beauty.  Baptiste 
caught  his  breath  and  Fritz  stirred  un- 
easily. Dr.  Trent  stood  quietly,  his  prac- 
ticed eye  searching  the  frail  face  for  some 
hope. 

"What  is  it,  husband?"  her  eyes  were 
filled  with  a  tender  light  as  she  gazed  up 
at  him.  She  caught  a  glimpse  of  Dr. 
Trent.  "Oh  the  mail,  did  the  doctor  bring 
it?  Is  there  a  letter  for  me?"  The  sweet, 
low  voice  trembled  in  her  excitement.  Her 
cheeks  flushed. 

"Yes,  Marie,  here  is  a  letter  for  you. 
I  think  it  is  from — from  home."  Rev. 
(Continued  on  page  27) 
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WHAT  COULD  HAVE  BEEN  DONE 
MORE? 

HORACE  McCRACKEN 

(Acknowledgment     to     the  Pulpit  Com- 
mentary) 

Isa.  5:1-4,  "My  wellbeloved  hath  a 
vineyard  in  a  very  fruitful  hill:  And  he 
fenced  it,  and  gathered  out  the  stones 
thereof,  and  planted  it  with  the  choicest 
vine,  and  built  a  toiver  in  the  midst  of  it, 
and  also  made  a  winepress  therein:  and  he 
looked  that  it  should  bring  forth  grapes, 
and  it  brought  forth  wild  grapes.  And 
now,  O  inhabitants  of  Jerusalem,  and 
men  of  Judah,  judge,  I  pray  you,  betwixt 
me  and  my  vineyard.  What  could  have 
been  done  more  to  my  vineyard,  that  I 
have  not  done  in  it?  wherefore  when  I 
looked  that  it  should  bring  forth  grapes, 
brought  it  forth  xvild  grapes?" 

If  you  have  your  Bible  at  hand,  it  will 
be  enjoyable  and  profitable  to  read  this 
story  in  Isa.  5:1-7  and  Psalm  80:8-16. 

A  parable  is  a  story  which  illustrates 
the  truth  and  compares  it  with  something 
more  familiar  and  easily  understood.  It  is 
to  us  as  if  a  man  purchased  an  automobile, 
and  that  the  very  most  dependable  and 
trustworthy  make,  and  housed  it  in  a 
strong  garage,  and  kept  it  washed  and 
oiled  regularly,  and  repaired  every  worn 
and  broken  part:  and  when  he  wanted 
that  it  should  run,  it  ran  not. 

The  mountain  regions  of  Judea  and 
Samaria,  while  little  suited  to  cereals,  have 
always  proved  highly  adapted  to  vine 
culture.  The  stones  must  first  be  gathered 
and  utilized  for  the  construction  of  a 
protective  wall  or  of  terraces,  or  as  the 
bases  of  observation  towers.  Every  ancient 
vineyard  had  its  wine  press  cut  in  an 
outcropping  sheet  of  rock,  in  the  form  of 
two  hollow  cavities,  one  higher  than  the 
other,  and  connected  by  a  channel  for  the 
juice.  The  thorns  and  thorny  bushes,  in 
which  Palestine  abounds,  were  sometimes 
permitted  to  grow  into  a  hedge  around 
about  the  vineyard  for  additional  pro- 
tection. 

The  cultivation  of  the  vine  requires 
constant  care,  or  the  fruit  will  very  soon 
degenerate.  After  the  rains,  the  loosely 
made  walls  may  require  repair,  the  ground 
must  be  plowed  and  harrowed  and  cleared 
of  weeds;  in  the  early  spring  the  plants 
must  be  pruned  and  the  dead  and  fruit- 
less branches  burned.  As  the  grapes  ripen 
they  must  be  watched  to  keep  off  jackals 
and  foxes,  and  protection  from  thieves  is 
necessary  almost  continuously  during 
harvest  time.  The  watchman  is  stationed 
in  one  of  the  towers  and  overlooks  a 
considerable  area.  The  harvest  is  a  time  of 
special  happiness,  with  the  family  of  the 
owner  often  taking  up  its  residence  in  the 


vineyard. 

Thus  Jehovah  begins  His  touching 
comparison.  He  makes  His  appeal  to  the 
memory  and  conscience  of  the  people;  to 
their  sense  of  fairness  and  judgment.  Is- 
rael had  been  selected  for  special  service, 
snatched  from  the  bondage  of  sinful  and 
idolatrous  Egypt,  and  transplanted  into 
the  "very  fruitful"  upland  of  Palestine — 
"a  land  of  corn  and  wine,  of  bread  and 
vineyards,  of  oil  olive  and  honey"  (2 
Kings  18:32);  "a  good  land,  a  land  of 
brooks  and  water,  of  fountains  and  depths 
that  spring  out  of  valleys  and  hills;  a 
land  of  wheat,  and  barley,  and  vines,  and 
fig  trees,  and  pomegranates;  a  land  of 
oil  olive,  and  honey;  a  land  wherein  they 
might  eat  bread  without  scarceness,  and 
needed  not  to  lack  any  thing;  a  land 
whose  stones  were  iron,  and  out  of  whose 
hills  they  might  dig  brass"  (Deut.  8:7-9). 
He  fenced  His  vineyard  with  laws  and 
ordinances  morally,  as  well  as  with  topo- 
graphical features  and  barriers  physically; 
He  gathered  out  the  stones  thereof  which 
had  marred  its  soil — those  wicked  nations, 
the  "stones  of  offence,"  which  once  dwelt 
among  His  people;  He  planted  it  with  the 
choicest  vine-stocks,  the  children  of 
"faithful  Abraham;"  He  built  a  tower — 
Jerusalem — in  the  midst  of  it,  a  wine 
press — the  temple — where  He  would  have 
the  gifts  and  offerings  of  the  people,  their 
good  works,  laid  up  in  store;  and  then  He 
"looked  that  it  should  bring  forth  grapes, 
and  it  brought  forth  wild  grapes."  Op- 
pression, wrong,  robbery,  murder,  the 
form  of  religion  without  the  power,  cov- 
etousness,  drunkenness,  vanity,  impurity, 
— these  were  what  His  eyes  beheld  when 
He  cast  them  on  His  chosen  people,  who 
were  "a  sinful  nation,  a  people  laden  with 
iniquity,  a  seed  of  evil-doers,  children 
that  were  corrupters." 

When  we  read  and  observe  the  narra- 
tive, such  ingratitude  and  perfidy  seem 
almost  inconceivable.  Surely  Jehovah  was 
entirely  justified  in  taking  away  the  hedge 
and  the  wall  thereof,  laying  it  waste, 
and  withdrawing  the  pruning  and  digging 
and  withholding  His  rain — permitting  Is- 
rael to  be  trodden  down  and  consumed; 
made  desolate,  with  the  thorns  and  briars 
of  paganism,  heresy,  and  idolatry  spring- 
ing up  in  it;  withholding  His  gracious  in- 
fluences and  allowing  it  to  wither  up; 
revoking  the  "fire  and  cloud"  of  His 
leading  and  guidance,  and  allowing  them, 
in  their  proud  self-sufficiency,  to  choose 
their  own  paths  through  the  darkness  and 
myriad  dangers;  and  as  "blind  leading  the 
blind,"  to  fall  into  the  ditch  together  and 
be  completely  "ruined." 

But  are  we  better?  Yet  once  more  God 
has  planted  a  vineyard,  which  He  calls 
His  "Church,"  the   assembly  of  His  se- 


lected ones.  He  has  not  fixed  it  in  any 
particular  land,  but  has  given  it  the 
whole  fruitful  earth  for  its  operation.  He 
has  fenced  it  around  with  laws  and  ordi- 
nances and  with  the  unfailing  grace  and 
pleading  of  the  Holy  Spirit  for  protec- 
tion and  preservation;  He  has  gathered 
out  the  stones  of  many  heresies;  His 
choice  vine  is  the  unqualified  humanity 
which  He  has  from  time  to  time  regener- 
ated and  made  perfectly  whole;  He  has 
given  for  its  "tower"  of  strength  His  Son, 
Jesus  Christ,  and  made  for  its  wine  press 
the  "Book  of  life,"  in  which  He  records 
its  deeds. 

The  fullness  of  divine  provision  could 
not  have  been  more  complete,  and,  indeed, 
this  appears  as  the  salient  virtue  of  every 
work  of  God,  His  completeness.  He  pro- 
vided: l.The  knowledge  of  God's  will  and 
His  truth.  2.  A  means  of  access  to  Him- 
self and  His  love  be  the  perfect  atonement 
of  His  Son,  bringing  pardon  and  peace. 
3.  The  office  and  influence  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  us.  4.  The  real  and  personal  lead- 
ership of  Him  who  lived  a  perfect  life. 
5.  The  hope  of  life  eternal  in  glory. 
What  could  have  been  done  more? 
It  is  as  if  the  almighty  God  had  ex- 
pended utterly  every  resource  of  His  in- 
finite love  and  power  to  build  this  vine- 
yard, and  then  He  relaxes  just  a  little,  and 
waits,  and  looks.  He  has  a  right  to  look. 
He,  who  has  toiled  all  the  season  and  ten- 
derly nurtured  the  rough  vine-stocks  to 
foliage  and  bud,  anticipates  eagerly  the  day 
when  he  can  "lie  under  his  own  vine" 
and  watch  the  rich  fruit  develop.  God 
created  man  for  His  pleasure  and  satisfac- 
tion. He  could  have  derived  no  pleasure 
from  making  man  an  automaton  or  ani- 
mal, bound  to  do  as  his  environment  or 
circumstances  moved  him  to,  with  no  ca- 
pacity for  choice  between  right  and 
wrong.  The  only  delight  God  could  have 
received  was  to  give  man  the  power  of 
choice,  and  have  him  choose  righteous- 
ness. 

And  what  has  He  seen?  Has  His  con- 
stant and  tender  care  awakened  the  grati- 
tude which  it  ought  to  have  awakened 
and  produced  the  fruits  of  penitence, 
faith,  purity,  spiritual  worth,  and  holy 
usefulness  that  it  ought  to  have  produced? 
Has  His  love  and  trust  been  requited?  It 
is  to  be  feared  that  only  too  often  He 
finds  in  us  the  miserable  and  guilty  op- 
posites  of  these — faithlessness,  impeni- 
tence, unbelief,  continuance  in  sin,  moral 
blight,  and  injuriousness  of  life,  at  least 
in  some  degree.  And  suppose  there  are 
fifty,  or  a  hundred,  specified  degrees  of 
depth  in  sin:  how  many  of  these  degrees 
down  the  scale  will  be  permitted  in  heav- 
en? 

It  would  seem  that  after  so  heart-rend- 
ing a  disappointment     as  Jehovah  must 
have  suffered  when  He  "looked  that  it 
should  bring  forth  grapes,  and  it  brought 
(Continued  on  page  23) 
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ACCORDING  TO  SCHEDULE 

AL/CE  LYONS  DYER 

Lila  Davis  was  deeply  stirred  as  she 
listened  to  the  missionary  address.  For 
days  she  had  been  searching  her  mind  for 
some  idea  as  to  what  she  could  do  for  the 
Lord  whom  she  loved  so  much. 

Now  the  speaker  was  telling  of  a  mis- 
sionary mother  in  Africa,  left  suddenly  a 
widow  with  five  little  ones  to  care  for, 
and  a  very  reduced  salary  to  depend  upon. 
Her  husband,  a  valued  worker,  had  sud- 
denly been  called  from  service  to  reward, 
and  she  was  bravely  carrying  on  as  best 
shp  could  at  the  mission. 

As  Lila  listened  the  Lord  spoke  to  her 
soul,  and  she  saw  her  long-sought  oppor- 
tunity of  usefulness.  She  was  a  good  sewer 
and  could  make  some  clothes  for  these 
fatherless  little  Holingsford  children.  So 
she  obtained  from  the  speaker,  at  the  end 
of  the  meeting,  a  list  of  their  names  and 
ages. 

The  next  day  she  set  to  work.  "That 
drawer  of  remnants  and  scraps  which  I've 
gathered  for  years,  might  have  some  pieces 
large  enough  to  make  a  little  dress  for 
baby  Claire.  I'll  empty  it  all  out  on  the 
dining  room  table  and  see  what  I  have," 
she  thought.  "Surely  if  the  Lord  wants 
me  to  do  this  work  He  will  provide  me 
with  the  materials." 

So  she  sorted  her  pieces  on  the  table. 
As  she  worked  she  prayed,  and  as  she 
talked  it  over  with  the  Lord,  her  course 
became  quite  clear  and  definite.  "Yes, 
those  two  pieces,  worked  in  with  smock- 
ing, will  make  a  nice  little  dress  for  little 
two-year-old  Claire.  And  these  pieces  will 
go  well  together  for  another."  And  she 
laid  them  aside  in  a  pile.  "Here's  two  col- 
ors of  broadcloth  which  will  look  pretty 
made  into  a  suit  for  three-and-a-half  year 
old  David.  Now  for  enough  goods  to 
make  another  suit  to  mate  it!  Yes,  this 
will  do  it,  I'm  sure  it  will,  if  I  cut  it  by 
the  pattern  Judith  Kilgour  uses  for  her 
lad's  suits.  But  now  for  dresses  for  Joyce 
and  Joan  the  five-year-old  twins."  Could 
she  possibly  find  goods  enough  for  twin 
outfits  that  large? 

Twisting,  turning,  arranging,  and  re- 
arranging her  pieces,  she  worked  early  and 
late  for  days.  Many  times  she  was  puzzled 
and  knelt  by  her  table  to  pray  and  seek 
"wisdom  from  above."  Again  and  again  a 
solution  was  found.  By  cutting  thus,  and 
piecing  so,  she  could  do  it.  And  she  did. 

Arthur's  suit  was  a  real  problem.  He 
was  past  six  years  old,  and  the  Lord  told 
her  he  was  sturdy  and  plump.  She  thought 
she  was  stuck,  but  she  remembered  some 


cloth  she  had  laid  away  to  make  herself  a 
skirt.  She  would  use  that.  She  could  do 
without  it  anyway,  she  felt  sure.  And 
what  pretty  suits  it  made.  Yes,  she  man- 
aged to  get  two  suits  from  it  and  the 
piecing  would  never  be  noticed.  Oh,  this 
was  fun,  soul-satisfying  fun,  for  the 
Lord  was  directing  and  she  was  finding 
real  thrills  as  she  followed  His  directions. 

At  last  she  had  two  cunning  suits 
apiece,  for  each  of  the  five  little  ones 
away  off  there  in  Africa.  How  did  she 
ever  manage  ten  complete  outfits  from 
her  drawer  of  pieces?  It  seemed  like  a 
miracle.  But  the  same  God  who  had  mul- 
tiplied a  lad's  loaves  and  fishes  to  feed  a 
multitude,  had  now  enabled  her  to  evolve 
from  an  accumulation  of  scraps,  enough 
clothing  to  completely  dress  that  little 
group. 

"Now  these  must  be  on  their  way  at 
once,"  she  said,  when  she  had  carefully 
labelled  each  set  with  "Claire,"  "David," 
"Joyce,"  "Joan,"  and  "Arthur."  But  they 
didn't  go  on  their  way  at  once.  Various 
circumstances  just  then  made  it  impos- 
sible for  her  to  spare  the  money  to  mail 
her  treasured  bundle. 

Why  was  it  so  long  delayed?  Why  did 
it  lay  by  for  weeks,  waiting  the  cash  that 
could  send  it  on  its  way?  Surely  when 
the  Lord  had  asked  her  to  prepare  it,  Lie 
could  provide  means  to  send  it.  But  none 
came.  How  she  longed  to  get  it  on  its 
way.  Why  should  she  be  so  very  short  of 
money  just  now?  Was  she  mistaken  after 
all  about  the  call  of  need?  Was  it  just  an 
idea  of  her  own  and  not  the  voice  of  God? 
Surely  God  Himself  had  spoken  to  her 
through  His  Holy  Spirit.  He  would  pro- 
vide a  means  of  getting  this  parcel  out  to 
the  place  of  need. 

At  last  she  had  some  money  and  how 

eagerly  she  hastened  to  see  if  it  would  be 

enough.  It  was.  Exactly  enough,  no  more, 

no  less,  and  her  beloved  bundle  was  on  its 

way  at  last. 

*      *      * 

Away  off  in  far-off  Katalugo,  West 
Africa,  a  lonely  woman  stood  beside  an 
ill-provised  shack,  which  looked  more  like 
a  pile  of  sticks  and  grass  than  a  home 
where  human  beings  lived.  She  was  think- 
ing cruel  thoughts,  for  the  iron  of  bitter 
experiences  had  entered  her  soul. 

"Has  God  forgotten  to  be  gracious? 
Does  the  Almighty  forget  His  promises  to 
the  widow  and  fatherless?  Does  He  cease 
to  care  for  helpless  babes?  Once  my  faith 
was  strong,  my  confidence  bold.  Christ 
was  everything  to  my  soul.  I  felt  He 
would  never  fail  me.  William  was  so  no- 
ble-hearted. When  we  came  here  a  happy, 


joyous  pair,  we  had  such  dauntless  cour- 
age and  such  bright  hopes  for  the  future. 
All  the  great  promises  of  God  were  ours 
then.  We  believed  them  and  rejoiced  in 
our  security.  But  it's  all  different  now. 
God  took  William  from  me,  and  left  me 
so  lonely  and  bewildered  with  my  five  lit- 
tle ones.  I  hoped  for  helpers  or  a  fur- 
lough. But  I  could  have  neither,  they  said. 
It  seems  they  don't  care.  And  as  if  that 
weren't  trial  enough  the  flood  has  come 
and  carried  away  all  we  owned.  Even  our 
snug  little  home  is  gone.  And  who  cares? 
No  one. 

"Oh,  yes,  the  poor  dear  natives  care. 
They  built  us  this  grass  hut  as  a  shelter. 
They  really  love  these  little  ones,  but  they 
can  do  so  little  to  support  my  soul.  It  is 
overwhelmed.  How  can  I  go  on  telling 
them  of  a  loving,  heavenly  Father  who 
numbers  the  hairs  of  our  heads  and  up- 
holds His  own  with  His  hand?  If  only  I 
had  ever  so  little  a  token  of  His  notice  of 
us,  I  could  bear  up.  But  it  does  seem  He 
has  forgotten.  I  can't  pray.  My  heart  is 
too  heavy,  my  faith  seems  gone.  Oh,  what 
shall  I  do?"  And  cruel  sobs  shook  her 
frame. 

"Mummie!  Mummie!  Here  comes  a 
runner!  Is  it  the  postman?  Is  this  mail 
day?  Will  there  be  a  letter?"  Joyce  and 
Joan  were  both  skipping  with  anticipa- 
tion and  hope,  and  in  their  excitement 
failed  to  notice  their  mother's  swollen 
eyes. 

Shading  her  face  from  the  sun,  Mrs. 
Holingsford  looked  down  the  grassy  trail 
and  saw  the  native  runner  approaching. 

"Yes,  dear,  it  must  be  the  mail  carrier. 
He  looks  as  though  he  might  have  a  par- 
cel, too.  Can  it  be  for  us?" 

Yes,  it  was  for  them.  It  was  Lila's  par- 
cel. No  time  was  lost  in  opening  it,  and 
by  that  time  all  the  little  ones  were  on 
hand  to  crow  and  exclaim  over  each  smal- 
ler bundle  as  their  mother  read  the  names 
off.  The  suits,  dresses  and  undergarments 
were  quickly  fitted  on  and  found  to  be 
a  perfect  fit.  Each  one  was  so  dainty  and 
so  becoming  to  the  child  for  whom  it 
was  made. 

"Who  sent  these?"  curious  Arthur 
asked. 

"Why,  God,  of  course,"  little  David 
declared. 

"Didn't  Mummie  say  He'd  look  after 
us?  No  one  else  knows  yet  of  that  dread- 
ful flood  that  took  all  our  clothes  away." 

"That's  true,  David  dear,"  the  rebuked 
but  gladdened  mother  said,  as  conflict- 
ing thoughts  surged  through  her  mind. 

"God  DID  send  them  and  He  knew 
just  when  to  have  them  arrive  too.  If  they 
had  come  even  one  mail  earlier  they  would 
have  been  swept  away  also,  along  with 
all  our  other  things  in  that  awful  flood. 
Shall  we  kneel  here  together  and  praise 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  might  say  that  I'm  again  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  School  superintendent  for  South 
Dakota  this  year.  You  don't  hear  from 
out  this  way  so  much  so  I  imagine  you 
wonder  if  we  are  doing  anything  or  not. 
We  have  a  Y.  P.  E.  in  every  active  church 
in  the  state,  and  several  of  them  are  doing 
quite  well.  As  you  undoubtedly  realize, 
we  are  scattered  quite  a  little  out  in  the 
Dakotas,  so  it  is  a  little  hard  to  get  to- 
gether as  often  as  we  would  like. 

Let  me  express  myself  in  regard  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  think  it  is  a  won- 
derful paper  in  S.  Dakota.  Every  church 
gets  a  roll  and  some  get  two.  There  is 
such  a  variety  in  this  paper  that  even  the 
little  children  and  the  old  people  get  a 
great  blessing  from  it.  We  appreciate  all 
the  efforts  you  are  putting  into  it. 

I  trust  that  God  will  give  you  a  great 
year  this  year  and  we  hope  to  help  you 
"go  over  the  top."  Pray  for  us  in  South 
Dakota  and  we  will  do  the  same  for  you. 
— Sincerely  yours,  A.  H.  Thompson. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  would  like  to  sound  a  note  of  praise 
through  your  wonderful  paper.  I  have  on- 
ly had  the  paper  two  days  and  have  read 
it  from  cover  to  cover.  I  read  a  while  and 
then  cried  and  prayed  a  while.  It  has  real- 
ly been  food  to  my  soul.  I  would  give  25c 
for  the  next  issue  right  now.  Thank  God 
for  you  and  this  wonderful  paper. 

I  live  at  Palmetto,  Florida,  but  am  here 
at  Punta  Gorda  in  a  revival.  The  Lord  is 
surely  blessing  souls.  There  were  twenty 
in  the  altar  last  night.  This  town  is  cer- 
tainly stirred.  There  are  people  coming  to 
the  meetings  who  have  never  been  to  a 
holiness  meeting  before.  Pray  for  this  re- 
vival.— A.  N.  Daniels. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  like  it  just  fine.  I  like  to  read  the  mes- 
sage on  the  inside  front  cover  and  the 
story,  "Under  Whose  Wings." 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Clover  is  young  but  I 
thank  God  for  it.  I  hope  it  will  grow 
much  this  next  year.  Please  pray  that 
more  young  people  will  join  and  get 
interested  in  the  work  here. 

I  would  like  to  see  you  and  talk  face 
to  face  with  you.  I'm  sure  you  could  tell 
me  much  that  would  be  helpful  to  me. 

May  God  bless  you  in  all  your  work  for 
Him. — Lovader  Putmon,   Clover,   S.   C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  planning  to  write  you  and 
tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  the  good  paper 


you  are  publishing,  The  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  think  it  is  one  of  the  best  papers  I 
have  ever  read.  I  love  to  read  the  mes- 
sages you  write  to  boys  and  girls.  They 
help  me  so  much  when  it  seems  I  can 
hardly   go  any  further. 

I  belong  to  the  Church  of  God  and  like 
to  go  to  church  but  live  quite  a  distance 
from  the  church  and  don't  get  to  go 
often. 

I  know  the  things  you  write  help  more 
people  than  me  and  I  know  the  Lord  will 
bless  you  in  the  work  you  are  doing  to 
help  others  along  the  rugged  ways  of  life 
and  I  ask  that  you  remember  me  in  your 
prayers  that  the  Lord  may  use  me  in  some 
way  to  help  lost  souls.  —  Nellie  Long, 
Maryville,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  precious  name  of  Je- 
sus. Sister  Harrison,  I  just  wanted  to 
sound  a  note  of  praise  for  your  wonderful 
work  in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We  appre- 
ciate it  very  much  here  at  Bartow,  Fla.  It 
has  become  a  necessity  with  us,  and  it  is 
more  interesting  to  begin  with  the  Edi- 
tor's Message  and  read  right  through  the 
Glints  of  Knowledge.  We  have  a  good 
group  of  young  people  here  and  they  have 
a  mind  to  work.  We  have  a  fine  pastor, 
too.  Our  church  altogether  is  on  the  up- 
ward grade. 

Pray  for  us  that  we  will  continue  to 
be  so. — Thelma  Glover. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  thought  many  times  of  writing 
you  to  let  you  know  how  much  I  enjoy 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  especially  your  mes- 
sages to  boys  and  girls.  I,  too,  love  young 
people  and  am  interested  in  them.  I  am 
president  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  at  Riverside.  We 
use  the  Lighted  Pathway  programs  and 
we  have  some  wonderful  meetings.  The 
Lord  blesses  and  sometimes  the  Holy- 
Ghost  takes  charge.  We  praise  the  Lord 
for  His  blessings  on  our  church  at  Riv- 
erside. We  also  appreciate  our  good  pas- 
tor and  wife,  Brother  and  Sister  G.  R. 
Watson.  Pray  for  us  that  we  may  ever 
be  in  God's  will. — Mary  Smith,  Chatta- 
hoochee, Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Although  I  have  never  seen  you  face 
to  face,  by  reading  your  messages  I  have 
learned  to  love  you.  Any  one  who  loves 
poetry  seems  to  me  a  relative.  If  any  get 
joy  out  of  living  it  is  a  poet  who  has  a 
pure  mind  and  a  clean  heart  washed  by 
the  blood  of  Jesus. 

We  live  so  far  away  from  the  Church 


of  God  that  we  seldom  get  to  go  because 
we  have  two  babies  to  carry,  but  I  can 
talk  to  Jesus  and  feel  the  joy  of  knowing 
I  am  His  child. 

I  would  like  to  hear  from  friends  in  the 
Church  of  God. — Mrs.  Bessie  Bartlett, 
Rt.  1,  Box  298,  Skyland,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

First,  may  I  sound  a  note  of  praise  in 
behalf  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  Each  one 
grows  more  blessed  to  me.  It  seems  I  could 
hardly  do  without  it.  I  receive  so  many 
helps   and   blessings    from   it. 

May  the  Lord  continue  to  bless  you! — 
Grace  Churchman. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  To- 
night while  reading  through  this  dearly 
beloved  paper,  The  Lighted  Pathway,  I 
felt  led  of  God  to  sound  a  note  of  praise 
to  its  editor.  May  God's  richest  blessings 
ever  abide  with  you.  You  don't  know 
how  much  this  paper  means  to  me.  I  can 
hardly  wait  from  one  month  to  the  next. 
The  paper  as  a  whole  is  so  good  I  don't 
see  how  it  could  get  any  better.  I  am  en- 
joying the  story,  "Under  Whose  Wings," 
and  think  it  fine. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  in  the  future 
as  He  has  in  the  past.  —  Ruth  Roach, 
Murphy,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  cannot  express  in  words  just  how  I 
enjoyed  meeting  you  at  the  General  As- 
sembly. Since  I  have  returned  from  the 
Assembly  I  have  a  greater  desire  to  do 
more  for  the  Lord. 

I  certainly  do  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  The  story,  "Under  Whose 
Wings,"  is  the  best  story  I  have  ever  read. 
I  can  hardly  wait  until  the  next  issue 
comes. 

I  wanted  to  attend  Bible  School  at  Se- 
vierville  this  year,  but  circumstances 
wouldn't  permit.  I  finished  high  school 
in  May.  Pray  for  me  that  I  will  be  able  to 
attend  next  year. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Princeton  is  getting 
along  very  nicely,  but  I  would  like  for  it 
to  grow  more  this  year  and  put  more 
Lighted  Pathways  into  new  homes. 

I  have  a  special  request  that  I  want  ev- 
eryone to  remember  in  their  prayers. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  and  the  Lighted 
Pathway  is  my  prayer. — Ethel  Lee  Dow- 
dy, Princeton,  W.  Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

In  the  mail  yesterday  morning  came 
those  four  back  copies,  July,  August,  Sep- 
tember and  October  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. I  sat  me  down  and  looked  them 
through  and  never  in  my  life  of  nearly 
seventy-two  years  have  I  seen  a  paper  or 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Acts  of  the  Apostles 

Freda  Davis 

In  chapter  one,  at  the  first  of  the  book, 

The  apostles  all  stand  and  to     heaven 

look; 

Two  angels  appeared   to  them  and  said, 

"Why  gaze  ye  thus?   'Tis  nothing  to 

dread." 

'Twas  at  the  ascension  of  Jesus  our  Lord, 

Then  Peter  went     back  and  preached 

God's  Word. 

In  chapter  two,  in  one  accord  and  place, 

The  descent  of  the  Spirit,  some  called 

disgrace. 

With  other  tongues  they  began  to  speak; 

They  all  were  humble  and  very  meek. 
Then  Peter     stood     up     and     a  sermon 
preached, 
The  greatest     of  sinners     these  great 
words  reached. 

In  chapter  three,  at  the  temple  gate, 
A  lame  man  healed  by  Peter  the  great. 

Once  again  we  find  Peter  preaching  here; 
Naturally  people  think  he  is  queer. 

In  chapter  four,  bad  news  we  find, — 
Peter  and  John,      prison   bars  are  be- 
hind. 
They  were  also  warned  not  to  preach  any 
more, 
But  on  they  went  and  preached  as  be- 
fore. 

In   chapter  five,   two  deceivers  die, 

Because  they  tell  the  apostles  a  lie. 
When  brought  before  the  council  you  see, 

Gamaliel's  advice  was,  "Let  them  be. 
They'll   amount   to  nothing  as   you  will 
see; 

Come  now,  council,  take  advice  from 

me." 

In  chapter  six,  they  chose  seven  men, 

Full  of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  free  from 
sin. 
Over  the  business  these  men  were  placed; 

Manv  bad  hardships  these  men  faced. 
Stephen's  defense  is  in  chapter  seven, 

And  shortly  afterward  he  goes  to  heav- 
en; 
The  people  disliked  the  words  he  said 

So  he  was  stoned  till  he  lay  dead. 

Philip   in   Samaria,   in   chapter   eight; 
The  sermons     he  preached     were  very 
great. 
He  preached  for  a  man  who  worked  for  a 
queen ; 
The  man  was  baptized  and  made  clean. 

Saul  sees  a  vision  in  chapter  nine, 
On  him  God  caused  a  light  to  shine; 


He  was  blinded  and  could  not  see, 

His  men   were  astonished  and  so  was 
he. 

He  repented  of  his  sin  and  was  baptized 
then 
And  he  became  a  preacher  to  men. 
Then,  Dorcas,  a  good  woman,  fell     dead 
one  day; 
The  people  heard   Peter     was  not  far 
away, 
They  sent  for  him,  God  restored  her  then, 
Through  Peter's  prayers,  a  preacher  to 
men. 

For  the  Discouraged 

Agnes  Zalock 

When  you  are  feeling  sad  and  blue, 
Call  on  Jesus,  He'll  always  help  you; 
Whatever  your  sorrows  or  worries  might 

be, 
Jesus  will  come  to  your  rescue,  you'll  see. 
Just  keep  faith,  pray,  and  be  true, 
And  then  you'll  never  feel  sad  and  blue. 

When  you  get  discouraged  and  want  to 

give  in, 
Just  think  of  our  Savior     who     saves  us 

from  sin, 
And  when  you  think  you  haven't  a  friend 

in  sight, 
Just  think  of  Jesus,  He  will  give     you 

light. 

When  you  are  tempted  to  turn  from  the 
way, 

Just  get  our  your  Bible  and  begin  to  pray; 

It  will  give  you  new  strength   to  serve 
Him  more, 

Jesus  our  Savior  whom  we  adore. 

And  when  our  life  on  earth  is  o'er 

We'll  meet  up  yonder,  to  live  for  ever- 
more. 

— Clarksville,  Fa. 

Rejoice  For  I  Am  Coming  Soon 

Look  up,  rejoice,  the  time  is  near, 

A  day  of  joy  and  not  of  fear 
Is  just  ahead  for  those  who  trust 

In  God,  who  made  man  from  the  dust. 

Lift  up  your  head,  ye  feeble  one, 
Take  heart,  your  race  is  nearly  run, 

Soon  comes  the  call,  "Come  up,  my  child, 
Ye  who  by  sin  are  not  defiled. 

"Take  heart,  for  I  am  coming  soon; 

Watch,  hope,  and  pray  morn,  night  and 
noon; 
Have  not  I  told  you  in  my  Word, 

And  to  this  day  ofttimes  referred? 

"Cast  out  your  worries,  cares  and  frets, 
O'ercome  your  sorrows,  trials,  regrets; 


Lift  up  your  heads,  your  hearts  atune, 
Rejoice,  for  I  am  coming  soon!" 

— Name  misplaced. 

Time  to  Pray 

When  things  look  dark,  as  they  sometimes 

will, 
And  you  seem  to  climb  a  rugged  hill; 
When  the  way  is  long     and  rough  and 

steep, 
And  you  feel  you're  just  a  lonely  sheep; 
When  you  feel  that  you  are  all  alone, 
And  you  feel  your  strength     is     almost 

gone; 
When  nothing  goes  right  the  livelong  day, 
That's  just  the  time  to  kneel  and  pray. 

When  friends  begin  to  turn  you  down, 

Cast  you  out  as  ill  into  the  town, 

They  make  you  a  byword  whenever  they 

can, 
And  scandalize  your  name  throughout  the 

land; 
When  they're  telling  a  falsehood  and  you 

know  'tis  such, 
It  will  not  hurt  you  ever  so  much 
If  you  will  only  steal  away, 
For  that  is  just  the  time  to  pray. 

When  you  see  a  man  that's  down  and  out, 

Instead  of  a  smile  He  wears  a  pout; 

The  devil  is  testing,  wants  to  make  him 

give  in, 
And  change  his  raiment  for  garments  of 

sin; 
He's  tired  and  discouraged,  disgusted  and 

blue, 
Needs  someone  to  help  him     to  battle  it 

through, 
Encourage  His  heart  to  go  all  the  way, 
And  tell  him  he's  in  a  good  place  to  pray. 

When  you  feel  you  are  nearing  the  end  of 

the  road, 
Just  a  few  more  days  till  you  lay  down 

life's  load. 
Not  many  more  battles  or  victories     to 

win, 
For  you  soon  will  leave  this  world  of  sin; 
For  a  long  time  you've  traveled  the  bright 

way  home 
And  Jesus   is  standing     and     beckoning 

come; 
But  as  long  as  here  on  earth  we  stay 
We  will  always  find  that  we  need  to  pray. 

— Margaret  Lewis,  Cambridge,  Md. 

Come  to  Jesus 

Though  sin  is  all  about  me 
And  I  am  tempted  to  wander, 
I  look  away  to  Calvary 
And  the  One  who  suffered  yonder. 

He  bore  it  all  so  meek  and  lowly 
Up  there  on  Calvary, 
With  His  life  blood  slowly  flowing, 
Yet  He  bore  it  all  for  me. 

Jesus  Christ  is  tenderly  calling 
fContinued  on  page  24) 
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WAYS 

"As  for  God,  his  way  is  perfect,"  Psa. 
18:30.  "His  way"  would  indicate  that 
there  are  other  ways,  but  they  are  not  per- 
fect but  incomplete  and  therefore  unsat- 
isfactory. 

Rev.  1 5  tells  of  the  saints  that  will  sing 
the  song  that  Moses  sang  after  crossing 
die  Red  Sea  and  they  who  had  experi- 
enced being  led  of  the  Lord,  said,  "Just 
and  true  are  thy  ways."  Those  who  have 
found  that  the  Lord  is  good,  those  who 
are  following  in  God's  truthful  way  are 
also  truthful,  but  those  followers  of  the 
father  of  lies  are  deceitful  and  being  de- 
ceived. 

Psa.  1:6  reads,  "The  Lord  knoweth  the 
ways  of  the  righteous:  but  the  way  of  the 
ungodly  shall  perish."  In  verse  three,  "he 
(the  godly)  shall  be  like  a  tree  planted 
by  the  rivers  of  water,  that  bringeth  forth 
his  fruit  in  his  season  .  .  .  whatsoever  he 
doeth  shall  prosper."  If  we  are  like  that 
tree — well  rooted  and  close  to  the  well 
that  never  runs  dry  of  living  water — we 
are  bound  to  bring  forth  the  beautiful 
ripened  fruits  of  the  Spirit.  Gal.  5:22. 

The  two  main  highways  are  pictured 
in  Matt.  7.  The  wide  gate  to  the  broad 
way  leads  to  momentary  pleasure  but  in 
the  end  eternal  torment.  The  strait  gate 
to  the  narrow  way  leads  to  a  godly,  sac- 
rificial life  now  with  joy  for  overcoming, 
and  ends  in  the  mansions  in  Father's  house 
that  Jesus  is  now  preparing.  The  main 
character  of  the  broad  way  is  Satan  and 
he  and  his  army  are  marching  to  the  sad 
tune  of  a  "Wholesale  Funeral"  march.  The 
captain  of  those  of  the  narrow  way  is 
the  Man  of  Galilee  and  His  disciples  are 
happy  with  anticipation  of  attending  the 
greatest  wedding  ever  to  take  place. 

To  those  who  haven't  decided  which 
way  to  go,  Jesus  speaks  to  inform  them 
that  "the  way  to  God  is  in  him."  "I  am 
the  way,  the  truth,  and  the  life."  You 
will  know  of  a  surety  that  He  is  "the 
life,"  for  while  you  are  dead  in  trespasses 
and  sins  He  is  able  to  quicken  you,  put  a 
new  life  within  you,  which  will  surely 
shine  out  to  lead  others  along  the  way. 

Those  who  are  pleasure-seekers  find  a 
great  variety,  but  God's  perfect  way  is 
not  divided.  "One  Lord,  one  faith,  one 
baptism."  Unity  equals  strength.  Being 
bsund  together  by  the  chords  of  love, 
with  Christ  Jesus  ruling  in  our  lives  and 
all  working  for  the  same  good,  is  sure  to 
bring  a  good  result. 

Job  tells  of  his  children  that  have  plen- 
ty so  they  say  unto  God,  "Depart  from 
us;  for  we  desire  not  the  knowledge  of  thy 
ways.  What  is  the  Almighty,  that  we 
should  serve  Him?      and     what      profit 


should  we  have,  if  we  pray  unto  him?" 
But  Job  says,  "In  a  moment  they  go  down 
to  the  grave."  What  hope  have  they?  How 
different  is  the  death  of  a  child  of  God! 
Blessed  are  they  that  die  in  the  Lord, 
knowing  that  they  are  about  to  enter  into 
unspeakable  joy  with  the  Father. 

Isaiah  5  5:7a,  "Let  the  wicked  forsake 
his  way."  The  secret  is  in  following  Christ 
unconditionally  for  He  is  our  only  per- 
fect example. 

— Elizabeth  Burgess,  Worcester,  Mass. 

ESTHER'S  AWAKENSNG 

By  Grace  Lumm 
The  service  was  almost  over.  The  last 
hymn  was  to  be  sung  and  the  congrega- 
tion  would   be   dismissed.      Loving      and 
strong  was  the  appeal  the  missionary  had 
made  for  the  Master's  work  in  other  lands. 
The  Lord  Himself  seemed  to  touch  heart- 
strings and  purse  strings  of  young  and 
old  alike;  and  in  the  hush  that  followed 
the  sermon,  there  was  the  sound  of  weep- 
ing— those  wept  who  had  not  wept  for 
many   years.   But    there   was   one   in   the 
congregation  that  morning  who  at  first 
apparently   was      not   touched      by      the 
strong  appeal  of  the  servant  of  God,  yet 
a  closer  look  at  her  face  showed  that  she 
was   deeply   moved.    In   her   inmost    soul 
Esther  desired  to  serve  the  Master  well; 
but  it  had  been  so  much  easier  to  gratify 
her  own  selfish  desires  first  that  her  serv- 
ice in  the  Sunday  School  and  church  had 
become  to  her  merely  a  duty  to  be  dis- 
charged in  some  way  or  other.  Somehow 
the  message  this  Sunday  smote  on  a  new 
chord  in  her  heart  and  the  music  of  that 
chord  rose  higher  and  higher  as  the  offer- 
ing was  taken,  while  this  song  was  sung: 
Hark!  the  voice  of  Jesus  crying: 
"Who  will  go  and  work  today? 
Fields  are  ivhite  and  harvest  waiting; 
Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away?" 
Loud  and  strong  the  Master  calleth; 
Rich  reward  He  offers  thee: 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying, 
"Here  am  I;  send  me,  send  me"? 

Over  and  over  the  words  of  the  song 
rang  in  Esther's  heart.  Over  and  over 
she  said  to  herself,  "Oh  that  I  could  an- 
swer the  call,  but  I  am  not  qualified  nor 
able  to  go!"  As  if  reading  her  thoughts, 
the  singers  went  on: 

If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean 
And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer; 
You  can  help  them  at  your  door. 
If  you  cannot  give  your  thousands, 
You  can  give  the  widow's  mite; 
And  the  least  you  do  for  Jesus, 
Will  be  precious  in  His  sight. 

Esther  slowly  raised  her  bowed  head  as 


the  meaning  of  the  words  became  clear 

to  her.  Were  there  heathen  at  her  door? 

The  Spirit  seemed  to  whisper,  "Yes,"  but 

the  song  was  going  on: 

//  you  cannot  speak  like  angels, 

If  you  cannot  preach  like  Paul, 

You  can  tell  the  love  of  Jesus, 

You  can  say  He  died  for  all. 

If  you  cannot  roti.se  the  wicked 

With  the  judgment's  dread  alarms, 

You  can  lead  the  little  children 

To  the  Savior's  waiting  arms. 

Awakening  conscience  smote  her  with 
regret.  How  many  times  she  had  failed  to 
speak  for  Jesus  in  testimony  and  prayer, 
never  thinking  that  this  was  a  part  of 
her  service!  How  many  little  children  she 
knew  whom  she  could  tell  about  Jesus! 
Oh  the  wasted  opportunities  gone  by! 
"Lord,  help  me  redeem  them  all,"  she 
prayed. 

If  you  cannot  be  the  watchman 
Standing  high  on  Zion's  wall, 
Pointing  out  the  path  to  heaven, 
Offering  life  and  peace  to  all — 
With  your  prayers  and  with  your  boun- 
ties 
You  can  do  what  heaven  demands; 
You  can  be  like  faithful  Aaron 
Holding  up  the  prophet's  hands. 

A  look  of  hope  and  inspiration  came 
into  Esther's  eyes  as  the  words  sank  into 
her  soul.  A  new  resolve — a  new  consecra- 
tion began  to  take  form  in  her  heart. 
"How  selfish  I  have  been!"  she  thought. 
"God,  forgive  me!" 

//  among  the  older  people 
You  may  not  be  apt  to  teach — 
"Feed  my  lambs,"  said  Clyrist,  our  Shep- 
herd; 
"Place  the  food  within  their  reach." 
And  it  may  be  that  the  children 
You  have  led  with  trembling  hand; 
Will  be  found  among  your  jewels 
When  you  reach  the  better  land. 

Like  an  arrow  the  words  struck  and 
pierced  into  Esther's  fully  awakened  soul. 
The  thought  that  her  Sunday  School  class 
might  become  the  jewels  in  her  crown 
had  never  occurred  to  her  before.  Slowly 
the  tears  trickled  down  her  cheeks  as  she 
thought  of  the  Sundays  she  had  taught 
while  wishing  herself  on  some  pleasure 
trip,  forgetting  all  the  while  that  here 
was  her  real  service,  and  that  here  were 
her  jewels. 

Slowly  the  singers  were  repeating  the 
closing  stanza  of  the  hymn: 
Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 
"There  is  nothing  I  can  do," 
While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying 
And  the  Master  calls  for  you. 
Take  the  task  He  gives  you  gladly; 
Let  His  work  your  pleasure  be; 
Answer  quickly  when  He  calleth, 
"Here  am  I;  send  me,  send  me!" 

As  the  last  triumphant  words  rang  out 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Reading  Circle 


ABC 

BY  E.  L.  SIMMONS 
It  seems  that  A  B  C's  are  very  impor- 
tant in  any  phase  of  life  and  especially  in 
the  beginning  of  that  particular  phase  in 
which  we  ourselves  are  to  be  engaged.  It 
is  true,  however,  that  many  times  the  B 
gets  in  front  of  the  A,  or  that  which 
should  be  A  is  made  B,  and  that  which 
should  be  C  is  made  A. 

We  have  wondered  recently  just  how 
it  was  with  the  ministry.  One  of  the 
things  which  seems  to  be  almost  indispen- 
sable with  the  ministry  in  these  days  is 
that  of  transportation — automobiles,  au- 
tomobiles and  more  automobiles.  If  a 
preacher  has  a  new  automobile  every  two 
years  he  is  able  to  transport  his  message 
across  the  country  with  rapid  pace.  But, 
is  there  anything  more  important  in  the 
ministry  than  transportation? 

We  think  that  the  B  should  be  A  in 
this  position  for  the  one  thing  indispensa- 
ble with  preachers  is  books.  The  most  im- 
portant Book,  of  course,  is  the  Bible.  It  is 
that  Book  which  contains  his  message.  But 
the  man  who  thinks  that  the  Bible  is  all 
the  book  he  needs  is  wrong.  A  minister 
needs  other  books.  He  may  know  some  of 
the  English  language  but  he  doesn't  know 
it  all.  He  needs  a  dictionary.  He  may 
know  how  to  find  some  scriptures  but  he 
doesn't  know  where  to  find  all  of  them. 
He  needs  a  good  concordance.  There  are 
so  many  other  things  that  the  minister 
of  God  needs  by  way  of  books,  because  it 
is  by  the  use  of  books  that  he  gets  his  mes- 
sage. He  must  have  inspiration  from 
above  to  deliver  it  but  he  must  get  it 
from  the  Book  and  he  must  have  books  to 
help  him  extract  from  the  Book  that 
which  he  needs  to  tell  the  people.  A  fast 
automobile  is  worth  nothing  to  get  a  fel- 
low to  a  place  unless  he  has  something 
to  say  when  he  gets  there.  1940  should  be 
a  book-year  for  the  Church  of  God  min- 
istry, a  year  that  will  produce  a  more 
literate,  educated  ministry  that  will  be 
able  to  intelligently  carry  the  Word  of 
God  farther  and  to  press  it  more  deeply 
than  ever  before.  Hungry  hearts  in  the 
individual  churches  are  looking  up  with 
spiritual  mouths  wide  open  to  receive  the 
Word  of  God,  that  spiritual  food  that 
they  must  have  in  order  to  be  able  to  have 
spiritual  strength,  to  be  able  to  stand 
against  all  the  wiles  of  the  devil.  Let  us 
make  preparation  for  the  ministry  ahead 
of  carrying  the  message  so  that  once  we 


are  there  we  will  know  what  to  say. 

The  C  of  preachers'  A  B  C's  may  be  the 
collection,  but  the  true  child  of  God  has 
found  out,  or  may  I  say  the  true  servant 
of  God,  that  once  he  has  a  real  message 
to  carry  and  has  the  means  of  carrying  it, 
takes  it  and  is  able  to  produce  when  he 
arrives,  and  the  collection  is  the  part  that 
will  take  care  of  itself.  The  method  of 
education  for  carrying  the  Word  of  God 
belongs  to  us.  God  does  His  part  when  He 
calls  us  into  His  ministry.  He  will  do  His 
part  in  providing  for  us  if  He  has  called 
us  and  we  obey  that  call.  It  is  for  us  to 
prepare  ourselves  for  the  task  in  such  a 
manner  that  God  can  get  glory  and  hon- 
or out  of  our  lives  as  ministers,  that  we 
can  show  ourselves  approved  unto  God  a 
workman  that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed, 
rightly  dividing  His  Truth. 


Read  the  Bible  Through  This  Year 

We  are  suggesting  to  our  Reading 
Circle  members  that  they  read  the  Bible 
through  this  year.  Here  are  the  readings 
for  March: 

Morning  Evening 

March   1  Num.    1-2  Luke   16 

March  2  Num.   3-4  Luke   17 

March   3  Num.    5-6  Luke   18 

March  4  Num.   7-8  Luke   19 

March   5  Num.   9-10  Luke  20 

March  6  Num.    11-12  Luke  21 

March  7  Num.    13-14  Luke  22: 

1-38 
March   8  Num.    15-16  Luke  22: 

39-71 
March  9  Num.    17-18  Luke  23 

March    10  Num.    19-20  Luke  24 

March   11  Num.   21-22  John  2 

March   12  Num.   23-24  John   3 

March    13  Num.   2  5-26  John  4 

March    14  Num.   27-28  John    5 

March   15  Num.   29-30  John   6 

March   16  Num.   31-32  John   7 

March   17  Num.    33-34  John   8 

March   18  Num.   3  5-36  John  9 

March    19  Deut.    1-2  John   10 

March  20  Deut.    3-4  John    11 

March  21  Deut.    5-6  John    12 

March  22  Deut.   7-8  John   13 

March  23  Deut.   9-10  John    14 

March   24  Deut.    11-12  John    15 


March 

25 

Deut. 

13-14 

John 

16 

March 

26 

Deut. 

15-16 

John 

17 

March 

27 

Deut. 

17-18 

John 

18 

March 

28 

Deut. 

19-20 

John 

19 

March 

29 

Deut. 

21-22 

John 

2  0 

March 

30 

Deut. 

23-24 

John 

21 

March 

31 

Deut. 

25-26 

Acts 

1 

Book  Suggestions 

FICTION 

Bob's  Red  Letter  Days,  by  Tressie  Fern 
McCreary.  Bob  and  his  playmates  ought 
to  be  an  inspiration  to  other  boys  to  have 
plenty  of  live,  clean  fun,  and  be  loyal,  at 
the  same  time,  to  God,  their  parents,  and 
everybody  else.  Price  75c. 

The  Pilot's  Voice,  by  Isabel  Byrum. 
This  story  has  convicted  many  a  boy  and 
caused  him  to  listen  to  the  "Pilot's  Voice" 
as  he  was  drifting  aimlessly  on  the  sea  of 
life.  Price  75  c. 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Lud- 
wig.  Price  $1.00. 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack 
Lynn.  Price  5  0c. 


Windows  For  Sermons,  by  Louis  Albert 
Banks.  Price  $1.00. 

Evangelistic  Sermons,  by  William  Ed- 
ward Biederwolf.  Price  $1.00. 

Evangelism  of  Youth,  by  Albert  H. 
Gage.  Price  $1.00. 

Bible  Readings  For  Christian  Workers, 
by  Basil  W.  Miller,  M.  A.,  S.  T.  M.  Price 
$1.00. 

Fox's  Book  of  Martyrs,  by  William  By- 
ron Forbush.  Price  $1.50. 

Boy's  Stories  of  Great  Men,  by  Elsie  E. 
Egermeier.  Price  $1.00. 

Girl's  Stories  of  Great  Women,  by  Elsie 
E.  Egermeier.  Price  $1.00. 


DALE  CARNEGIE'S  BOOKS 

How  to  Win  Friends  and  Influence 
People.  Price  $1.96. 

Little  Known  Facts  About  Well 
Known  People.  Price  $1.00. 

Five  Minute  Biographies.  Price  $1.00. 

Public  Speaking  and  Influencing  Men 
in  Business.  Price  $3.00. 


Parliamentary  Law  at  a  Glance,  by  E. 
C.  Utter.  $1.00. 

Public  Speaking  at  a  Glance,  by  E.  C. 
Utter.  $1.00. 

Build  a  Library  For  Your  Church 

A  Daily  Necessity 

This  was  George  Mueller's  testimony 
after  long  experience,  "The  vigor  of  our 
spiritual  life  will  be  in  exact  proportion 
to  the  place  held  by  the  Word  in  our  life 
and  thoughts.  I  solemnly  state  this  from 
the  experience  of  fifty-four  years.  The 
first  three  years  after  conversion,  I  neg- 
lected the  Word  of  God. 

"Since  I  began  to  search  it  diligently, 
the  blessing  has  been  wonderful.  I  have 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


Spring  Time 

Kinard  T.  Baynard 

Welcome,  welcome,  we  can  hear, 
For  we  know  that  Spring  is  near; 
We  can  see  the  children  play 
As  they  run  along  the  way. 

We  can  hear  the  song  birds  sing, 
As  they  make  the  welkin  ring, 
For   the   sun    is    shining   bright 
As  we  work  from  morn  till  night.. 

We  are  happy  as  we  go 

For  we  meet  the  friends  we  know. 

Let  us  give  each  one  a  smile 

That  will  help  make  life  worth  while. 

Let  us  start  this  Spring  anew, 
Find  each  day  a  friend  that's  true; 
Tell  them  that  you  love  them  so, 
Sing  to  them  a  cheery  song. 

Do  not  wait  till  friends  are  dead, 
And  the  farewell  tears  are  shed, 
Tell  them  that  you  love  them  so 
Give  the  flowers  before  they  go. 

— The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

The  Use  of  Flowers 

By  Mary  Howitt   (1799-1888) 

God   might   have   made    the   earth   bring 
forth 

Enough  for  great  and  small, 
The  oak  tree,  and  the  cedar  tree, 

Without  a  flower  at  all. 

He  might  have  made  enough,  enough 

For  every  want  of  ours; 
For  luxury,  medicine,  and  toil, 

And  yet  have  made  no  flowers. 

The  ore  within  the  mountain  mine 

Requireth  none  to  grow. 
Nor  doth  it  need  the  lotus  flower 

To  make  the  river  flow. 

The  clouds  might  give  abundant  rain. 
The  nightly  dews  might  fall, 

And  the  herb  that  keepeth  life  in  man 
Might  yet  have  drunk  them  all. 

Then  wherefore,   wherefore     were     they 
made 

All  dyes  with  rainbow  light, 
All  fashioned  with  supremest  grace, 

Upspringing  day  and  night — 

Springing  in  valleys  green  and  low, 
And  on  the  mountains  high, 

And  in  the  silent  wilderness, 
Where  no  man  passeth  by? 

Our  outward  life  requires  them  not, 

Then  wherefore  had  they  birth? 
To  minister  delight  to  man, 


To  beautify   the   earth; 

To  whisper  hope — to  comfort  man 

Whene'er  his  faith  is  dim; 
For  whoso  careth  for  the  flowers 

Will  care  much  more  for  Him! 

SPRING 

A  cry,  a  wood  note  from  a  bough; 

A  sweet  voice  on  the  valley  hurled! 
A   strange,      strong      fragrance     stealing 
through, 

With  murmurings  of  the  underworld! 

The  gurgling  rush  in  hidden  nooks! 

The  mystic  something  in  the  air! 
The  melting  snow,  the  sap,  the  brook! 

The  peeping  verdure  everywhere! 

Oh,  blessed  life,  again  renewed! 

Oh,  tender  voice  without,  within! 
Oh,  sunny  land,  through  tears  bedewed! 

Dear  nature,  purified  of  sin! 

Ah  me!  Methinks,  as  shadows  fade, 

That  I  am  "Hope"     that     spreads  her 
wing. 
Awake,  sad  heart!  Be  undismayed. 

It     is    the  spring!      The  spring!      The 
spring! 

— John  Ward  Stimson. 

Renewal 

Claude  Weimer 

Seeds  are  fallen 

Here  and  there 
By  the  waysides 

Everywhere, 
L»st  all  winter 

Under  snow 
Till  the  springtime 

Bids  them  grow; 
And  our  prospects 

Newly  start 
When  spring  wakens 

In  the  heart. 

— Young  People's  Journal. 

Redeeming  Love 

Ernest  Grant 

I  wandered  out  on  the  hills  today 

To  walk  alone  one  hour, 
Where  God  was  tinting  fields  of  gray 

With  buds  of  leaf  and  flower. 

The  warm,  blue  sky  was  filled  with  sails 

Of  cloud-ships  drifting  by; 
I  looked  and  knew  that  Love  prevails 

In  earth  and  sea  and  sky. 

He  spoke  to  me  from  a  breeze  that  came 
Exultant  from  the  sea, 


Intoning  a  hymn  of  the  Savior's  name 
From  the  ends  of  the  earth  to  me. 

I  heard  while  walking  there  alone 

The  birds  in  happy  song, 
That  sang  an  anthem  to  the  throne 

Of  Love  redeeming  wrong. 

My  spirit  rose  through  the  clouds  above 
With  the  breeze     that  came     from  the 
sea, 

And  sang  a  hymn  to  the  Lord  of  Love 
Who  died  and  arose  for  me. 

— Herald  of  Holiness. 

Oak  Tree 

Defend  thy  hill,  O  noble  oak, 
Against  the  storm's  fierce  blast; 

Thy  gnarled  limbs  are  hands  that  bleed 
From  conflicts  of  the  past   .  .   . 

What  though  I  stand  alone  and  fight, 

Upon  this  hill  of  mine? 
I'll  boldly  stem  the  rushing  tide 

And  hold  this  battle  line. 

— Elmer  Lyle  Hutchinson. 

So  Near  and  Dear 

"So  nigh — so  very  nigh  to  God, 

I  cannot  nearer  be 
For  in  the  Person  of  His  Son, 

I  am  as  near  as  He. 

"So  dear — so  very  dear  to  God, 

More  dear  I  cannot  be: 
The  love  wherewith  He  loves  the  Son 

Such  is  His  love  to  me." 

— Gospel  Herald. 

If  I  Had  Known 

Mary  Carolyn  Davies 

It  I  had  known   what  trouble  you  were 

bearing; 
What  griefs  were  in  the  silence  of  your 

face; 
I  would  have  been  more  gentle,  and  more 

caring, 
And  tried  to  give  you  gladness  for  a  space. 
I  would  have  brought  more  warmth  into 

the  place, 

If  I  had  known. 

If  I  had  known  what  thoughts  despairing 

drew  you: 
(Why  do  we  never  try  to  understand?) 
I  would  have  lent  a  little  friendship  to 

you, 
And  slipped  my  hand  within  your  hands, 
And  made  your  stay  more  pleasant  in  the 

land, 

If  I  had  known. 

Outwitted 

Edwin  Markham 

He  drew  a  circle  that  shut  me  out — 
Heretic,  rebel,  a  thing  to  flout. 
But  love  and  I  had  the  wit  to  win: 
We  drew  a  circle  that  took  him  in! 
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Lumberman  Comes  to  Scoff  But — 

"Big  Bill"  sat  idly  on  a  stump  whit- 
tling a  piece  of  wood  with  his  jackknife. 
There  was  no  lumbering  going  on  today, 
and  he  had  prepared  enough  wood  to  last 
for  some  days;  now  he  sat  waiting  for 
someone  to  come  and  go  with  him  to  the 
saloon. 

"Big  Bill"  was  a  tall,  strong,  bearded 
lumberman;  a  drinker,  and  a  great 
swearer,  who  was  not  regarded  with  favor 
by  the  decent  element  on  the  island  on 
which  he  lived.  But  he  did  not  care  what 
people  thought  about  him.  He  was  one  of 
the  best  lumbermen  along  the  St.  Law- 
rence River,  and  aside  from  that  he  lived 
only  for  himself.  He  "feared  not  God, 
neither  regarded  man." 

"Morning,  Bill,"  said  a  voice  beside 
him.  "Have  you  heard  the  news?" 

"What  is  it?"  Bill  asked,  though  not 
much  interested  in  news. 

"Why,  they  say  some  feller  is  comin' 
over  here  to  the  island  to  preach,  and 
they're  goin'  to  let  him  have  the  school- 
house,"  responded  the  barefooted  lad;  and 
he  added  with  a  grin,  "I  thought  maybe 
you'd  be  goin'." 

"What!"  said  Bill,  now  thoroughly  in- 
terested. "What's  that  ye  say?" 

"Oh,  nothin';  only  some  fellow's  goin' 
to  preach  in  the  schoolhouse." 

"Not  much,  he  ain't,"  responded  Bill. 
"We  ain't  never  had  any  religion  or 
preachin'  on  this  island,  and  we  ain't  go- 
in'  to — not  so  long  as  my  name's  Bill;" 
and  he  affirmed  it  with  an  oath. 

The  night  came  for  the  preaching,  so 


did  the  preacher,  so  did  the  people  of  the 
island — a  few  to  hear  the  Word  of  God, 
but  more  to  see  what  Big  Bill  would  do. 
Bill  had  a  bad  reputation  down  the  St. 
Lawrence  River,  therefore,  he  was  ex- 
pected to  make  trouble,  and  it  would  be 
a  stout-hearted  preacher  that  would  with- 
stand him. 

But  God's  people  were  praying  for  the 
meeting  that  night,  and  God  was  minded 
to  make  of  this  cursing  ruffian  a  trophy 
of  His  grace. 

The  meeting  had  begun,  and  the 
preacher  was  reading  the  Word  of  God, 
when  the  door  opened,  and  in  stalked  "Big 
Bill." 

The  first  words  which  fell  upon  his 
ears  were  the  wondrous  tidings  in  John 
3:16,  "For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that 
he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  who- 
soever believeth  in  him  should  not  per- 
ish, but  have  everlasting  life." 

The  lumberman  listened.  Again  the 
preacher  read  the  words — "For  God  so 
loved  the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing life." 

Emphasized  as  they  were  and  read  over 
a  third  time,  they  took  right  hold  of 
"Big  Bill's"  heart.  Never  before  had  he 
heard  such  words  as  these.  They  strange- 
ly affected  this  strong,  rude  man  and  he 
went  quietly  to  a  seat  near  the  front  and 
sat  down. 

No  one  listened  to  the  preacher  with 
more  concern  and  attention  than  "Big 
Bill"  that  night.  And  at  the  close,  when 
the  preacher  advanced  to  speak  to  some, 
and  shook  hands  with  the  many  that  had 
come  determined  "not  to  allow  any  re- 
ligion or  preacher  on  the  island,"  what 
was  his  joy  to  learn  that  "Big  Bill"  had 
that  night,  as  he  sat  in  his  seat,  surren- 
dered himself  to  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ! 

"There  is  joy  in  the  presence  of  the  an- 
gels of  God  over  one  sinner  that  repent- 
eth,"  said  our  Lord  Jesus. — Tract,  Home 
Evangel. 

The  Source  of  True  Happiness 

Otho  Schwab 

Men  everywhere  are  seeking  happiness. 
Will  they  ever  find  it?  The  answer  lies  in 
where  they  search  for  it.  It  is  not  to  be 
found  in  the  possession  of  the  abundance 
of  earthly  goods.  Solomon  had  wealth 
such  as  few  men  ever  possessed  on  earth 
but  his  evaluation  of  his  lands,  horses, 
fame,  etc.,  was  "all  is  vanity  and  vexation 
of  spirit." 

Even  fame  does  not  afford  the  happi- 


ness one  might  imagine.  Of  Mark  Twain 
it  is  said,  that  "while  he  laughed  with  the 
world,  his  lonely  spirit  struggled  with  the 
sadness  of  human  life."  When  fame  takes 
wings  and  flies  away  the  life  will  become 
unbearably  miserable  unless  there  is  in- 
exhaustible and  abiding  source  of  peace 
and  joy.  Some  years  ago  in  the  city  of 
New  York  I  saw  a  large  statue  of  Hor- 
ace Greeley.  When  he  lay  dying  he  cried 
out,  "Fame  is  vapor,  popularity  an  acci- 
dent, riches  take  wings,  those  who  cheer 
today  will  curse  tomorrow,  only  one  thing 
endures — character." 

Worldly  pleasure  is  considered  by  the 
many  to  be  the  most  abundant  source  of 
happiness,  but  the  testimony  of  the  Bible 
and  men  of  all  ages  is  against  this  philoso- 
phy of  life.  The  Bible  says,  "The  way  of 
the  transgressor  is  hard"  (Prov.  13:15). 
Also,  we  are  warned  that,  "Whatsoever  a 
man  soweth,  that  shall  he  also  reap." 
Those  who  sow  to  the  flesh  shall  reap 
corruption  for  time  and  eternity. 

Lord  Byron  had  perhaps  as  great  geni- 
us and  natural  endowments  as  any  young 
man  who  ever  lived,  but  he  wasted  his 
energies  and  spent  his  days  in  wantonness 
and  pleasure.  Here  are  the  words  he 
penned  on  his  last  birthday,  though  still 
comparatively  young: 
My  days  are  in  the  yellow  leaf, 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  life  are  gone; 
The  worm,  the  canker  and  the  grief, 

Are  mine  alone. 

Does  that  sound  like  the  world  brings 
happiness  to  its  devotees?  Man  is  made 
on  too  big  a  scale  to  be  satisfied  with  the 
tinsel  and  the  glitter  of  earthly  frivolities. 

The  devil  deceives  people  by  telling 
them  they  will  have  to  be  long-faced  and 
sad  after  they  become  Christians,  but 
nothing  could  be  farther  from  the  truth. 
True  joy  can  come  only  through  a  right 
relationship  with  God.  Before  I  became  a 
Christian  I  determined  to  get  all  the 
pleasure  out  of  the  world  I  possibly  could, 
and  attend  to  the  interests  of  my  soul 
when  I  became  old.  But  those  worldly 
pleasures  brought  only  disillusionment, 
blighted  hopes  and  an  aching  void  within. 
Friend,  it  is  useless  to  try  to  banish  all 
thoughts  of  God  from  your  life.  Man  is 
made  for  God,  and  our  souls  are  not  sat- 
isfied outside  of  complete  union  with 
Christ. 

Someone  says,  "Give  me  the  present  and 
I  will  let  the  future  take  care  of  itself." 
But  there  can  be  no  lasting  happiness  if 
there  is  a  "fearful  looking  for  of  judg- 
ment." 

We  read,  "though  now  ye  see  him  not, 
yet  believing,  ye  rejoice  with  joy  un- 
speakable and  full  of  glory"  ( 1  Peter  1 : 
8).  We  are  offered  "righteousness,  peace, 
and  joy"  for  the  transitory  thrills  of  the 
world.  Pleasures  are  like  chaff,  happiness 
like  the  wheat.  Robert  Burns,  the  famous 
poet,  discerned  all  this  when  from  a 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Private  Prayer 

Go  when  the  morning  shineth, 

Go  when  the  moon  is  bright, 
Go  when  the  eve  declineth, 

Go  in  the  hush  of  night; 
Go  with  pure  mind  and  feeling — 

Send  earthly  thoughts  away — 
And  in  thy  chamber  kneeling, 

Do  thou  in  secret  pray. 

Remember  all  who  love  thee, 

All  who  are  loved  by  thee; 
Pray  too  for  those  who  hate  thee, 

If  any  such  there  be; 
Then  for  thyself  and  neighbor 

A  blessing  humbly  claim, 
And  link  with  each  petition 

Thy  great  Redeemer's  name. 

Or  if  'tis  e'er  denied  thee 

In  solitude  to  pray, 
Should  holy  thoughts  come  o'er  thee 

When  friends  are  round  thy  way, 
E'en  then  the  silent  breathing 

Thy  spirit  lifts  above, 
Will  reach  His  throne  of  glory, 

Where  dwells  eternal  love. 

Oh,  not  a  joy  or  blessing 

With  this  can  we  compare, 
The  grace  our  Father  gives  us 

To  pour  our  souls  in  prayer; 
When'er  thou  art  in  sadness, 

Before  His  footstool  fall; 
Remember,  too,  in  gladness, 

His  love  who  gave  thee  all. 

— Selected. 

YOUR  PETITION 

ESTELLA  KELLY 

"Lord,  behold,  be  whom  thou  lovest  is 
sick,"  John  11:3. 

These  words  came  by  a  messenger  one 
day  while  Jesus  was  ministering  in  the 
country  beyond  Jordan. 

Lazarus  had  fallen  desperately  ill  and 
his  sisters,  not  knowing  where  to  go  for 
aid,  hoped  that  Jesus  would  come  as  soon 
as  He  heard  it,  for  they  knew  He  could 
heal  their  brother. 

Is  there  a  great  need  in  your  life,  one 
which  crushes  you?  A  loved  one  sick,  or 
perhaps  deep  in  sin,  and  you  know  God 
loves  him?  Have  you  sent  a  message  to 
Jesus  yet? 

The  messenger  had  been  sent  with  great 
haste,  yet  the  brother  grew  worse  and  as 
the  hours  passed,  with  friends  coming  in 
to  comfort  and  help,  the  sisters  saw  with 
breaking  hearts  that  their  brother  Lazarus 
was  beyond  help.  Oh,  why  did  Jesus  not 
come?  Could  it  be  that  He  was  too  busy, 
or  had  not  received  the  message,  or  per- 


haps did  not  care  so  much  for  them  now? 
But  finally  the  message  was  handed  to 
Jesus,  despite  the  throngs  of  people  about 
Him  and  the  long  dusty  road;  in  spite  of 
the  heat  and  weariness.  The  message  "got 
through  to  Jesus."  Oh,  praise  the  Lord! 
Have  you  got  your  petition  through  to 
Jesus  yet?  Press  through — Amen!  There 
may  be  doubts,  lots  of  them,  some  fears, 
maybe,  well  wishing  friends,  good  doc- 
tors, and  hospitals,  confusion;  wondering 
if  it  is  the  will  of  God.  But  keep  going 
straight  ahead  on  the  promise  of  God  un- 
til you  know  in  your  heart  that  your  mes- 
sage is  in  His  dear  hands. 

"When  he  had  heard  therefore  that  he 
was  sick,  he  abode  two  days  still  in  the 
same  place  where  he  was."  Now  wasn't 
that  strange?  It  was  such  an  urgent  mes- 
sage, full  of  heartache  and  sorrow,  written 
while  tears  fell  fast,  and  fear  clutched  at 
the  heart,  surely  Jesus  would  hasten  to 
them  quickly.  If  they  ever  needed  Him, 
it  was  now.  Have  you  been  in  this  place, 
reader?  But  listen,  "He  abode  two  days" 
longer.  What  do  you  think  of  that?  What 
do  you  suppose  Martha  and  Mary  were 
thinking  of  those  two  days?  Lazarus  died. 
When  Jesus  got  word  of  his  illness,  He 
made  it  plain  to  those  about  Him  that  Lie 
loved  the  little  family  exceedingly,  but 
He  sent  no  such  word  back  to  the  grief- 
stricken  home. 

It  is  your  part  to  see  that  your  petition 
gets  through  to  Jesus  and  then  WAIT. 
Lazarus  must  needs  die  and  be  buried,  that 
the  glory  of  God  might  be  shown  forth. 
The  cry  of  the  sisters  when  they  met  Je- 
sus was,  "If  thou  hadst  been  here,  our 
brother  had  not  died." 

Ah  yes,  He  could  have  healed  the  sick- 
ness! He  could  have  driven  away  the  bit- 
ter trial  that  crushed  us!  He  could  have 
put  forth  His  hand  and  supplied  bounti- 
fully when  disaster  came  and  trouble 
poured  in  upon  us  like  water,  "But  Jesus 
loved  them."  If  He  abides  two  weeks,  or 
two  months,  or  two  years,  and  you  abide 
faithful  and  wait,  the  answer  will  come. 
Jesus  loves  you,  and  He  is  just  as  sure  to 
come  to  your  rescue,  in  His  own  good 
time,  as  He  did  to  Martha  and  Mary. 

Out  of  the  grave  will  come  resurrec- 
tion! Out  of  dark  trials  will  come  great 
blessings.  Out  of  tempest  and  storm  will 
come  wonderful  peace  and  calm.  From 
the  mist  and  confusion  will  come  clear 
light,  and  when  He,  who  is  the  light, 
comes  you  will  have  your  petition.  Amen. 

The  Famous  Haystack  Prayer 
Meeting 

In  178  3  a  boy  named  Samuel  Mills  was 
born  in  a  parsonage  in  Torington,  Con- 
necticut.    Wh  ;n  he  was  a  little  boy  he 


heard  his  mother  tell  a  neighbor  that  he 
"had  been  dedicated  to  the  work  of  mis- 
sions." When  she  told  him  stories  of  El- 
liott and  Brainerd,  those  "apostles  to  the 
Indians,"  his  spirit  caught  the  inspiration 
of  their  courage  and  self-denial.  When 
nineteen  years  of  age  he  was  converted, 
and  he  felt  very  clearly  his  call  to  the 
foreign  field. 

In  1806  he  entered  Williams  College 
and  soon  found  four  other  young  men 
who  were  in  sympathy  with  him.  These 
five  young  fellows  used  to  meet  in  a 
beautiful  maple  grove  near  the  college  to 
discuss  the  question. 

One  sultry  day  when  they  were  thus 
met,  the  rain  began  to  fall  and  they  ran 
to  the  shelter  of  a  haystack  near  by.  Sam- 
uel Mills  urged  the  carrying  of  the  gos- 
pel into  Asia,  saying: 

"We  can  do  it  if  we  will." 

While  the  storm  was  passing,  sheltered 
by  the  haystack,  they  prayed  that  God 
would  open  the  way  for  them  to  go  to 
the  heathen. 

As  they  arose,  lo,  a  beautiful  rainbow 
appeared  in  the  east.  That  haystack  prayer 
meeting  stands  as  the  real  beginning  of 
foreign  missionary  work  in  the  United 
States.  On  the  very  spot  there  is  now  a 
monument  which  bears  the  names  of  the 
five  young  men,  and  set  into  the  stone  is 
the  model  of  a  haystack. 

At  the  centennial  of  the  haystack 
prayer  meeting  a  great  company  of  stu- 
dent volunteers  met  at  that  monument. 
They  clasped  hands  and  formed  a  big  cir- 
cle and  they  took  for  their  motto  in  this 
stupendous  attempt  to  "teach  all  na- 
tions": "We  can  do  it  and  we  will." — Sel. 

Abraham  waited  twenty-five  years  for 
the  answer  to  the  promise  that  a  son 
would  be  given  him.  Daniel  waited  twen- 
ty-one days  for  the  answer  to  a  petition 
for  the  interpretation  of  a  vision.  The 
sisters  of  Lazarus  waited  some  days  for 
Jesus  to  answer  their  request  concerning 
their  brother  and  He  answered  it  in  a  dif- 
ferent manner  from  that  they  had  ex- 
pected He  would.  George  Mueller  prayed 
fifty-two  years  for  the  conversion  of  two 
men.  He  died  before  his  prayers  were  an- 
swered, but  both  men  were  saved  within 
one  year  after  his  death. 

He  will  answer;  but  "ye  have  need  of 
patience,  that  after  ye  have  done  the  will 
of  God,  ye  might  receive  the  promise." 

No  one  who  will  spend  enough  time 
sitting  at  the  feet  of  his  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter in  solemn  and  prayerful  meditation 
will  remain  in  ignorance  about  the  deep 
things  of  the  Spirit,  but  will  know  both 
His  voice  and  language  and  will  soon  re- 
ceive  a   spiritual   education. 

The  best  way  to  forget  a  thing  is  to 
stop  talking  about  it  and  thinking  about 
it. 


Page  20 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


BRAIN  FOOD 


BY  ALV1N  H.  THOMPSON 


Phil.  4:8,  "Finally,  brethren,  whatso- 
ever things  are  true,  whatsoever  things  are 
honest,  whatsoever  things  are  just,  what- 
soever things  are  pure,  whatsoever  things 
are  lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  of  good 
report;  if  there  be  any  virtue,  and  if  there 
be  any  praise,  think  on  these  things." 

Just  as  it  is  important  to  regulate  a 
diet  for  the  benefit  of  our  physical  bodies, 
so  it  is  important  that  we  give  careful 
attention  to  the  diet  for  our  minds.  I'm 
sure  we  all  can  appreciate  good  physical 
health.  It  is  a  real  asset  for  more  than  the 
football  player;  the  ministers  of  God  can 
better  carry  out  those  good  spiritual  am- 
bitions if  not  handicapped  with  physical 
infirmities.  Our  minds  can  either  be  a 
great  propelling  force  or  a  serious  detri- 
ment in  developing  a  rich  spiritual  life. 
I  do  not  wish  to  leave  the  impression  that 
I'm  tainted  with  a  certain  form  of  re- 
ligious science,  when  speaking  of  the 
mind,  but  I'm  fully  convinced  that  God 
gave  us  will  power  to  be  vised  for  some 
good  purpose. 

We,  as  young  people  of  the  Church 
of  God,  are  interested  in  doing  the  most 
possible  good  in  the  Church,  I'm  sure,  and 
for  that  reason  I  have  chosen  to  write 
about  this  phase  of  our  human  make-up. 
Sometimes  we  underestimate  the  impor- 
tance of  what  occupies  our  minds  in  the 
regular  routine  of  life.  If  your  medita- 
tions should  not  be  good  there  is  some 
reason  for  it.  Sometimes  an  excuse  can  be 
made  that  the  people  we  work  with  or  the 
circumstances  around  us  are  so  bad  that 
we  just  can't  help  ourselves.  Self-excuse 
comes  natural,  and  carelessness  can  easily 
follow  if  we  don't  check  ourselves.  When 
Paul  makes  the  statement,  "If  there  be 
any  virtue,  if  there  be  any  praise,  think 
on  these  things,"  he  makes  no  concessions 
for  doing  the  opposite  of  thinking  on 
praiseworthy  things.  Natural  man  is 
prone  to  detect  the  mean,  hateful,  un- 
complimentary traits  of  a  person  before 
he  does  the  good  features.  We  would  like 
to  think  that  Christian  people  were  al- 
ways trying  to  seek  those  noble,  virtuous 
qualities  in  one  another,  but  sad  to  say, 
Christians  are  many  times  guilty  of  im- 
pure and  critical  thoughts,  and,  of  course, 
the  results  are  scandalous,  character-ruin- 
ing lectures  (gossip),  etc.  But  on  the 
other  hand,  there  are  those  Christians  who 
have  set  their  will  to  seek  out  those  good 
things  in  one  another,  and  meditate  and 
speak  of  them.  Isn't  it  wonderful,  young 
people,  to  "give  people  their  roses  while 
they  live,"  both  in  thought  and  deed! 

One  man  said,  "Few  men  rise  above 
the  level  of  the  society  they  keep."  How 
true  that  statement  is.  Many  a  young 
person  has  fallen  in  the  battle  simply  be- 
cause he  chose  to  run   with      the   wrong 


crowd.  And  do  you  realize  that  we  have 
the  privilege  of  inviting  and  entertaining 
the  sort  of  guests  we  prefer  in  our  minds? 
Satan  would  like  to  make  your  mind  a 
garbage  can  into  which  he  could  dump  all 
the  trashy,  infamous,  hateful  literature 
and  talk  he  could  scrape  up.  And  if  we 
chose  to  entertain  and  relish  such  things, 
the  first  thing  we  know,  reading 
crime  and  true  stories,  and  find- 
ing those  "motes"  in  our  brother's  eye 
will  have  crowded  out  that  blessed,  holy 
inspiration  formerly  derived  from  read- 
ing the  blessed  Book  and  thinking  of  those 
complimentary,  virtuous  things  in  our 
fellowmen.  The  day  in  which  we  live  is 
one  that  has  many  inviting  things  for 
young  people.  The  devil  has  used  the  re- 
sourcefulness and  ingenuity  of  20th  cen- 
tury men  to  trap  and  damn  our  youth, 
and  it  seems  he  is  doing  a  good  job  of  it. 
Even    the   public    schools   have   been   pol- 


ALVIN  H.  THOMPSON, 
South  Dakota  Y.  P.  E.  and  S.  S.  Supt. 
luted  with  everything  from  tap-dancing 
to  Darwin's  "ape  theory."  Surely  these 
things  cannot  have  a  good  effect  upon 
young  folks  if  concentrated  upon  and  in- 
dulged in. 

What  the  United  States  needs  is  a  band 
of  young  people  from  California  to 
Maine,  and  Texas  to  Canada,  who  medi- 
tate and  practice  things  of  real  value.  I'm 
sure  our  Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E.  is  a 
powerful  force  in  this  band.  To  counter- 
act this  "butterfly"  type  of  mind  that  so 
many  young  people  are  possessed  of,  we 
must  exercise  some  real  will  power;  be  so- 
ber-minded as  Paul  exhorts  in  Tit.  2:6. 
This  doesn't  mean  we  must  become  old 
men  and  women  at  twenty,  just  because 
we  think  seriously  some  of  the  time,  but 
it  will  be  and  is  such  a  blessing  to  have 


trained  our  minds  as  we  meet  the  various 
problems  of  life.  Further,  it  is  such  a 
blessing  to  the  individual  when  he  can 
look  for  things  that  are  true  and  of  good 
report.  It  builds  up  and  richens  the  royal 
blood  we  have  within  us  as  "joint  heirs 
with  Jesus  Christ." 

God  will  not  only  judge  the  actual 
deeds  of  men  but  the  counsels  of  the 
hearts  will  be  taken  into  account  too.  1 
Cor.  4:5.  May  our  meditations  and  ac- 
tions be  such  that  they  could  be  published 
in  a  newspaper  and  be  a  credit  to  us!  God 
grant  that  we  may  be  so  equipped,  soul, 
mind  and  body,  that  we  will  be  found 
holding  high  the  noble  banner  of  Christ 
when  He  comes. 


Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  Sold  by 

in  Subscrip- 

February  tions 

Alabama  1,194  39 

Arizona     14 

Arkansas 194  21 

California                    153  9 

Colorado 14 

Delaware  28 

Foreign  .    261  12 

Florida                     4,93  0  69 

Georgia  ...           -  3,015  45 

Idaho                              57  4 

Illinois                         609  43 

Indiana  226  3 

Iowa  -                           70  3 

Kansas    34 

Kentucky  1,944  14 

Louisiana    -                 140  15 

Maine  70  6 

Massachusetts  48 

Maryland   3  50  4 

Michigan    22  5  11 

Minnesota  44  4 

Mississippi 363  34 

Missouri   . 146  18 

Montana  140 

New  Jersey  _._.           28  1 

New  Mexico    ......        60  4 

New  York  3 

Nebraska    1 

North  Carolina   .2,134  37 

North  Dakota           140  9 

Ohio  .— -           400  22 

Oklahoma                   23  8  15 

Oregon  42  3 

Pennsylvania              662  }6 

South  Carolina       3,949  123 

South  Dakota  ._...       98  8 

Tennessee   1,605  79 

Texas    452  49 

Virginia                        674  16 

Washington    __._       70  8 

Washington,  D.C.       14  1 

West  Virginia        1,222  43 

Wyoming  1 


Total 

4,589 

63 

887 

503 

28 

126 

948 

13,874 

9,499 

131 

2,275 

777 

212 

134 

4,215 

463 

296 

104 

1,166 

756 

76 

1,501 

632 

483 

127 

248 

3 

1 

7,766 

415 

1,433 

829 

171 

2,515 

15,035 

400 

5,657 

2,086 

2,334 

228 

57 

4,759 

1 


New  Play 

"For  His  Glory."  A  play  in  the  inter- 
est of  missions.   Price  2  5  c. 
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OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
ments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let  us   bear   this  in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
••nless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and   accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 


Bible  Lesson 

Ottis  Hewett 

Topic:   "EXAMPLES  IN   PERSONAL 

SOUL-WINNING" 

Scripture:    1   Peter  4:10. 

LEADER'S  THOUGHT 

Greater  stress  is  here  laid  upon  winning 
men  to  Christ  by  individual  effort  rather 
than  upon  any  other  method  of  accom- 
plishing the  same  purpose — revivals,  for 
example.  Not  that  we  do  not  believe  in 
revivals,  for  how  can  one  be  a  believer  in 
the  Bible  and  not  believe  in  revivals? 
But  personal  soul-winning  is  much  great- 
er than  revivalism.  Indeed,  is  not  the  pur- 
pose and  end  of  a  true  revival  to  make 
the  individual  Christian  worker  more  in- 
terested in  souls?  A  revival  that  does  not 
accomplish  this  end  is  not  a  success.  Both 
evangelist  and  pastor  agree  on  this.  That 
church,  the  members  of  which  are  not 
interested  in  and  putting  forth  personal 
effort  in  behalf  of  a  lost  world,  has  in 
truth  forfeited  its  credentials  and  its 
right  to  exist.  Much  is  said  today  about 
winning  "the  crowd"  for  Jesus  Christ. 
Every  such  effort  is  to  be  encouraged; 
but  we  must  remember  that  men  can  en- 
ter into  the  kingdom  of  God  only  as 
individuals.  We  have  a  few  examples  to 
follow. 


JESUS  CHRIST  OUR  EXAMPLE 
Jesus  Christ  is  our  example  in  every- 
thing— certainly  in  soul-winning.  He 
called  His  followers  by  personal  effort: 
Matthew  at  his  toll-booth;  Peter,  James 
and  John  at  their  nets.  Christ  labored 
with  the  individual.  All  during  His  minis- 
try He  taught,  preached,  led  and  won 
souls  by  personal  effort.  No  distinction  of 
laity  and  clergy  is  here  recognized.  We 
are  all  to  follow  Christ  in  soul-winning. 
The  business  of  the  Christian  is  to  indi- 
vidualize the  gospel  that  Christ  taught. 
We  are  all  "ordained"  as  "ministers"  to 
go  and  bring  forth  fruit.  Christ  is  our 
leader — we  are  to  follow.  Oh,  if  we  could 
only  obtain  some  of  the  tact,  wisdom,  psy- 
chology, will-power,  knowledge,  and  de- 
termination that  our  Savior  used  in  con- 
vincing folk  to  follow  Him.  It  is  more 
than  getting  a  faint  idea,  but  digging 
down,  searching,  studying,  and  asking 
God  to  teach  us  the  way  to  win  souls.  Je- 
sus knows  the  heart  of  every  one  and  why 
not  ask  Him  to  tell  us  the  way  to  lead 
that  heart  to  its  Savior? 

THE  APOSTLES  OUR  EXAMPLE 
We  notice  that  the  account  of  Pente- 
cost is  passed  over  with  comparatively 
small  mention,  but  the  account  of  the 
personal  workings  of  the  workers  covers 
page  after  page,  Paul  on  his  missionary 
journeys,  Jude  in  Lybia,  James  at  Jeru- 
salem, Andrew  among  the  Scythians, 
Bartholomew  in  the  East,  Peter  here  and 
there,  another  some  other  place.  How  do 
you  suppose  it  was  "noised  abroad"  ex- 
cept by  women  over  the  back  fence  and 
men  on  the  street.  Everywhere  a  Chris- 
tian went  he  told  of  the  blessing  he  had 
received.  Philip  dealt  individually  with 
the  prime  minister  of  Ethiopia,  the 
eunuch,  and  he  was  saved.  Other  examples 
are:  Paul  and  Sergius  Paulus,  Aquila  and 
Priscilla,  Apollos  and  others.  The  apostles, 
following  Christ,  established  the  founda- 
tion upon  which  we  work  today.  We  are 
continuing  their  work  as  they  continued 
the  work  of  Christ.  It  is  true  they  had 
great  revivals.  Revivals  and  personal  work 
go  hand  in  hand,  but  more  mention  is 
paid  to  personal  work.  The  chapter  of  the 
Bible,  Acts  of  the  Apostles,  is  just  what 
the  name  implies.  If  the  apostles  had  to 
work  individually,  surely  in  this  sin- 
darkened,  evil  day  we  will  have  to  deal 
individually.  Just  as  they  were  called, 
taught,  and  sent  personally,  they  worked 
personally  with  individuals. 

GREAT  MEN  OUR  EXAMPLE 
The  greatest  men  or  evangelists  were 
men  like  you  and  me.  They  had  only 
26  letters  in  the  alphabet.  Upon  what 
did  their  success  depend?  In  the  study  of 
their  lives,  you  will  find  their  personal 
contacts  moulded  their  careers.  It  is  not 
what  a  man  preaches  in  the  pulpit  but 
what  he  does  elsewhere.  Personal  effort 
is  best  illustrated  by  one  exploit  of  D. 
L.  Moody.  When  an  adolescent  youth,  he 


was  told  he  might  teach  Sunday  School  if 
he  would  get  his  own  class.  Inspired  by 
this  privilege  and  undaunted  by  the  task, 
he  began  work.  The  first  Sunday  only  one 
or  two  came  to  his  class.  The  second  Sun- 
day a  few  more,  and  in  a  month  or  so 
they  had  to  enlarge  the  building.  More 
of  our  buildings  would  have  to  be  en- 
larged if  we  had  the  personal  work  of 
Moody.  He  was  not  discouraged  by  a 
"no".  He  stopped  a  well-dressed,  refined 
young  lady  once  and  asked  her  to  attend 
his  Sunday  School  class.  To  rid  herself  of 
this  impulsive  stranger  she  promised,  with 
no  intention  of  keeping  it.  Several  weeks 
later  he  was  walking  rapidly  down  the 
street  and  happened  to  glance  up  and  saw 
her  just  as  she  saw  him  one  block  away. 
She  did  a  quick  face  about  and  ran  in 
the  opposite  direction  with  Moody  chas- 
ing her  one  block  away.  Down  the  street, 
up  an  alley,  across  the  avenue  in  the 
rooming  house,  up  the  stairs  into  the  bed- 
room, and  slam!  went  the  door.  Moody 
entered  the  rooming  house  just  as  the  door 
went  slam  and  up  the  stairs,  in  the  bed- 
room right  behind  her.  He  dragged  her 
from  under  the  bed  by  the  heels  and 
meekly  said,  "Lady,  won't  you  please  come 
to  Sunday  School?"  Sunday  found  her 
sitting  on  the  front  seat  of  Mr.  Moody's 
class.  Paul  had  to  gather  his  converts  one 
by  one  when  he  went  to  Antioch.  Mar- 
tin Luther  did  not  have  a  large  following 
until  after  several  years.  Lockhart  did  not 
go  after  the  crowds  but  for  the  indivi- 
dual, and  in  doing  so  had  an  average  at- 
tendance of  1,200  on  Sunday  morning. 
All  of  these  great  people  had  small  begin- 
nings and  they  did  not  shirk  their  per- 
sonal work.  You  may  be  able  to  do  but 
very  little  but  do  that  little  just  the  best 
that  you  can.  It  may  seem  that  you  are 
doing  nothing  of  any  value  but  that  is 
for  God  to  decide,  you  just  keep  on  keep- 
ing on. 

Bible  Lesson 

Grace  Churchman 

Topic:  "SCARS  OF  HONOR  or  MARKS 

OF  THE  LORD  JESUS" 

Scripture  lesson:  Gal.  6:17. 

(Condensed  and  put  in  lesson  form  by 
Grace  Churchman.  Written  by  Rev.  Al- 
fred Barrett  in  Vaughan's  Family  Visit- 
or.) 

LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 
These  immortal  words  fell  from  the 
lips  of  Apostle  Paul.  These  were  not  just 
mere  words  for  he  meant  just  what  he 
said.  His  heart  was  ready,  and  he  was 
ready  to  die,  if  need  be,  for  the  Lord.  As 
Christians,  we  are  known  by  our  fruits 
or  by  the  scars  or  marks  of  the  Lord, 
which  we  bear  on  our  body.  If  we  do  not 
prize  these  marks,  we  are  in  danger  of 
losing  our  relationship  with  God.  Gar- 
field said,  "When  I  went  into  the  war 
I    gave      my   life      unreservedly      to   the 
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Union."  So  with  the  Christian,  when  he 
is  saved  he  must  give  himself  unreserved- 
ly to  God  and  bear  His  marks. 

THE  MARKS  OF  OWNERSHIP 
Every  Christian  must  bear  the  marks 
of  ownership.  In  the  days  of  slavery  it 
was  the  custom  for  each  slave  to  have  the 
mark  or  brand  of  his  owner  so  he  could 
be  easily  identified.  The  slave  was  com- 
pelled to  carry  these  marks  everywhere  he 
went.  We  find  that  Paul  says  he  is  a 
slave — a  bond  slave  of  Christ.  Since  he 
(Paul)  was  a  slave  of  Christ  he  must  bear 
the  marks  of  Christ.  He  must  bear  Christ- 
like fruit  and  walk  in  the  path  that  Jesus 
walked.  Paul  was  proud  of  his  title  and  so 
we,  today,  should  be  proud  we  have  the 
privilege  of  carrying  the  name  of  a 
Christian.  We  need  to  realize  that  Jesus 
paid  a  great  price  for  us — not  of  silver 
and  gold,  but  by  shedding  His  blood  on 
Calvary.  However,  the  slavery  of  which 
Paul  speaks  is  not  oppressive  or  depres- 
sive, but  it  is  a  beautiful  submission.  We 
have  the  promise  that  the  Lord  will  not 
put  more  upon  us  than  we  can  bear.  In 
fact,  this  is  not  slavery  but  the  glorious 
freedom  of  the  children  of  God.  The 
psalmist  has  written,  "I  had  rather  be  a 
doorkeeper  in  the  house  of  God,  than 
dwell  in  the  tents  of  wickedness."  The 
real  Christian  is  never  ashamed  that  Jesus 
is  the  owner  of  his  soul,  but  is  proud  to 
have  Jesus  come  and  claim  him  as  His 
own. 

THE  MARKS  OF  SURRENDER 

Every  Christian  bears  the  distinctive 
marks  of  surrender.  Jesus  expects  us  to 
surrender  our  life,  our  talent,  and  our 
substance  to  Him.  This  is  what  Paul  did — 
and  this  is  what  you  and  I  must  do  if  we 
expect  to  gain  eternal  life. 

When  a  war  is  raging  and  one  side  sur- 
renders it  does  so  because  of  force.  But 
unlike  that  the  Christian  surrenders  his 
life  to  God  because  he  loves  Him.  And 
too,  he  realizes  that  God  loved  and  still 
loves  him  and  has  done  more  for  him 
than  he  can  possibly  do  for  God.  It  is  not 
our  duty  to  surrender  our  life  to  any  hu- 
man master,  but  it  is  our  duty  to  surren- 
der to  God. 

All  to  Jesus  I  surrender, 
All  to  Him  I  freely  give; 
1  will  ever  love  and  trust  Him, 
hi  His  presence  daily  live. 
1  surrender  all — /  surrender  all, 
All  to  thee  my  blessed  Savior, 
I  surrender  all. 
THE  MARKS  OF  LOYALTY 
To  be  always  able  to  show  our  unfail- 
ing loyalty  to  Christ  is  a  challenge  that 
usually  demands  the  very  best  that  is  in 
us.  We  cannot  bear  the  marks  of  loyalty 
if  we  fail  to  pay  the  price.  "It  is  the  man 
who  forgets  himself  and  buries  his  life, 
that    lives   forever."    The    musician    who 
surpasses  all   the     other  musicians  is  the 
one  who  lives  only  for  his   music.      He 
practices  many     long  hours.     And     the 


Christian  who  is  really  Christlike  is  the 
one  who  walks  in  the  "steps  of  the  Mas- 
ter" regardless  of  the  winds  of  doubts  that 
arise. 

Paul  was  thrice  beaten  by  the  Jews. 
Yes,  he  received  more  than  200  stripes 
from  them,  yet  he  was  loyal  to  Christ. 
We  need  to  be  loyal  to  Christ  regardless 
of  the  price  we  must  pay. 
THE  MARKS  OF  FAITHFULNESS 

The  faithful  soldier  is  always  proud 
of  the  scars  and  wounds  he  has  received 
in  the  defense  of  his  country.  So  we  need 
to  be  proud  of  the  fact  that  we  can  bear 
the  distinction  of  a  Christian  with  honor 
and  not  humiliation.  The  marks  of  the 
faithful  are  sacred. 

When  Paul  was  preparing  for  his  death, 
he  wrote,  "I  have  kept  the  faith."  Have 
you  and  I  kept  the  faith;  the  faith  that 
sees  beyond  these  few  years  of  small  trials 
and  grievances  and  heartaches?  Yes,  faith 
sees  the  sunshine  in  the  shadows. 
CONCLUSION 

Let  us  remember  that  it  is  a  great  honor 
to  bear  in  our  body  the  marks  of  owner- 
ship, of  surrender,  of  loyalty,  and  of 
faithfulness  to  Christ.  If  we  do  not  bear 
the  brand  of  Christ  upon  us,  we  are  none 
of  His.  The  people  who  bear  upon  their 
bodies  the  marks  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
shall  wear  on  their  heads  the  crown  of 
righteousness  that  fadeth  not  away.  The 
marks  of  Christ  are  an  outward  sign  of 
an  indwelling  of  the  spirit  of  Christ.  If 
we  bear  these  scars  we  shall  hear,  "Well 
done,"  from  the  lips  of  our  Master.  But 
if  we  have  no  scars,  we  shall  have  no 
shining  robe,  for  if  we  cannot  carry  a 
cross  we  cannot  wear  a  crown. 

Bible  Lesson 

Mrs.  Viola  Sloan 

Topic:   MAN'S  EXTREMITY  IS  GOD'S 

OPPORTUNITY" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

No  place  in  the  scripture  do  we  find 
just  such  a  statement  as  the  words  of 
the  topic,  but  we  find  in  studying  the 
Word  that  it  clearly  brings  out  the  truth 
that  man's  extremity  is  surely  God's  op- 
portunity. Man  in  his  own  strength  is 
very  weak.  We  can  see  that  from  the 
picture  in  the  garden,  when  Jesus  re- 
turned He  found  them  all  sleeping,  for 
the  flesh  was  weak.  Jesus  realized  the 
weakness  of  His  disciples  when  He  said 
to  them  on  one  occasion,  "I  have  many 
things  to  say  to  you,  but  ye  cannot  bear 
them  now."  Human  weakness  in  Elijah  is 
seen  when  he  ran  from  a  little  weak 
woman  like  Jezebel. 
OUR  WEAKNESS  RENDERS  US 
DEPENDENT   UPON    GOD 

The  farmer  can  prepare  the  field  and 
sow  the  grain,  but  unless  God  sends  the 
rain  and  sunshine  and  makes  the  seed 
sprout  and  come  forth  all  the  labors  of 
the  farmer  are  in  vain.  Paul  said  he 
planted  and  Apollos  watered  but  God 
gave    the    increase.      Even    though    God 


gives  the  increase  He  expects  us  to  do 
our  part.  There  are  some  things  we  can 
do  and  some  things  we  must  do  before 
we  can  look  to  God  for  the  greater 
blessings. 

We  must  do  the  praying,  we  must  do 
the  preaching.  God  expects  us  to  get 
people  to  the  altar,  but  that  is  our  ex- 
tremity. God  must  come  on  the  scene 
and  save;  so  after  all,  it  is  God  that 
gives  the  increase.  Christ  is  the  vine  and 
and  we  are  the  branches.  A  branch  apart 
from  the  vine  is  worth  nothing.  We 
could  not  even  exist,  to  say  nothing  of 
bearing  fruit,  apart  from  the  vine. 
SOME  EXAMPLES 

(1)  Matt.   8:23-26 

It's  a  most  wonderful  thought  to 
know  that  there's  One  who  can  speak 
peace  to  a  troubled,  sin-sick  soul,  one 
who  is  being  tossed  about  on  the  sea  of 
time,  subject  to  perishing  in  the  waves 
most  any  moment.  Jesus  can  save,  there 
is  salvation  in  no  other. 

(2)  Luke   8:43-44 

Men  who  have  studied  and  gone  deep 
in  medical  science  have  made  some  won- 
derful discoveries.  They  have,  to  some 
extent,  been  able  to  master  most  all 
diseases  but  in  some  cases  they  throw  up 
their  hands  and  stand  back,  saying  they 
can  do  nothing.  This  is  just  a  mere 
trifle  to  Him  that  "healeth  all  our  dis- 
eases." There  are  many  people  who  have 
spent  all  their  living  trying  to  be  made 
well,  but  the  hand  of  flesh  has  failed 
them,  when,  if  they  could  but  touch  the 
hem  of  His  garment,  the  work  would  be 
done. 

(3)  Luke   9:37-42 

Even  though  we  find  in  the  passage 
of  scripture  an  example  of  how  man's 
extremity  is  God's  opportunity,  we  will 
have  to  admit  if  we  would  do  a  little 
more  praying  and  a  little  more  fasting 
we  would  be  of  greater  service  to  the 
Master. 

(4)  Daniel  5 

NOTE:  Let  someone  who  is  capable 
tell  the  story  of  the  handwriting  on  the 
wall.  It  will  not  be  necessary  to  read  the 
entire  chapter  in  service.  Bring  out  the 
point  where  the  men  of  the  world  failed 
but  where  God,  through  His  servant, 
made  known  to  the  king  the  mystery  on 
the  wall. 

(5)  1  Kings  18:21-39 

NOTE:  This  scripture  also  is  too 
lengthy  to  be  read  in  service,  but  have 
someone  tell  the  story  of  how  God's 
power  was  manifested  over  that  of  all 
the   prophets   of   Baal. 

OUR  FINAL  EXTREMITY 

God  has  appointed  us  bounds  out 
there  in  the  future  that  we  cannot  pass. 
The  wise  man  said,  "No  man  hath  power 
in  the  day  of  death  to  retain  the  spirit." 
According  to  statistics  the  average  life 
of  a  man  is  about  thirty-three  years.  The 
sun  of  our  life  soon   goes  down  and  we 
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find  ourselves  at  our  journey's  end.  But 
it  is  such  an  encouraging  thought  to 
know  that  after  we  have  fought  our 
last  battle  and  have  done  all  we  can  do, 
that  it  is  then  God's  opportunity  to 
carry  us  home  and  let  us  share  the  glor- 
ies  of   heaven    throughout   eternity. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 

Topic:    "CHRISTIANITY" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

Christianity  covers  a  large  territory 
when  we  examine  it  closely,  and  truly 
all  who  are  verbally  included  in  Christi- 
anity are  not  Christians.  We  may  ex- 
amine ourselves  by  the  following  study, 
asking  ourselves  the  questions  as  we 
study,  "Am  I  growing?"  "Am  I  partak- 
ing of  the  things  of  Christ  as  a  son 
would  partake?"  "Does  my  daily  life 
measure  up  to  the  standard  of  Christi- 
anity as  Jesus  taught?"  We  have  just 
begun  a  new  year,  many  of  us  with  high 
ambitions,  greater  desires  to  accomplish 
something  worth  while  than  ever  be- 
fore, and  perhaps  the  enemy  of  our  souls 
is  witnessing  our  lives,  our  intentions, 
and  our  efforts  to  obtain  more  of  that 
which  will  attain  to  higher  Christianity, 
and  we  need  more  of  Christ  to  overcome 
the  enemy.  The  more  of  Christ  we  have, 
the  more  of  Christianity  we  have,  for  it 
takes  Christ  to  make  one  a  Christian. 
A  NEW  BIRTH,  John   3:5 

If  we  read  the  entire  lesson  of  Jesus 
and  Nicodemus  we  learn  that  Nicode- 
mus  could  see  that  there  was  a  power 
in  Christ  that  he  (Nicodemus)  did 
not  have,  and  somehow  he  wanted 
to  see  just  what  that  power  was  and 
from  whence  it  came.  On  his  memorable 
visit  to  Jesus  at  night,  Jesus  told  him 
the  simple  story  of  the  new  birth,  yet 
this  story  has  been  a  stumblingblock  to 
many  who  claim  to  be  Christians  today. 
They  will  accept  the  natural  birth,  yet 
do  not  understand  it,  but  refuse  to  ac- 
cept the  spiritual  birth  for  the  same  rea- 
son. If  we  could  understand  all  the  mys- 
teries of  God,  we  could  not  enjoy  search- 
ing the  deep  things  of  God,  we  could 
not  rejoice  when  the  blessings  come  to  us 
as  they  do.  But  Jesus  told  him  that  it  was 
necessary  that  the  spiritual  side  of  man 
have  a  new  birth  as  that  which  is  flesh 
and  blood  cannot  inherit  the  home  above. 
It  takes  faith  to  be  born  of  the  Spirit.  We 
must  believe  that  there  is  a  God  and  that 
He  will  answer  when  we  look  unto  Him 
to  take  away  our  sins  and  give  us  peace, 
but  oh,  the  joy  that  comes  when  we  take 
Him  at  His  word  and  accept  His  prom- 
ises that  we  can  have  that  new-born- 
again-experience.  If,  after  we  have  been 
born  again,  we  remain  the  same,  or  think 
we  do,  we  will  soon  lose  that  which  we 
have  gained.  A  new-born  babe  must  be 
nourished  if  it  lives  and  grows,  it  must 
have  the  proper  food  at  the  proper  time, 


the  correct  amount  of  sleep  and  receive 
the  care  that  will  promote  growth,  or  it 
soon  dies.  So  it  is  with  the  one  who  is 
born  of  the  Spirit  of  God;  it  is  necessary 
to  grow  in  His  knowledge,  His  grace,  His 
love,  His  forgiveness,  etc.  To  grow  we 
must  be  partakers  of  the  spiritual  food 
that  gives  life  to  our  spirit.  Examine  our 
lives  to  see  that  nothing  of  the  desires  of 
the  world  are  predominant  but  that  our 
desires  are  wholly  for  God,  that  our  ef- 
forts are  to  grow  in  those  desires  and  ac- 
cept the  scriptures  as  they  are  given,  rath- 
er than  be  carried  about  with  divers  kinds 
of  doctrines  of  which  we  are  warned  in 
the  Word.  To  grow  in  His  grace,  we  must 
practice  living  in  it  daily;  to  grow  in 
His  knowledge,  we  must  partake  of  it 
from  His  Word  daily,  prayerfully  desir- 
ing that  our  spiritual  lives  be  built  up 
thereby.  Growing  is  the  second  step  in 
Christianity,  for  if  we  do  not  grow  after 
having  been  born  again,  we  soon  die.  Let 
us  therefore  take  of  the  nourishment 
which  He  has  abundantly  supplied  for  us 
and  ask  Him  to  give  us  understanding 
that  it  may  make  us  to  grow. 

A  NEW  DRESS,  Isa.  61:10 

As  the  seasons  change,  most  people  de- 
sire a  new  dress  to  suit  the  change  of 
season,  and  sometimes  they  want  more 
than  one.  But  when  we  become  a  Chris- 
tian God  gives  us  a  new  dress,  clothes  us 
with  the  garment  of  salvation  and  covers 
us  with  the  robe  of  righteousness,  and 
what  more  becoming  dress  can  one  wear 
than  these?  For  surely  a  sinner,  one  who 
has  never  been  born  of  the  Spirit,  cannot 
wear  the  garment  of  salvation,  it  wouldn't 
fit,  it  wouldn't  suit  the  taste  of  the  in- 
dividual, but  when  we  receive  the  joy 
that  comes  with  salvation,  then  we  desire 
to  be  clothed  with  that  which  corresponds 
to  the  new  nature  that  has  been  planted 
within.  Once  a  lady  said  that  she  desired 
to  be  wearing  a  white  dress  when  Jesus  re- 
turns to  the  earth,  but  beloved,  that  is 
not  the  kind  of  garments  He  expects  us 
to  wear  to  be  ready  to  go  with  Him,  but 
the  righteousness  of  God,  doing  His 
works,  speaking  His  words,  our  person- 
ality so  nearly  like  that  of  Christ,  that  we 
will  be  known  by  our  garments. 
A  SERVICE,  1  Tim.  6:18 

Christ  came  to  perform  a  service  for 
us.  When  we  are  saved  He  expects  us  to 
do  a  service  for  Him.  Paul  admonishes  us 
to  present  our  bodies  a  living  sacrifice, 
which  is  our  reasonable  service.  Yet,  many 
are  unwilling  to  make  the  necessary  sac- 
rifice to  help  someone  who  is  in  need. 
Many  are  in  the  world  who  feel  that  the 
world  owes  them  a  living  and  that  they 
are  going  to  have  it,  regardless  of  the 
way  it  comes;  many  who  feel  that  God 
owes  life  to  them,  and  that  if  they  just 
live  and  do  as  they  please  it  is  doing  God 
service.  But  that  is  not  the  service  that 
will  bring  joy  to  the  heart  of  the  Master. 
Jesus  said,  "If  any  man  will  come  after 


me,  let  him  deny  himself  and  take  up  his 
cross  daily  and  follow  me."  So  there  is  a 
cross  to  bear  in  our  service  for  Him,  there 
are  burdens  that  will  press  us  heavily, 
temptations  that  we  must  meet,  trials 
that  will  test  us,  but  these  all  work  to- 
ward one  purpose  if  we  are  wholly  surren- 
dered unto  Him,  and  that  is,  that  we  may 
be  more  capable  of  serving  Him.  Then, 
too,  there  are  scores  of  thousands  that 
have  never  heard  of  the  love  of  God  and 
the  true  way  of  salvation.  What  greater 
service  can  we  render  than  to  take  the 
gospel  to  a  lost  soul,  whether  it  be  at 
home  or  abroad? 

A  VICTORY,  1  John  5:4 
Christianity  with  the  new  birth;  Chris- 
tianity with  the  growth  that  makes  us 
partakers  of  Him,  His  nature,  and  His 
mercy;  Christianity  inside  and  out; 
Christianity  in  serving  Him  daily;  then 
we  have  the  climax  of  the  matter,  the 
VICTORY.  Victory  does  not  come  eas- 
ily, it  requires  work  to  accomplish  a  goal 
of  any  nature,  so  when  we  win  a  victory 
with  God  or  in  God  or  through  God,  our 
faith  is  made  stronger,  and  yet  it  re- 
quires faith  to  win  the  victory.  One  small 
victory  will  lead  to  larger  ones,  and  as  a 
rule  there  must  be  a  trial  of  some  manner 
that  brings  us  to  exercise  faith.  If  faith 
is  the  victory  that  overcomes  the  world, 
then  faith  is  the  end  of  the  Christian's 
life  here,  yet  it  lives  throughout  eternity, 
thus  our  faith  is  rewarded  here  and  here- 
after, for  if  the  victories  we  win  here  over 
sin  were  only  temporary,  there  would  be 
less  rejoicing,  but  each  victory  leads  to  a 
greater  one,  and  one  day  every  trial, 
sorrow,  trouble,  disease,  sin,  tempta- 
tion and  everything  that  is  unpleasant 
will  be  swallowed  up  in  that  victory  that 
we  gain  through  faith  in  HIM. 

What  Could  Have  Been  Done  More? 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
forth  wild  grapes"  would  have  caused 
Him  to  harden  His  heart  and  swear, 
"Surely  I  will  utterly  destroy  this  people 
from  the  earth,"  and  yet,  in  the  midst  of 
this  tale  of  perversion  and  sin,  ring  the 
sad,  plaintive,  almost  despairing  pleas, 
"Return,  O  backsliding  Israel" — "Turn 
ye,  turn  ye  from  your  evil  ways,  for  why 
will  ye  die?" 

And  this  same  ever-loving,  compassion- 
ate God  today,  who  knows  every  event 
and  possibility,  delight  and  sorrow  of  the 
future,  and  knows  our  own  heart  and 
needs  better  than  we  do,  has  promised  in 
His  sure  promises  that  He  will  dwell  with 
us  and  in  us  and  "lead  us  into  all  right- 
eousness, joy,  peace,"  etc.;  and  yet  how 
many  there  are  who  have  unconsciously 
or  wantonly  spurned  the  mercy  of  God 
and  all  His  benefits,  simply  for  the  price 
of  the  desires  and  pleasure  of  the  flesh. 
Know  ye  not  that  "he  that  soweth  to  the 
flesh  shall  of  the  flesh  reap  corruption"? 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


This  body  must  die.  Is  it  not  better,  if 
needs  be,  to  voluntarily  suffer  in  a  little 
deprivation  here  that  we  may  inherit  a 
"home  eternal  in  the  heavens"?  Let  us 
grasp  the  kingdom  by  faith  and  govern 
our  actions  hour  by  hour  with  the 
"vision"  before  us.  Regarding  doubtful 
privileges,  seek  the  truth  in  God's  Word, 
but  realize  that  to  be  too  strict  is  far,  far 
safer  than  to  be  too  near  the  border.  J/  in 
doubt  say  no. 

In  our  sinful  miseries  God  is  calling  us 
to  account.  Our  life-failure,  our  back- 
sliding, whose  fault  is  it?  Can  we  find 
fault  with  God  because  He  has  not  dealt 
fairly  with  us? 

"Thus  saith  the  Lord,  What  iniquity 
have  your  fathers  found  in  me,  that  they 
are  gone  far  from  me,  and  have  walked 
after  vanity?"  Jer.  2:5. 

Judge  ye,  what  could  have  been  done 
more? 

According  to  Schedule 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

God   for  His  goodness   to  us?" 

As  she  arose  from  her  knees  the  light 
of  holy  confidence  again  shone  in  her  tired 
eyes.  She  had  her  faith  again.  Nothing  else 
mattered.  God  did  care.  He  had  remem- 
bered where  she  lived  and  the  ages  of  each 
little  child.  He  had  considered  their  needs 
and  was  supplying  them.  Infinite  Re- 
deemer! Wonderful  Christ! 

The  children  went  back  to  play,  wild- 
ly vying  with  each  other  in  their  eager- 
ness to  tell  of  their  own  new  clothes.  But 
their  mother  sat  long  on  the  bank  beside 
the  hut,  looking  tearfully,  but  tenderly 
at  the  pretty  little  garments.  They  spoke 
volumes  to  her.  Again  all  the  promises 
of  Holy  Writ  were  hers.  Again  she  had 
the  infinite  resources  of  an  eternal  God. 
A  few  hours  ago  she  was  discouraged. 
Now  she  was  a  conqueror,  a  victor.  Oh, 
the  great  peace  which  surged  her  soul. 

And  when  Lila  Davis  received,  weeks 
later,  the  grateful  note  of  thanks  explain- 
ing the  wonderful  blessing  which  the 
parcel  had  brought  to  them,  just  the  time 
it  did,  she  said,  "I  know  now  why  I  had 
no  money  to  mail  that  bundle  sooner.  God 
was  making  all  the  arrangements,  and  He 
always  works  according  to  schedule." — 
Light  and  Life  Evangel. 


Esther's  Awakening 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
Esther's  heart  sang  with  the  others,  "Here 
am  I;  send  me,  send  me!" 

From  that  day  forth  Esther  became  a 
positive  factor  in  the  congregation.  No 
matter  where  there  was  a  need  for  her 
service,  she  was  there  to  perform  it  glad- 
ly and  willingly.  And  many  a  soul  found 
the  Savior  because  one  girl — just  one — 
learned  the  secret  of  service  performed 
as  unto  Christ. — Young  People's  Friend. 


Come  to  Jesus 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
To  the  sheep  who  have  gone  astray, 
Come  and  be  redeemed  from  sin, 
I  will  open  up  the  way. 

Sinner,  come  to  Jesus  now, 

Do  not  longer  wait; 

The  blessed  Savior  now  is  calling, 

Come  now  before  it  is  too  late. 

— Irene  Ingram,  Winfield,  Ala. 

Precious  Friend 

Nellie  Long,  Maryville,  Tenn. 

There's  a  beautiful  home  of  rest 

Beyond  the  shining  blue, 
Where  loved  ones  are  waiting  blest 

With  Jesus  so  kind  and  true. 

If  in  Him  we'll  only  trust, 

Our  burdens  He  will  bear, 
And  take  us  to  our  home  of  rest 

And  we'll  dwell  forever  there. 

My  Savior  is  so  kind  and  sweet, 

He  cares  for  us  each  day; 
If  we'll  stay  humble  at  His  feet, 

He'll  go  with  us  all  the  way. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  lighted  my  path 
When  it  seemed  so  dark  and  drear, 

And  helped  me  along  to  a  higher  path 
Where  the  Savior  trod  so  dear. 

When  I  read  the  Mission  Page  I  have  to 
cry, 
To   know   God   still   has   someone   who 
will  ever  die 
For  His  great  cause  in  this  world  today; 
While  others  sit  and  sleep  their  victory 
away. 

The  Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried 

Brings  joy  to  my  soul  and  is  a  guide, 
From  the  thistles  and  thorns  along  this 
path 
That  would  make  us  stumble  and  fall 
at  last. 

Then  the  Fathers  and  Mothers  Page  makes 
me  pray 
That  I  may  be  a   better  mother     each 
day, 
Train  my  children  in  a  godly  way, 

Teach  them  to  follow  a  lighted  path- 
way. 

All  the  pages  of  this  paper  are  grand, 
I  feel  they  are  approved  by  God's  own 
hand; 
I  read  them  all  for  they  all  say 

What's  in  my  heart     for  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

— Mrs.   Earl    C.   Kirkland,    Jacksonville, 
Fla. 

Consolation 

Adrene  Ross  Sanders 
You  can't  hurt  me,  for  though  you  would 


One  for  my  cause  alone  has  stood; 
And  while  I  hide  away  in  Him, 
The  clouds  may  roll  and  stars  grow  dim, 
But  just  beyond  I  see  the  light 
To  guide  me  through  earth's  darkest  night 
And  bring  me  safely  home. 

The  angry  billows  break  so  near 

And  dash  against  my  steadfast  pier, 

The  very  jaws  of  hell  awake 

And  belch  against  me  for  His  sake; 

Yet  when  they  reach  my  planted  feet 

I  hear  God's  voice  that  speaks  "Retreat!" 

While  I  move  on  toward  home. 

You  can't  hurt  me,  God's  Word  is  sure, 

He  gives  the  triumph  to  the  pure, 

I  see  Him  stand  between  you,  Foe, 

And  me  until  I  cannot  know 

The  harm  that  you  have  schemed  to  bring, 

And  so  I  left  my  voice  and  sing 

To  Christ  who  leads  me  home. 

A  Revelation 

Violette  M.  Olson 

Up  life's  pathway  I  wandered, 

Weary,  sad  and  lone; 

All  that  I  held  so  dear  in  life 

Seemed  at  the  moment  to  have  flown; 

For  in  my  pathway 

Shining  so  brightly, 
Jesus  appeared  with  light, 
Longingly  pointing  me  to  the  pathway  of 
life. 

As  I  stood  gazing  on  Jesus, 

Oh!  how  my  heart  was  torn. 

His  hands  were  pierced  with  nail-marks, 

His  holy  brow  with  thorns; 

And  from  His  wounded 

Side  flows  a  river, 
He  answered,  "It  was  for  you, 
By   death,   I   purchased   eternal   life      for 
you." 

Just  as  His  message  had  ended, 

My  burden  of  sin  rolled  away; 

My  life  that  I  thought  once  so  vacant 

O'erfloweth  with  love  each  day. 

To  my  Redeemer 

Praises  I'll  offer, 
Worthy  of  praise  is  He. 
My  Lord  in  His  beauty,  some  day  soon  in 
glory,  I'll  see. 

The  Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

A  stands  for  altar  where  we    kneel    and 

pray, 
B  stands  for  Bible,  which  we  should  read 

each  day, 
C  stands  for  children  all  o'er  the  land  and 

sea, 
And  they  need  the  training  of  the  Church 

of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

D  is  for  disciples,      who  stand  for  Jesus 

true, 
E  stands  for  eager,  just  like  me  and  you, 
F  is  for  the  Father,  by  eyes  of  faith  I  see, 
Looking  o'er  our  worship  in  the  Church 
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of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

G  stands  for  goodness,  we  try  to  live  each 

day, 
H  stands  for  heaven  we  mean  to  reach 

some  day, 
I  stands  for  enter,  the  gate  I  almost  see, 
That's  why  I  believe     in  worship  in  the 

Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

J  stands  for  Jesus,  who  gave  His  life  for 

me, 
K  stands  for  keeping  His  Word,  we  surely 

must, 
L  stands  for  learning  His     service     we 

should  be, 
That's  why  I  am  so  loyal  to  the  Church 

of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

M  stands  for  money  our  hearts  must  not 

covet, 
N  stands  for  never  seek  worldly  treasures 

to  get, 
O  stands  for  open,  our  hearts  must  surely 

be, 
That's  why  we  should     be  loyal  to  The 

Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

P  stands  for  perfect,  our  lives  must  sure- 
ly be, 

Q  stands  for  quickness,  like  the  power  of 
God  you  see, 

R  stands  for  riches  that  Jesus  has  for  me, 

That's  why  I  attend  each  program  of  the 
Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

S  stands  for  sureness  we  have  in  Christ 

our  Lord, 
T  stands  for  Thee,  we  find  all  in  Thy 

Word, 
U  stands  for  unity  we  feel  so  good  and 

free, 
That's  why  I  keep  on  saying  the  Church 

of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

V  stands  for  victory,  and  victory  we  all 
need, 

W  stands  for  why  don't  we  for  victory 

plead, 
X  is  for  example  that  Jesus  set  for  me, 
That's  why   I   keep    on     shouting     the 

Church  of  God  Y.  P.  E. 

Y  stands  for  yes  we  have  the  victory, 
Z  stands  for  zeal  I  feel  all  over  me; 
Now  don't  you  think     it's     wonderful, 

won't  you  agree  with  me? 
That  this  is  what  we  need  in  the  Church 
of  God  Y.  P.  E.? 

— Mrs.  F.  B.  Hartville,  Doddsville,  Miss. 

Attention,  State  Y.  P.  E.  Supts. 

We  have  several  hundred  back  num- 
bers of  the  Lighted  Pathway  that  we 
would  like  to  dispose  of.  We  will  let  you 
have  them  at  3  cents  and  give  you  full 
credit  for  them  in  the  contest. — Editor. 

The  person  who  keeps  looking  to  God 
by  faith  will  get  to  see  the  most  beautiful 
things  in  life  and  will  grow  into  a  spirit- 
ual optimist. 


YOUNG  PEOPLE 

READ  YE!    READ  YE!    READ  YE! 

Yea,  listen  and  ye  shall  hear  of  the  B.  T.  S.  in  the  county  of  John  Sevier. 

Nestled  at  the  foot  of  the  Great  Smoky  Mountains  there  stands  in  panorama  array 
two  dormitories,  an  administration  building  and  the  president's  home  which  houses 
two  hundred  of  the  most  nobly  aspiring  young  men  and  women  on  the  continent  of 
North  America,  and  we  venture  to  say,  or  on  any  other  continent. 

Boys  and  girls  who  have  sacrificed  mothers,  fathers,  brothers,  sisters,  houses,  lands, 
positions,  ambitions  and  all  for  Him;  boys  and  girls  who  have  dedicated  and  conse- 
crated their  lives  to  God  and  who  are  in  preparation  to  fill  His  place  for  them;  such 
are  the  happily  smiling  yet  serious  students  of  the  Bible  Training  School. 

In  this  school  of  Christian  holiness  there  is  naught  lacking  that  is  inspirationally 
elevating,  yet  there  are  some  detracting  inconveniences. 

You  have  and  possibly  are  planning  on  attending  the  school  sometime  soon.  What 
do  you  say,  let's  go  to  work  for  the  school  now  and  it  will  be  a  greater  blessing  to 
you  when  you  come. 

If  you  have  no  opportunity  to  come  to  the  school,  you  still  have  a  chance  to  study 
and  at  the  same  time  benefit  the  school  for  others  whom  you  wish  to  have  a  better 
chance  than  you  yourself  had. 

The  lobby  of  the  boys'  dormitory  is  without  a  single  piece  of  furniture  and  stands 
in  dismal  contrast  to  the  remainder  of  the  school.  It  is  a  barren  sore  thumb;  but  the 
Senior  Class  this  year  is  making  every  effort  possible  to  furnish  this  lobby  for  the 
benefit  of  future  students. 

The  Correspondence  Department  has  given  the  Senior  Class  a  chance  to  perform 
a  real  service  for  you  and  at  the  same  time  obtain  a  nice  income  for  their  program. 

They  have  a  Course  in  Genesis  that  gives  you  a  thorough  directed  study  of  the 
BEGINNING  OF  ALL  THINGS.  They  furnish  all  material,  grade  your  papers  and 
give  you  a  certificate  when  you  have  finished. 

It  is  almost  unbelievable,  but  you  receive  all  this  service  for  only  $2.00. 

Y.  P.  E's: 

You  possibly  are  helping  a  student  through  school,  and  you  can  help  the  school 
more  than  you  could  imagine  by  getting  the  teachers  of  your  Sunday  School,  your  Y. 
P.  E.  leaders  and  others  to  take  the  Course. 

PASTORS: 

It  will  help  your  members,  if  you  get  them  to  take  this  Course.  Your  attendance 
and  membership  would  swell,  if  you  organized  a  class  to  subscribe  to  this  Course. 

PROSPECTIVE  STUDENTS: 

It  will  be  a  blessing  to  you  when  you  do  come  to  the  Bible  Training  School,  if  you 
take  this  Course,  and  even  before  then. 

ALL  OF  YOU: 

You  will  help  yourself,  and  others;  you  will  help  us  and  we  will  help  you;  you 
will  help  the  school  and  at  the  same  time  the  Church,  and  all  that  is  done  will  help 
the  Lord  to  carry  out  His  purpose  on  earth. 

Suppose  you  get  several  orders.  Put  the  name  and  two  dollars  for  each  order  in 
an  envelope.  State  it  is  for  the  Course  in  Genesis  in  response  to  the  Senior  Class  ap- 
peal. Forward  them  to  B.  T.  S.  Correspondence  Department,  Sevierville,  Tennessee. 

BE  SURE: 

First:  To  write  Senior  Class  on  your  order  so  we  will  get  credit  for  it. 

Second:  To  get  your  order  in  immediately;  time  is  short  and  funds  are  needed  for 
immediate  work. 

Third:  To  write  to  the  Senior  Class,  Bible  Training  School,  Sevierville,  Tennessee, 
if  there  are  any  other  questions.  


A  Daily  Necessity 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
read  the  Bible  through  one  hundred  times, 
and  always  with  increasing  delight.  Each 
time  it  seems  like  a  new  book  to  me.  Great 
has  been  the  blessing  from  consecutive, 
diligent,  daily  study.  I  look  upon  it  as 
a  lost  day  when  I  have  not  had  a  good 
time  over  the  Word  of  God." — Sel. 

The  persons  who  talk  too  much  have 
their  words  poorly  seasoned. 


Exchange  Page 

(Continued   from   page    13) 
magazine  so  full  of  so  many  good  things 
as  these  are. 

May  God  give  you  health,  strength  and 
wisdom  to  continue  this  most  excellent 
paper,  The  Lighted  Pathway,  and  may  it 
continue  to  reach  new  fields  and  new 
homes  of  young  people. 

I  am  the  proud  father  of  Mrs.  Pearl  M. 
Stark,  missionary  to  Angola,  Portuguese, 
West  Africa,  home  on  furlough. — S.  T. 
Pickel. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  AT  APOPKA,  FLORIDA 


The  largest  Sunday  School  in  Apopka,  Florida,  is  found  at  the  Church  of  God,  corner  of  Seventh  Street  and  Highland  Avenue. 
The  school  has  shown  remarkable  progress  since  the  same  time  last  year.  The  pastor,  Brother  Paul  Taylor,  is  fourth  from  the  right 
in  the  front  row.  Second  from  the  right  is  Brother  J.  Q.  Waters,  secretary,  also  Brother  David  Channell,  superintendent,  and  in 
the  back  row,  Brother  J.  B.  Lovell,  Bible  teacher.  There  are  six  Sunday  Schools  in  the  little  city  with  a  population  of  more  than 
2,000  and  the  Church  of  God  has  the  largest. 


The  Church  of  God  Orchestra  at 
Olney,  Illinois 


Front  row,  left  to  right:  A.  G.  Phillips, 
pastor;  Earl  Smith,  drummer;  Sister  Phil- 
lips and  Jeanene  Baker,  guitarists;  Sister 
Blevins,  violinist. 

Back  row,  Frank  Barche,  cornetist;  Na- 
dine  Barche,  pianist;  Brother  Blevins,  vio- 
linist. 

"For  His  Glory" 

A  play  written  by  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb  in 
the  interest  of  missions.  This  play  was 
written  from  the  story,  "For  His  Glory," 
which  has  been  published  by  request  in 
two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
will  like  this  play.  Price  2  5c. 

Mabel  Foster 

Greenville,  S.  C.  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 


Junior  Hammond,  with  mandolin 
Lester  Hammond,  with  guitar 

Honor  Roll 

Mrs.  B.  S.  Moody,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 
S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Mrs.  F.  E.  Shirley,  Perry,  Fla. 
Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 
A.  H.  Griffin,  Thomaston,  Ga. 

The  Source  of  True  Happiness 

(Continued  from  page  18^ 
mountainside   in   his    native   Scotland   he 
saw  the  valleys  covered  with  poppies  and 
wrote: 

But  pleasures   are  like  poppies   spread, 
You  sieze  the  flower,  its  bloom  is  shed; 


Or  like  the  snowfall  in  the  river, 

A  moment  white  then  melts  forever; 

Or  like  the  Borealis  race, 

That  flit  ere  you  can  point  their  place, 

Vanishing  amid  the  storm. 

These  words  are  highly  descriptive  of 
the  vanishing  pleasures  of  time,  but  as 
Haldor  Lillenas  so  clearly  points  out,  we 
are: 

Not   made   that  our  souls   in  sin   should 
rust 

And  God's  purpose  forever  miss; 
Not  made  to  be  buried  in  the  dust 

But  to  rise  to  the  heights  of  bliss. 

Made   to   commune   with   God   Himself, 

And  with  Him  ever  be; 
Not  made  for  the  trifling  things  of  time, 

But  to  live  for  eternity. 

And  when  once  the  vision  of  Christ 
that  Paul  saw  on  the  Damascus  road  falls 
across  the  pathway  of  life,  and  we  be- 
come obedient  to  His  voice,  we  too  can 
say  with  the  poet: 

As  by  the  light  of  opening  day, 
The  stars  are  all  concealed; 

So  earthly  pleasures  pass  away, 
When  Jesus  is  revealed. 

Spontaneous  song,  like  the  following, 
bursts  from  the  heart  and  lips  of  the  one 
who  has  found  the  true  source  of  happi- 
ness: 

I'm  happy,  so  happy  in  His  love, 
I'm  happy,  so  happy  in  His  love; 
The  joy  I  have  is  from  above, 
I'm  happy,  so  happy  in  His  lave. 

— Herald  of  Holiness. 

The  one  who  talks  the  most  sometimes 
has  the  least  to  say. 


March,  1940 
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Through  (he  Valley  of  the  Shadow 

(Continued  from  page   10) 

Mincer's  voice  broke  as  he  handed  her  the 
letter. 

Eagerly  the  frail  fingers  tore  open  the 
envelope.  Her  eyes  quickly  scanned  the 
pages.  A  sob  broke  from  her,  a  low  cry. 
She  clutched  the  pages  tightly  to  her. 

"O  Robert,  read  it,  read  it.  They've 
forgiven  me.  They  love  me.  My  mother 
loves  me!  I  couldn't  go  until  I  knew. 
Thank  God.  I'm  happy — so — so  happy." 
She  fell  back  exhausted  on  her  pillow. 
"Eileen,  my  baby  sister — you  remember 
her,  Robert — she's  coming,"  Marie  Min- 
ter  spoke  slowly  now  as  though  to  con- 
serve her  breath.  "She's  coming  to — see — 
me  and  to  help  care  for  baby  Marie." 
Her  eyelids  slowly  dropped.  "She'll  be 
good  to  the  baby,  I  know,  and  to  you, 
too,  Robert.  Eileen's  so  sweet.  Robert, 
give  me  my  baby,  please,  dear.  I  want  to 
hold  her." 

Dr.  Trent  knew  that  the  shadow  was 
drawing  near,  but  knowing  there  was  no 
help  for  it,  he  decided  to  let  things  be  as 
they  might  in  these  last  few  moments. 
Marie  Minter  had  been  living  on  sheer 
nerve,  waiting  for  this  message.  Now  that 
strength  was  rapidly  deserting  her. 

Tears  blinding  his  eyes,  the  young  min- 
ister groped  in  the  cradle  for  the  baby. 
He  lifted  the  tiny  bundle  and  placed  it 
in  the  mother's  arms. 

The  baby  wakened  and  blue  eyes  met 
blue  as  the  baby  looked  up  at  her  mother. 

"O  Marie,  she  is  going  to  be  the  image 
of  you,"  said  the  young  minister. 

"Yes,  Robert.  Teach  her  to  pray  and 
to  know  our  God  as  she  grows  into  girl- 
hood. I  hope  she  will  sing  for  the  people 
here.  Oh,  I  will  miss  these  dear  folk. 
They  have  been  so  kind — so  good."  The 
white  face  was  growing  ethereal  in  the 
lamplight.  The  blue  eyes  were  growing 
misty.  Jacques  could  stand  it  no  longer. 

"O  Meesis  Minter,  we  have  loved  you. 
Our  angel  you  have  been.  When  your 
voice,  she  seeng  to  us,  me — poor  Jacques 
can  hear  the  angels  seeng.  O  Mon  Dieu!" 
Jacques  was  on  his  knees  beside  the  bed, 
his  wizened  little  face  streaming  with 
tears. 

"O  Jacques,  you  can  really  hear  the  an- 
gels sing  some  day  in  a  land  more  beau- 
tiful than  this  if  you  learn  to  love  the 
Jesus  I  love."  The  white  hand  reached 
out  and  touched  the  gnarled  one. 

"But,  me,  Jacques  am  too  great  a  seen- 
er  for  your  Jesu  to  love,"  answered 
Jacques,  though  in  his  face  struggled  a 
faint  ray  of  hope. 

"No,  Jacques,"  the  sweet  voice  seemed 
as  that  of  an  angel,  "my  Jesus  died  to 
save  sinners  like  you.  He  will  make  you 
want  to  sin  no  more.  Will  you  give  your 
heart  to  Him  now,  Jacques?  it  would 
make  me  so  happy.  Will  you?" 


"Yes,  I  weel,  I  week  I  have  nevaire 
pray  before,  but  your  Jesu  will  answer, 
won't  He?  I,  Jacques,  will  hear  the  an- 
gels sing  again  some  day  and  I'll  see  dees 
Jesu."  His  voice  was  reverent,  his  heart 
was  penitent  and  sincere.  A  new  light 
suffused  his  countenance  as  he  gazed  up- 
ward. 

"I  will  see  you  over  there,  Jacques, 
good-bye.  You'll  help  Robert  care  for 
little  Marie;  and  you  too,  Fritz.  I  want 
you  to  know  the  Savior,  too."  Fritz  was 
sobbing  to  himself  but  his  shoulders  be- 
came erect  as  though  a  new  determina- 
tion had  fired  him  as  the  gentle  words 
were  spoken.  The  voice  of  Marie  Minter, 
angel  of  Tavana,  was  slowly  fading. 

"Good-bye,  Dr.  Trent.  God  bless  you. 

And — Robert — oh,    Robert my    love 

is  always  yours — keep  the  work  going 
here.  O  my  darling!"  Robert  Minter 
sank  to  his  knees  beside  his  wife.  Her  frail 
arms  clasped  him  tightly  to  her.  He 
gently  kissed  her  forehead,  her  lips. 

Quietly  Dr.  Trent  took  the  baby  and 
placed  her  gently  in  her  cradle.  He  mo- 
tioned to  Jacques  and  Fritz.  Silently  they 
left  the  room. 

News  of  gentle  Marie  Minter 's  death 
swept  the  little  village  like  a  storm.  Men 
sobbed  and  the  few  women  living  in  this 
far  northern  outpost  cried  aloud. 

Tender  hands  cleaned  the  little  cabin 
the  gentle  spirit  had  left.  Reverently  they 
touched  the  dainty  things  made  by  the 
hands  of  one  whom  they  had  so  loved. 

Baby  Marie  was  cared  for  by  capable 
hands  and  every  comfort  possible  was  lav- 
ished upon  her.  Robert  Minter,  though 
stricken  at  heart,  kept  bravely  at  his 
work  of  soul  winning.  The  conversion  of 
Jacques  had  wrought  wonders.  The  wiry 
little  Frenchman  told  every  one  about  his 
Jesus  and  pled  for  them  to  be  saved. 

The  message  received  by  Marie  Minter 
the  night  of  her  death  had  not  been  for- 
gotten. 

"You  see,  Dr.  Trent,  Marie's  folks 
could  not  quite  forgive  her  marrying  me, 
a  poor  Canadian  minister.  They  thought 
her  crazy  to  come  to  Alaska  with  me.  In 
the  letter  she  received  that  night  her  fa- 
ther and  mother  forgave  her  and  told 
how  they  and  Eileen,  this  baby  sister,  had 
been  so  wondrously  converted,"  said  Rev. 
Minter  in  explanation. 

"I'm  perplexed  now,"  continued  the 
minister,  "by  the  problem  of  Eileen.  Word 
has  not  reached  them  yet  about  Marie  and 
Eileen  is  on  her  way  here.  Mrs.  Jonsen 
said  she  had  an  extra  room  for  Eileen, 
where  she  could  care  for  baby  Marie.  But 
how  will  I  reach  her?  She  can  come  no 
farther  than  Fairbanks  and  someone  must 
meet  her  there.  I'm  afraid  my  team  is 
not  equal  to  the  trip." 

"I'll  be  glad  to  take  you  down,  Rev. 
Minter,"  offered  Trent.  "My  leader,  King, 
can  make  that   trip  seem   short   and  the 


rest  of  my  team  is  good.  When  is  she  due 
in  Fairbanks?" 

"Next  Wednesday,"  answered  the 
minister.  "I  surely  appreciate  your  offer, 
Dr.  Trent.  Perhaps  some  day  I  can  repay 
you  for  all  you've  done  for  me." 

The  two  men  went  their  separate  ways, 
each  thinking  about  the  coming  of  Eileen. 
To  Rev.  Minter  the  thought  brought  sor- 
row as  he  thought  of  the  sad  news  he 
must  break  to  her.  To  Stephen  Trent  the 
thought  brought  a  feeling  of  pleasure.  He 
often  grew  lonesome  in  this  desolate  land 
and  the  coming  of  a  young  woman  from 
the  States  would  break  some  of  the  lone- 
someness  of  the  village.  The  only  women 
in  Tavana  were  the  older  married  women 
and  a  few  small  girls.  Perhaps  this  Eileen 
would  fill  part  of  the  vacancy  left  by  the 
death  of  her  sister,  Marie  Minter. 

The  break  of  day  on  the  next  Wednes- 
day found  Dr.  Trent  and  Rev.  Minter 
well  on  their  way  to  Fairbanks.  King  was 
in  rare  spirits  and  it  was  difficult  to  keep 
the  team  down  to  a  steady  pace. 

Just  as  the  sun  was  high  over  head,  pro- 
claiming the  noon  hour,  King  led  the 
team  into  the  main  street  of  Fairbanks. 

Dr.  Trent  headed  the  team  to  the  only 
hotel  then  in  the  city  and  waited  outside 
while  Rev.  Minter  went  inside  to  look  for 
Eileen. 

He  was  bending  over  the  Captain  loos- 
ing the  traces  when  a  step  sounded  on  the 
snow  behind  him.  He  straightened  and 
turned  about. 

"Eileen,  I  want  you  to  meet  Dr. 
Stephen  Trent  who  has  done  so  much  for 
us."  Rev.  Minter  smiled  as  he  made  the 
introduction.  For  a  moment  the  doctor 
was  too  stunned  to  speak.  The  girl  who 
stood  smiling  up  at  him  might  have  been 
Marie  Minter  except  that  she  was  a  little 
taller  and  her  eyes  deep  brown  instead  of 
blue.  The  waving  blond  hair  was  the 
same  and  the  delicate  features  almost 
identical.  The  doctor  recovered  himself 
somehow  and  managed  to  stammer  out  a 
greeting. 

"I'm  so  glad  to  know  you,"  said  Eileen. 
"Marie  mentioned  you  in  her  last  letter 
home."  Tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  men- 
tioned her  sister's  name. 

"She  spoke  of  you  to  several  of  us 
Tavana  folks,"  Stephen  Trent  managed 
to  reply.  "She  called  you  her  baby  sister, 
so  I  wasn't  expecting  any  one  like  you." 

The  night  was  spent  in  Fairbanks  as 
the  huskies  needed  rest.  Early  the  next 
morning  the  sled  swung  onto  the  Tavana 
trail. 

"What  a  splendid  animal!"  exclaimed 
Eileen  as  King  swung  into  his  place  be- 
fore the  team. 

Trent's  face  flushed  with  pride.  "Yes, 
we  all  think  King  is  rather  splendid,"  he 
responded.  "King  is  famous  as  one  of  the 
best  lead  dogs  in  Alaska." 

Little  did  Stephen  Trent  know  that 
King's  true  worth  was  to  be  severely  tried 
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and  tested  in  the  weeks  to  come.  While 
they  were  yet  several  miles  from  their 
destination  another  dog  team  was  seen 
approaching  rapidly  from  the  direction  of 
Tavana.  It  was  evident  that  the  driver 
was  greatly  excited.  The  whip  was  being 
freely  applied  to  the  racing  dogs  who  were 
even  now  almost  flying  over  the  hard 
packed  trail. 

Rev.  Minter  took  in  the  situation  al- 
most instantly. 

"It  is  Jacques  Baptiste,"  he  said.  "Some- 
thing must  be  wrong  at  the  station." 

By  the  time  the  two  sleds  were  within 
hailing  distance  Rev.  Minter  called, 
"What's  wrong,  Baptiste?"  His  voice 
broke,  "It's  not — it  isn't  baby  Marie?" 

"No,  no.  Eet  is  not  the  baby.  She  ees 
safge,  but  de  whole  countree  she  ees  los. 
Doctaire  Trent,  eet  ees  the  black  death. 
Already  two  has  been  taken."  Jacques 
paused  to  regain  his  breath. 

"The  black  death  —  smallpox!"  Dr. 
Trent's  voice  carried  a  note  of  doom. 

"Yees,  doctaire.  Maybe  you,  the  doc- 
taire, can  help.  Jacques  Baptiste  ees  glad 
dat  he  ees  ready  to  meet  Jesus.  I  weel  go 
weeth  you  and  help  you,  doctaire.  I  am 
not  afraid  for  mysel."  Catching  sight  of 
Eileen  under  the  robes  on  the  sled,  Bap- 
tiste stopped  speaking  abruptly.  His  eyes 
grew  large. 

"Eet  is,  eet  is  the  angel,"  he  almost 
whispered. 

"No,  Baptiste,  this  is  Miss  Eileen,  the 
angel's  sister,"  explained  Rev.  Minter. 

"Oh,  she  is  mos  lak  the  angel."  A  sud- 
den thought  struck  Jacques  Baptiste. 

"Mees  Eileen,  you  mus  go  back.  The 
black  death  eet  weel  get  you.  You  mus 
not  come  to  Tavana!" 

"No,  Baptiste,  I  am  not  afraid  of  the 
black  death,"  Eileen's  voice  bespoke  de- 
termination. "You  see  I  had  it  when  a  lit- 
tle child  and  was  saved  from  it  so  it  can- 
not hurt  me  now.  Besides,  I'm  not  a 
quitter.  I'm  going  on  to  Tavana  and  do 
as  much  as  I  can  to  help." 

Despite  all  entreaties  from  both  Trent 
and  her  brother-in-law,  Eileen  stuck  to 
her  resolve. 

"My  life  is  no  more  precious  than 
that  of  the  poor,  stricken  folks  up  here 
and  I  would  not  be  happy  if  I  were  not 
helping,"  she  said. 

When  the  men  saw  that  their  pleas 
were  useless  they  silently  breathed  a 
prayer  for  divine  protection  and  headed 
the  teams  into  the  stricken  town. 

The  weeks  that  followed  were  as  a 
nightmare  to  the  inhabitants  in  and 
around  the  station  of  Tavana.  Dr.  Trent 
with  Eileen,  who  quietly  took  her  place 
at  his  side,  was  everywhere. 

On  one  occasion  they  were  twenty 
miles  across  the  mountains  caring  for  a 
stricken  family  when  they  were  caught 
in  a  howling  blizzard.  It  was  then  that 
King  proved  himself.  Over  a  trail  he  had 
never  taken  before  the  black-coated  lead- 


er bravely  forced  into  the  gale.  Not  once 
did  he  flinch  or  give  in.  When  the  other 
dogs  lagged,  he  was  at  their  flanks,  bit- 
ting, snapping,  urging  them  ahead.  After 
what  seemed  hours  to  the  half-frozen 
couple  on  the  sled,  a  light  blinked  feebly 
through  the  snow  and  the  team  halted 
before  Trent's  own  cabin  in  Tavana. 

Rev.  Minter  and  Baptiste,  although  in- 
capable of  doing  as  much  as  the  doctor, 
were  never  idle.  They  carried  cheer  and 
comfort  into  a  stricken  home  and  left 
with  a  prayer. 

Gradually,  after  sleepless  days  and 
nights  for  many  a  week,  the  young  minis- 
ter began  to  fail.  He  would  not  admit  it 
nor  would  he  neglect  his  work  of  mercy. 
When  at  length  the  dread  disease  did 
claim  him  he  was  so  worn  in  body  that 
the  task  of  saving  him  seemed  almost 
hopeless.  Day  and  night  Baptiste  sat  by 
his  bedside  while  Eileen  and  Dr.  Trent 
did  all  that  was  possible  for  the  sick  man. 

The  cloud  that  had  hung  like  a  black 
pall  over  the  country  lifted  and  moved 
slowly  away  as  the  plague  was  brought 
under  control.  Fresh  mounds  of  earth 
could  be  seen  here  and  there  in  the  little 
station  cemetery,  but  many  were  the  ones 
who  lived  to  tell  how  the  perseverance  of 
a  white-faced  girl  and  a  grim-faced  doc- 
tor, plus  the  prayers  and  tears  of  Baptiste 
and  their  beloved  Rev.  Minter,  had 
snatched  them,  as  it  were,  from  the  very 
claws  of  the  spectral  black  death. 

Slowly,  but  surely,  strength  returned 
to  Robert  Minter.  For  a  time  during  his 
illness  he  had  wished  to  die — to  go  to  be 
with  the  young  wife  who  had  so  recentlv 
left  him.  Then  one  day  he  had  realized 
that  he  must  live,  he  must  fight  to  live 
for  the  sake,  not  only  of  his  faithful  peo- 
ple, but  for  his  child,  the  baby  Marie. 
She  had  only  her  father  on  whom  to  de- 
pend. From  the  time  this  realization  came 
to  him,  Rev.  Minter  began  to  improve. 
His  work  on  this  earth  was  not  yet  fin- 
ished. 

Months  later,  Robert  Minter  was  sit- 
ting in  his  tiny  room,  with  his  open  Bible 
before  him.  The  door  softly  swung  open 
and  someone  stepped  into  the  room.  The 
minister  turned  about  to  behold  Stephen 
Trent  and  his  beloved  Marie's  baby  sis- 
ter standing  hand  in  hand  before  him, 
smiling  as  sheepishly  as  school  children 
caught  in  the  act  of  mischief.  Trent  nerv- 
ously cleared  his  throat  and  started  to 
speak  when  Eileen  broke  in  with  a  merry 
laugh. 

"O  Robert,  we've  been  standing  out- 
side for  the  last  fifteen  minutes  trying 
to  gather  enough  courage  to  come  in  and 
break  the  news  to  you." 

"News!  What  news?"  inquired  the 
minister,  striving  to  keep  serious. 

"Why  we're — we're — you  tell  him, 
Stephen,"  begged  Eileen. 

"The  truth  is,  Robert,"  said  the  doctor 
trying  to  speak     in  a  dignified     manner. 


"we're — well — I — I  love  Eileen,"  he 
stammered.  His  last  three  words  carried  a 
deep  conviction  and  sincerity  that  did 
not  escape  the  ears  of  Eileen's  big  broth- 
er-in-law. 

Trent  continued,  "I  do  love  Eileen, 
Robert,  and  she  loves  me."  At  this  Eileen 
blushed  but  nodded  her  head  in  confir- 
mation of  the  fact.  "We  would  like  to  be 
married,  if  you  think  it  is  quite  all  right. 
In  these  past  few  months  I've  come  to 
see  that  life  would  seem  quite  useless  to 
me  were  Eileen  to  leave  it."  He  waited 
for  the  minister  to  speak. 

"Yes,  Stephen,  I  do  think  it  is  quite 
all  right.  In  fact,  Eileen,  I  think  you  are 
very  much  blessed  to  have  such  a  man's 
love,  and  you,  Stephen,  will  never  regret 
the  step  you  are  taking.  A  home  means 
happiness,  I  know,"  Rev.  Minter  paused 
to  wipe  a  stray  tear  from  his  cheek.  "You 
two  will  be  happy,  and  the  Lord  will  bless 
you." 

Knowing  that  her  brother-in-law  was 
thinking  of  his  own  wife  and  had  quite 
forgotten  them,  Eileen  motioned  to 
Stephen  and  the  two  stepped  quietly  out. 
As  they  walked  slowly  down  the  path  to- 
wards the  doctor's  cabin,  King  bounded 
out  to  meet  them,  his  black  coat  shining 
in  the  sun.  Trent  reached  down  and 
patted  the  big  huskie's  shaggy  head. 

"You  didn't  know,  old  fellow,  that  you 
helped  me  carry  through  the  message  that 
was  going  to  mean  the  coming  of  my 
wife-to-be,  did  you?  If  it  hadn't  been  for 
you  that  night,  the  blizzard  might  have 
swallowed  us  up,  mail  and  all." 

The  big  dog  wagged  his  tail  under- 
standing^ as  he  trotted  along  beside  the 
two  he  loved  so  well. 

"I'm  glad  he  did  lead  you  through  that 
night  and  I'm  glad  he  led  the  team  that 
brought  me  to  Tavana,"  whispered  Eileen, 
looking  up  into  the  doctor's  eyes.  "Let's 
pray  that  as  King  leads  us  about  the  trails 
here  in  the  snow,  so  will  we  always  let 
our  heavenly  Father  lead  us  in  paths  of 
righteousness." 

Reverently  the  sun  dipped  behind  the 
snow-capped  mountain  peaks  as  the  soft 
wind  rustling  through  the  pines  whispered 
"Amen." — The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

Yielded,  or  Unyielded 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
sire  for  God's  will?  Are  you  locked  up 
within  your  own  ambitions?  Are  you  shut 
up  to  your  own  life  plans?  In  the  heart 
of  Christ  there  is  a  glorious  purpose  of 
blessing  for  you  and  through  you,  but 
He  can  no  more  work  these  out  than  a 
violinist  can  reproduce  on  an  instrument 
the  melody  that  is  in  his  soul,  unless  and 
until  it  is  placed  unconditionally  in  his 
hands,  and  controlled  by  his  touch. 

Unyielded,  your  life  will  be  nothing 
more  than  a  handful  of  worthless  dust. 
Yielded,  you  will  be,  by  your  life  and  ca- 
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reer,  what  modern  commerce  calls  a  dem- 
onstrator of  how  "good,  and  acceptable, 
and  perfect"  is  the  will  of  God. — Sel. 

The  Juniper  Tree  Attitude 

Did  you  ever  hear,  "We  can't!"  Did 
you  ever  see  a  crowd  run  for  the  juniper 
tree? 

Gibraltar  is  16,000  feet  high  and  three 
miles  long,  and  everyone  said:  "It  can't 
be  taken!"  But  England  and  the  Dutch 
took  it. 

If  we  lie  down  on  the  job  and  say,  "We 
can't,"  then,  of  course,  the  chances  are, 
"can't." 

If  we  are  thus  minded,  let  us  go  with 
the  old  Prophet  Elijah  to  Horeb  and  hear 
the  still,  small  voice.  Either  do  that  or  do 
like  the  Amorites,  400  strong,  when 
David  got  after  them — take  off  for  the 
wilderness  on  camels,  on  foot,  or  both! 

Of  all  the  small  piping  things  that  a 
church  or  congregation  can  do  is  to  put 
a  chunk  of  iron  in  the  church  machinery 
and  then  scream,  "You  can't!" 

With  all  that  Jeremiah  had  to  contend 
with,  tears,  enemies,  hypocrites,  and  false 
trust,  he  was  nevertheless  a  real  optimist. 
He  believed  in  God,  prayed,  and  trusted 
Jehovah.  He  saw  a  bright  future  for  re- 
pentant Israel. 

Unless  some  of  us  can  get  back  to  God 
and  get  a  vision  like  Jeremiah  had,  our 
future  doesn't  look  any  too  good. 

Jim  Plays  Square 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
Next  morning  after  breakfast  when  he 
went  out  on  the  porch  Uncle  Harry  was 
showing  Jerry  a  new  trick  the  mechanical 
man  would  do.  "Run  and  get  yours,  Jim," 
said  Uncle  Harry,  "and  I  will  show  you 
something  to  do  too." 

There  was  nothing  else  to  do,  so  Jim 
brought  his  and  silently  handed  the  brok- 
en toy  to  Uncle  Harry,  after  trying  to 
wind  up  the  spring.  "That  is  the  trouble 
with  these  mechanical  things — those 
springs  will  slip  every  now  and  then,  no 
matter  how  careful  one  is.  Jim,  bring  me 
a  screwdriver.  I  know  what  is  wrong 
with  this  fellow,  and  we  will  have  him 
fixed  in  a  jiffy." 

Jim  could  scarcely  believe  his  ears,  but 
he  ran  and  brought  the  screwdriver.  For 
a  few  minutes  Uncle  Harry  unscrewed 
and  tapped  and  screwed  again.  Then 
click!  click!  click!  he  wound.  Jim  waited, 
hardly  breathing.  Would  it  work?  It  did. 
It  seemed  as  good  as  ever.  Jim  felt  very 
happy.  He  was  glad  his  wonderful  new 
toy  was  fixed,  but  he  was  ten  times  glad- 
der that  he  had  done  the  square  thing. 

The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
sets  the  air  in  motion,  and  disturbs  the 
focus,  and  blurs  the  vision  of  the  stars. 
How  often  our  vision  of  God  is  blurred 


and  dimmed  by  the  flames  of  self-con- 
sciousness and  sordidness  that  float  around 
us!  How  many  times  we  have  to  put  out 
the  light  of  self-seeking,  earthly  am- 
bition and  false  pride  of  position 
in  order  to  look  upward,  and  in  the  clear 
still  air  know  where  God's  lights  are  lead- 
ing us  and  what  God  will  have  us  to  do. 

Every  one  who  has  heard  the  sacred 
hymn,  "In  the  Cross  of  Christ  I  Glory," 
loves  it;  and  it  adds  to  the  beauty  to 
learn  about  how  it  was  written.  St.  John 
Bowring,  the  noted  naturalist,  linguist, 
statesman,  financier,  was  the  author.  This 
gifted  man  was  at  one  time  the  governor 
of  Hong  Kong;  it  was  he  who  invented 
the  florin,  a  two-shilling  piece  greatly 
used  in  England.  He  could  write  in  thir- 
teen different  languages  and  dialects.  His 
education  was  of  the  right  sort,  for  it 
led  him  to  a  deeper  worship  of  the  Cruci- 
fied One. 

One  time  when  he  was  in  the  Orient, 
he  was  gazing  at  a  tract  of  land  which 
had  been  devastated  by  an  earthquake. 
He  noticed  the  tower  of  the  church  stand- 
ing among  the  ruins,  and  on  the  top  of 
the  tower  a  cross.  The  sight  of  this 
prompted  him  to  write  the  great  hymn. 

As  he  gazed  at  the  cross,  he  thought 
of  the  cross  of  Calvary,  and  he  penned 
the  lines  which  will  be  sung  until  the  end 
of  time. 

Some  would  try  to  do  away  with  the 
cross,  but  it  stands,  and  ever  will  stand, 
for  without  the  cross  there  would  be  no 
crown.  Without  the  cross  there  would  be 
no  glad  resurrection  morn. 

The  words  of  the  hymn  speak  for 
themselves;  the  song  is  a  benediction  for 
all  times,  joy  as  well  as  sorrow. 

Broken  Things 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
Lord  recognized  her  devotion  and  spoke 
words  of  comfort  to  her  sad  heart — only 
such  words  as  He  can  give. 

The  Lord  Jesus  often  asks  for  our 
"most  precious"  thing,  that  treasure, 
not  that  we  shall  be  bereft  of  it,  but  be- 
cause He  will  be  first  in  the  heart  of  His 
own.  He  asks  for  our  alabaster  box — that 
precious  thing  that  stands  between.  It 
may  take  a  thousand  forms.  Whatever  it 
be,  the  Lord  asks,  "Break  it  for  me,  my 
child." 

A  young  musician  lost  his  eyesight. 
The  young  woman  to  whom  he  was  en- 
gaged asked  to  be  released  for  she  said  she 
did  not  want  to  marry  a  blind  man.  It 
was  a  crushing  blow — but  out  of  it  grew 
the  hymn,  now  precious  to  thousands,  "O 
Love  That  Will  Not  Let  Me  Go." 

Sometimes  our  alabaster  box  is  a  dar- 
ling babe,  or  a  cherished  plan  or  ambition. 
One  of  our  finest  Christian  women,  one 
who  edits  a  Girls'  Column  in  one  of  our 
popular  monthlies,  had  ambition  for  a 
musical  career.  The  savings  for  that  pur- 
pose had  to  go  for  the  care  of  an  invalid 
mother  who  lingered  on  for  years.     The 


process  so  enlarged  the  sympathies  of  that 
young  girl  that  in  later  years  she  was 
able  to  help  thousands  of  other  girls  with 
their  problems. 

In  Psalm  51:17  we  are  told  of  the  sac- 
rifice that  is  pleasant  to  God — a  broken 
spirit,  a  contrite  heart.  Of  course,  this  is 
the  source  of  all  brokenness.  The  heart  is 
the  seat  of  our  will  and  our  affection. 
Hence,  the  breaking  must  be  there — in 
the  very  center  and  springs  of  our  being. 
When  the  spirit  and  the  heart  are 
broken,  the  whole  being  is  yielded  and 
tender,  ready  for  anything  that  spells 
God's  will.  This  attitude  of  heart  is  more 
acceptable  to  God  than  deeds  of  prowess. 
Absolute  abandonment  to  Him,  perfect 
pliability  under  His  hand,  is  what  de- 
lights Him  most.  When  He  sees  nothing 
in  the  heart  that  lifts  its  head  in  opposi- 
tion to  His  leadings,  His  movings,  He  is 
well  pleased. 

Young  people  are  rich  in  strength,  in 
overflowing  energy,  in  bright  hopes.  All 
these  turned  over  to  God  become  power- 
ful in  His  hand.  Young  people  are  natu- 
rally independent — more  or  less  self- 
willed.  Parents,  with  their  superior  wis- 
dom that  comes  of  long  experience,  often 
advise  this  or  that,  always  seeking  the 
welfare  of  their  children;  but  how  often 
is  such  advice  rejected!  "Dear,  dear!  how 
strict  parents  are!  What  prudish  notions 
elderly  people  have!  Times  have 
changed!"  Right  here  is  the  point  to 
"break"  the  time  and  place  to  submit  to 
those  who  are  ordained  of  God  to  be  our 
guides.  It  will  pay  in  the  end.  Our  land 
is  full  of  young  people  today  who  are 
proud  and  stiff-necked,  who  will  not 
hear  the  urgent  advice  of  elders. 

Hand  over  to  God  your  will,  your 
blighted  hopes,  that  crushing  disappoint- 
ment. He  will  take  them  and  "make  them 
again."  You  may  still  be  too  young  to 
have  had  much  breaking,  but  yield  to 
God  in  everything  and  He  will  take  care 
of  all  the  future  as  it  opens  day  by  day. 
Plan  your  life  with  Him,  not  apart  from 
Him.  Count  Him  into  every  plan.  All 
have  heard  of  the  little  boy  who  helped 
an  artist.  His  duty  was  to  sweep  the 
studio  every  morning.  Bits  of  gluss  of 
various  colors  were  in  the  debris.  These 
the  boy  saved,  and  in  his  playtime  ar- 
ranged according  to  his  fancy.  One  day 
the  artist  discovered  him.  "Who  taught 
you  this?"  demanded  the  artist.  "No- 
body," answered  the  frightened  boy, 
"these  are  the  bits  that  you  threw  away. 
I  didn't  think  you  would  care."  "Care!" 
exclaimed  the  artist,  "You  with  your 
broken  bits  have  surpassed  my  best.  You. 
lad,  and  not  I,  are  the  master!" 

The  Lord  Jesus  Christ  takes  our  "brok- 
en bits"  and  "makes  them  again" — a 
vessel  unto  honor.  We  shrink  at  the 
breaking,  but  He  will  shape  us  according 
to  His  thought,  and  one  day  He  will  pre- 
sent us   to   the   Father.  —   Unknown. 
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Questing   Youth 

(Continued  fiom  page  8) 
which  his  genius  could  produce,  so  the 
surveyor  saw  that  garden  of  flowers  in 
the  rubbish  heap.  Because  he  believed  in 
the  possibility  of  its  transformation,  he 
set  to  work.  The  process  was  long  and 
tedious.  It  meant  removing  much  that  was 
undesirable,  and  planting  in  its  place  all 
that  was  beautiful.  But  only  at  consid- 
able  cost  of  time  and  money  was  such  an 
amazing  change  accomplished. 

All  this  is  a  parable  of  the  spiritual 
transformation  which  must  be  wrought 
in  us  if  we  are  to  live  the  highest  life. 

Note  three  things. 

First  of  all  our  Divine  "Surveyor"  sees 
the  possibility  of  the  rubbish  heaps  in  our 
lives  being  transformed  into  gardens 
where  may  grow  all  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit. 

Secondly,  He  purposes  to  realize  in  vis 
all  that  He  sees  to  be  possible. 

Thirdly,  He  carries  out  the  process  of 
transformation  by  removing  what  should 
not  be  there,  and  by  supplying  what  is 
lacking. 

Consider  then:- — ■ 

THE  POSSIBILITY  OF  A  TRANS- 
FORMED LIFE 

When  Andrew,  by  bringing  his  brother 
Simon  to  Jesus,  did  that  far-reaching  bit 
of  personal  work,  he  must  have  been 
thrilled  to  hear  the  Master  say,  "Thou 
art  Simon  ....  thou  shalt  be  'rock.'  " 
He  knew  what  an  emotional  and  unre- 
liable man  his  brother  was.  Could  he  ever 
be  as  steady  as  rock?  Jesus  said  as  much. 
He  believed  in  the  possibility  of  such  a 
change.  I  wonder  what  Peter  himself 
thought  when  he  heard  such  words?  Did 
he  say,  "Rock!  What  does  He  mean?  He 
little  realizes  how  weak  I  am,  hot  with 
impulse  sometimes  and  then  as  cold  as 
the  snows  of  Lebanon.  I  can  be  enthusias- 
tic one  moment,  and  lukewarm  the  next; 
zealous  today,  slack  tomorrow.  Impetu- 
ous, impulsive,  hot-tempered,  erratic; 
could  I  ever  be  'rock'?" 

Yes,  Peter,  you  can.  This  is  ever 
Christ's  method  of  transforming  men.  He 
tells  us  not  merely  what  we  are,  but 
what  we  may  become  by  His  grace.  He 
awakens  our  hope  and  expectation.  He 
shows  possibilities  which  we  had  never 
dreamed  could  be  realized  in  us. 

Christ  sees  in  all  our  weak,  faltering, 
sinning  lives,  qualities  of  strength, 
beauty  and  purity;  capacities  and  capa- 
bilities of  power  and  blessing  of  which  we 
are  quite  unconscious,  and  He  sets  Him- 
self to  realize  them. 

In  Simon,  fickle  and  changeable,  He 
saw  Peter  of  Pentecost.  In  Jacob,  the 
trickster,  He  saw  Israel,  a  prince  with 
God.  In  Saul,  the  persecutor,  He  saw  Paul 
the  apostle. 

In  every  acorn  there  is  an  oak;  in  ev- 
ery oak  a  forest;  in  the  damaged  oyster 
shell,  a  pearl;  in  the  caterpillar,  a  butter- 


fly. So  in  every  sinner  God  sees  a  possible 
saint. 

In  his  "Ethics  of  the  Dust,"  John 
Ruskin  points  out  the  possibility  of  re- 
claiming that  which  is  waste  and  worth- 
less in  nature.  He,  too,  saw  unrealized  pos- 
sibilities in  a  rubbish  heap  outside  a  city. 
What  can  mud  become  when  God  takes 
it  in  hand?  is  the  question  which  he  an- 
swers when  he  says,  "Well,  what  is  mud? 
First  of  all,  mud  is  clay  and  sand,  and 
usually  soot  and  a  little  water.  When  God 
takes  it  in  hand,  He  transforms  the  clay 
into  a  sapphire,  for  a  sapphire  is  just  that; 
and  the  sand  into  an  opal,  for  that  is  the 
analysis  of  an  opal;  and  the  soot  into  a 
diamond,  for  a  diamond  is  just  carbon 
transformed  by  God;  and  the  soiled  water 
into  a  bright  snow  crystal,  for  that  is 
what  the  crystals  are  when  God  takes 
the  water  up  into  the  heaven  and  sends 
it  back  again." 

What  a  parable!  If  God  can  do  that  in 
nature,  can  He  not  do  even  far  more  in 
us? 

THE    PURPOSE    OF   A    TRANS- 
FORMED LIFE 

From  all  eternity  the  purpose  of  God 
has  been  to  transform  us  by  His  grace. 
In  writing  to  the  Ephesians,  Paul  says, 
"He  hath  chosen  us  in  him  (Christ)  be- 
fore the  foundation  of  the  world,  that  we 
should  be  holy  and  without  blame  before 
him  in  love,"  Eph.  1:4.  Again  to  the  Ro- 
mans he  says,  "Whom  he  did  foreknow, 
he  also  did  predestinate  to  be  conformed 
to  the  image  of  his  Son,"  Rom.  8:29.  All 
this  was  "according  to  his  purpose,"  Rom. 
8:28. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that  the  word, 
"predestinate,"  comes  from  the  same  root 
as  the  word,  "horizon,"  suggesting  that 
from  all  eternity  God  has  seen  on  the 
horizon  of  the  distant  future  the  com- 
pletion of  His  work  in  us,  namely  that  of 
making  us  holy. 

In  spite  of  all  the  evil  of  our  human 
hearts;  in  spite  of  all  the  weakness  and 
waywardness  of  our  natures,  He  saw  the 
possibility  of  our  transformation.  Sin 
grieved  Him  at  His  heart,  and  He  could 
not  let  His  "man"  remain  spoiled,  sepa- 
rated and  unfit  to  glorify  Him,  so  His 
purpose,  from  the  foundation  of  the 
world,  has  been  that  we  should  be  changed 
into  the  very  likeness  of  Christ. 

Read  the  thirteenth  chapter  of  Paul's 
first  epistle  to  the  Corinthians,  and  sub- 
stitute for  "love"  the  word  "He"  and  you 
have  an  amazing  description  of  His  beau- 
tiful character.  Here  is  a  full  length  por- 
trait of  Him  into  whose  likeness  we  are 
to  be  changed: 

He  is  very  patient,  very  kind ; 

He  knows  no  jealousy; 

He  makes  no  parade,  gives  Himself  no 
airs,  is  never  rude,  never  selfish,  never  ir- 
ritated, never  resentful; 

He  is  never  glad  when  others  go  wrong; 

He  is  gladdened    by  goodness,    always 


slow  to  expose,  always  eager  to  believe  the 
best,  alivays  hopeful,  always  patient. 
— Moffatt's  Translation. 

God's  purpose  is  that  you  and  I  should 
grow  into  that  very  likeness.  This  is  the 
kind  of  garden  which  He,  in  His  infinite 
love,  longs  to  create  out  of  the  rubbish 
heap  of  every  defeated  life.  Every  flower 
and  fruit  in  it  is  an  unfolding  of  love, 
for  God  is  love.  "The  fruit  of  the  Spirit 
is  love,"  so  when  the  Holy  Spirit  fills  us, 
"the  love  of  God  is  shed  abroad  in  our 
hearts,"  and  the  result  is: 
Joy  Love  exulting 

Peace  Love  resting 

Longsuffering  Love  on  trial 

Gentleness  Love  outflowing 

Goodness  Love  in  action 

Faith  Love  on  the  battlefield 

Meekness  Love  at  school 

Temperance  Love  in  training 

What  a  cluster  of  grapes!  What  an 
abundant  yield!  What  a  rich  harvest!  In- 
deed every  beautiful  trait  in  the  life 
transfigured  by  Christ  is  some  expression 
of  love. 

The  late  Dr.  S.  D.  Gordon  developed 
this  thought  further.  I  quote  his  words: 

"Bible  study  is  love  reading  its  lover's 
letters. 

Prayer  is  love  keeping  tryst. 

Conflict  with  sin  is  love  earnestly 
fighting  for  its  lover. 

Hatred  of  sin  is  love  shrinking  from 
tlyat  which  separates  from  its  lover. 

Sympathy  is  love  tenderly  feeling. 

Enthusiasm  is  love  burning. 

Hope  is  love  expecting. 

Patience  is  love  waiting. 

Faithfulness   is   love  sticking   fast. 

Humility  is  love  taking  its  true  place. 

Modesty  is  love  keeping  out  of  sight. 

Soul-winning   is   love   pleading." 

This  life  of  love  is  well  described  in 
the  following  paraphrase  of  Galatians  5: 
22-23. 

"The  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is  an  affection- 
ate, lovable  disposition,  a  radiant  spirit,  a 
cheerful  temper,  a  tranquil  mind,  a  quiet 
manner,  a  forbearing  patience  in  provok- 
ing circumstances  with  trying  people,  a 
sympathetic  insight  and  tactful  help- 
fulness, a  generous  judgment  and  big- 
souled  charity,  loyalty  and  reliability  un- 
der all  circumstances,  humility  that  for- 
gets self  in  the  joy  of  others,  in  all  things 
self-mastered  and  self-controlled,  which 
is  the  final  mark  of  perfecting." 

All  this  and  much  more  is  Christ's  pur- 
pose for  you  and  me.  What  a  task  He  has, 
but  what  a  wonder-working  Savior  He 
is  who  can  make  even  the  wilderness  of 
our  lives  to  blossom  as  the  rose!  "Instead 
of  the  thorn  shall  come  up  the  fir  tree, 
and  instead  of  the  brier  shall  come  up  the 
myrtle  tree,"  Isa.  55:13.  Where  an  un- 
sightly rubbish  heap  has  offended  every 
passerby,  lo!  a  "garden  of  spices." 
{To  be  continued) 
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Spiritual  Menus 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
add  a  bit  here,  just  a  suggestion  there,  and 
with  what  he  has  already  gleaned  he  is 
soon  able  to  understand  or  accept  many 
truths." 

What  a  sensible  and  safe  plan.  It  is 
none  too  early  to  start  the  baby  off  to 
a  noble  life  when  we  start  to  croon  the 
song  that  voices  his  protection  or  when 
we  pray  over  him  for  care  and  safety  or 
when  we  let  him  see  us  appeal  to  a  Higher 
Power  for  courage  and  strength  to  do  our 
daily  duty. — Mother's  Golden  Now. 

Questions  and  Answers 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
into  prison? 

Answer:  King  Herod. 

Question:  Name  Lazarus'  two  sisters. 

Answer:  Mary  and  Martha. 

Question:  How  long  had  Lazarus  been 
dead? 

Answer:  Four  days. 

Under  Whose  Wings 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
his  great  decision  at  the  Conference,  and 
clearly  recalled  that  it  was  that  week  and 
the  one  following  that  a  deepened  longing 
for  helpful  Christian  fellowship  had 
seemed  to  be  the  only  reason  why  she 
could  not  accept  the  love  and  home,  and 
wealth  and  ease,  that  were  laid  at  her 
feet.  The  jewel  that  she  prized  most  in 
human  companionship  was  lacking,  and 
in  these  crucial  weeks  seemed  suddenly  to 
have  become  indispensable  to  her.  It  was 
while  Warren,  all  unconscious  of  her 
need,  was  praying  for  her. 

Sometimes  in  the  years  that  had  passed 
she  had  questioned  with  her  own  heart 
whether  she  really  loved  Warren  Heth- 
rington  at  all.  Was  she  not  simply  in  love 
with  her  ideal  of  him?  But  tonight  with 
this  revealing  letter  in  her  hands,  there 
surged  through  her  whole  being  such  a 
love  for  him  as  she  did  not  dream  it  pos- 
sible to  experience,  and  a  joy  that  seemed 
almost  to  crush  her  with  its  intensity.  She 
longed  to  fling  herself  at  his  feet  and  beg 
his  forgiveness  for  those  hateful  words 
she  spoke  to  him  last. 

Suddenly  a  strange,  chilling  thought 
came  to  her.  There  was  not  one  word  of 
love  in  his  letter.  He  might  be  married 
for  all  she  knew.  Perhaps  his  new  experi- 
ence had  only  awakened  in  him  a  renewed 
interest  in  her  soul's  salvation  and  that 
was  why  he  had  written  her.  Yes,  that 
was  all.  He  had  spoken  in  a  passing  way 
of  having  been  prosperous  and  successful 
in  his  business  and  probably  his  home  life. 

Of  course  there  was  still  a  question. 
Why  did  he  write  her  at  such  length,  or 
why  write  her  at  all?  His  letter  begged 
her  to  write  him  soon,  telling  all  about 
herself, — why  should  he  be  interested? 
She   did   not   know,    but   again   read   the 


letter  through  and  decided  that  there  was 
not  a  word  in  it  that  would  preclude  the 
possibility  that  he  was  married,  and,  hav- 
ing come  into  a  new  spiritual  experience, 
was  led  to  try  to  help  the  worldly  little 
"spitfire"  for  whom  he  had  promised  so 
long  ago  that  he  would  pray.  Bravely  she 
retreated  from  her  rosy  castle  of  dreams 
to  that  sure  Dwelling  Place,  thankful  for 
its  shelter. 

She  would  write  him  a  letter  in  the 
same  tenor  as  his  own,  but  not  for  a  day 
or  two.  She  needed  to  come  solidly  down 
to  earth  and  somehow  get  her  bearings 
again.  Scarcely  for  a  waking  moment  was 
he  entirely  out  of  her  thoughts,  and  she 
decided  there  was  quite  as  much  possibili- 
ty that  he  was  interested  in  her  as  in  her 
soul  alone. 

When  she  wrote  the  letter  at  last  she 
tried  to  keep  it  cool  but  friendly.  She 
told  of  her  work  and  of  her  father  and 
mother  and  of  the  news  and  changes  in 
the  old  home  town.  Then  she  told  of  the 
change  that  had  come  into  her  own  life, 
of  her  joy  in  the  Lord  and  of  the  great 
blessing  that  had  come  to  her  through 
the  winter's  work  at  the  Bible  Institute, 
and  what  an  increased  knowledge  of  the 
Word  of  God  had  brought  to  her  of  bet- 
ter understanding  and  stability  of  life 
and  purpose.  She  hesitated  for  a  while, 
but  felt  that  in  simple  fairness  of  that 
"boy  who  used  to  be,"  she  should  make 
some  mention  of  the  part  he  had  played 
in  her  life. 

"Yes,"  she  wrote,  "I  do  remember  very 
well  our  last  words  together,  and  how 
often  I  have  wished  that  I  might  take 
mine  back  and  beg  your  forgiveness.  I 
believe  it  was  in  answer  to  your  prayers 
then  that  I  became  a  Christian  shortly 
after.  I  have  never  forgotten  the  kind 
of  Christian  you  were.  I  have  always 
wanted  to  be  that  kind  too,  and  the  re- 
membrance of  your  courage  as  a  boy  to 
stand  out  against  all  our  set  has  blessed 
me  with  a  strength  and  courage  I  might 
never  otherwise  have  had.  Do  not  make 
any  apologies  for  'that  boy';  he  has  my 
everlasting  gratitude." 

Then  she  added,  "You  speak  of  having 
prayed  for  me  especially  last  July.  I  can- 
not go  into  details  except  to  say  that  dur- 
ing the  last  two  weeks  in  July  I  was,  as 
our  colored  brethren  sing,  in  a  very  spe- 
cial way  'standin'  in  the  need  of  prayer.' 
God  delivered  me  then  from  a  terrible 
danger  and  I  am  grateful  to  Him,  and 
I  Relieve  I  may  add,  to  you  also  for  that." 

She  smiled  grimly  as  she  wrote  the 
words  "terrible  danger." 

"Well,  it  was,"  she  said  half  aloud  to 
herself,  "even  apart  from  what  mother 
wrote  me." 

In  her  last  letter  from  home  had  come 
two  amazing  pieces  of  news.  One,  which 
was  after  all  not  so  surprising,  was  that 
the  engagement  of  Mr.  Levermore  and 
Mazie  Hilbert  had  been  announced.  The 


other,  an  almost  incredible  thing,  was 
that  her  father  had  discovered  that  the 
person  who  was  responsible  for  his  busi- 
ness difficulties  and  the  financial  strain 
which  had  almost  crushed  him,  was  none 
other  than  Mr.  Levermore  himself.  Evi- 
dently he  had  resorted  to  the  desperate 
measure  of  humiliating  her  father  with 
financial  failure  in  the  hope  of  winning 
her,  knowing  she  would  do  almost  any- 
thing for  that  loved  father's  sake.  In 
fairness  to  the  man  she  had  to  admit  that 
in  his  generosity  he  probably  meant  to 
make  it  all  up  by  surrounding  her  parents 
with  every  luxury  when  once  he  had  se- 
cured Hilda  for  himself.  But  the  trap  he 
had  laid  for  her,  and  from  which  she  had 
so  miraculously  escaped,  did  not  increase 
her  regard  for  him,  and  the  sufferings  and 
anxiety  which  he  had  caused  her  father 
was  hard  to  overlook.  There  was,  how- 
ever, solid  comfort  in  the  thought  that 
her  parents  no  longer  grieved  that  she 
had  rejected  her  well-to-do  lover,  but 
were  rejoicing  with  her  in  her  escape 
from  so  unprincipled  a  man.  Her  father's 
business  troubles  had  also  seemed  entirely 
to  disappear. 

While  Warren's  letter  had  contained 
no  word  of  love,  yet  his  heart  was  full 
of  it.  He  had  committed  the  whole  thing 
to  God's  hands,  but  continued  to  pray 
earnestly  and  faithfully  for  Hilda,  and 
that  if  it  were  the  Father's  will  He  would 
put  into  the  girl's  heart  a  love  similar  to 
his  own. 

"I  guess  she  will  want  to  know  what 
I  look  like,"  he  thought  in  these  days 
of  suspense  when  he  awaited  an  answer 
to  his  letter.  He  promptly  went  to  the 
best  photographer  in  town  and  had  his 
picture  taken. 

In  due  time  Hilda's  letter  came,  and 
the  last  vestige  of  uncertainty  vanished. 
Between  the  lines  he  read,  as  she  had 
meant  that  he  should,  that  she  was  free 
in  heart  and  hand,  one  with  him  in  the 
spiritual  things,  and  that  her  memories  of 
him  were  only  of  the  kindest. 

He  simply  "let  himself  go"  on  the  sec- 
ond letter — a  love  letter  for  Hilda's  eyes 
alone.  He  told  her  then  of  the  girl  at  the 
Conference  who  reminded  him  of  her, 
and  how  strangely  to  himself  had  come 
into  his  heart  the  old  love  for  her  and  he 
had  attempted  to  throw  it  aside  again 
and  again,  and  then  of  that  night  on  the 
train  when  he  seemed  almost  to  hear  her 
calling  him  and  his  heart  had  responded. 
He  told  of  his  finding  the  scrap  paper 
with  the  item  about  her,  and  was  sure 
that  God's  hand  was  in  it  all. 

With  the  letter  he  mailed  his  photo- 
graph, and  also  expressed  a  wish  for  hers. 
He  asked  if  he  might  come  to  see  her. 
The  reply  came  promptly,  and  with  a  full 
confession  on  her  part. 

Hilda's  cup  of  happiness  was  full  to 
the  brim  and  overflowing.  As  she  looked 
into  the  pictured  eyes,  and  later  face  to 
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face  with  this  man  of  her  heart,  she  could 
but  pour  out  adoring  praise  and  worship 
to  God  for  His  unspeakable  goodness  to 
her,  that  He  had  kept  her  all  the  way. 
He  had  so  revealed  Himself  to  her  that 
she  could  trust  Him  utterly,  and  He  had 
guided  her  without  a  mistake.  "He  guided 
them  by  the  skilfulness  of  His  hands,"  she 
softly  quoted. 

Did  the  years  seem  long  now?  They 
seemed  but  as  a  day,  and  that  time  all 
necessary  to  prepare  her  for  what  she 
longed  to  be  for  his  sake  whom  God  had 
given  her.  Gladly  would  she  have  waited 
double  the  years  for  the  perfect  happi- 
ness that  was  hers  now. 

There  was  a  pretty  wedding  in  June. 
Hilda's  father  and  mother,  beaming  with 
happiness,  watched  a  radiant  couple  start 
on  a  two  months'  wedding  trip  abroad, 
and  on  their  return  had  the  pleasure  of 
visiting  in  the  lovely  home  Warren  had 
purchased  for  his  bride. 

The  lovely  Mrs.  Hethrington  was 
warmly  welcomed  in  her  husband's  town 
and  church,  at  first  for  his  sake  but 
very  quickly  for  her  own  sweet  self  as 
well.  She  took  a  Sunday  School  class  of 
young  girls  of  about  the  age  of  her  hus- 
band's class  of  boys,  she  sang  in  the  choir, 
and  they  two  together  kept  an  open  house 
where  God's  servants  found  always  a  wel- 
come and  refreshing  fellowship.  Warren's 
business  prospered  so  that  he  could  in- 
crease his  giving,  and  he  and  Hilda  en- 
joyed the  great  privilege  of  being  stew- 
ards for  God,  bringing  blessing  to  many 
of  God's  servants  and  to  His  work  in 
many  places  in  many  lands  through  their 
wise  and  prayerful   bounty. 

They  rejoiced  in  the  Lord  and  all  His 
wonderful  goodness  to  them  from  day 
to  day,  but  for  no  one  earthly  thing  more 
than  the  unmistakable  assurance  that 
God  Himself  had  planned  their  marriage 
and  His  blessing  was  upon  them.  When 
two  years  later  a  little  one  came  to 
further  gladden  their  hearts  and  their 
home,  their  happiness  was  indeed  filled 
to  fullest  measure. 

I  WILL  NOT 

Betty  Everett  flung  herself  on  her 
knees  beside  her  bed,  trying  in  vain  to 
stifle  the  sobs  that  shook  all  her  frame. 
Slowly  the  storm  of  weeping  subsided, 
but  she  still  knelt  there,  pouring  out  her 
burden  of  grief  and  pain  at  the  feet  of 
One  who  understands.  Long  she  prayed, 
but  when  she  rose  to  prepare  for  bed 
there  was  a  quiet  peace  in  her  heart,  and 
on  her  face,  had  any  been  there  to  ob- 
serve. She  had  touched  God  for  a  soul 
that  night,  and  felt  an  indescribable  ex- 
altation of  spirit. 

She  and  Charlie  had  been  out  together 
all  afternoon  and  evening.  They  had  been 
to  an  athletic  meet  between  two  rival 
colleges  in  which  they  were  interested, 
then  supper  at  a  delightful  little  tearoom. 


and  to  finish  the  day  had  attended  a  great 
evangelistic  meeting.  A  series  of  evange- 
listic services  were  being  held  in  a  great 
auditorium  on  a  Bible  Conference  grounds 
near  town  and  this  was  the  closing  of  the 
first  week. 

The  sermon  that  night  was  a  true, 
strong  call  to  the  unsaved  to  accept 
Christ  as  their  only  Savior  and  way  of  sal- 
vation. She  felt  that  Charlie  had  been 
moved  by  the  appeal,  and  had  prayed  so 
earnestly  that  he  might  yield,  but  the 
meeting  had  closed  and  no  sign  was  given 
that  he  was  even  deeply  interested. 

On  returning  to  the  house,  although 
it  was  late,  Betty  had  asked  him  to  come 
in  and  the  conversation  had  turned  to  the 
meeting. 

"Charlie,  the  call  was  so  clear  to- 
night. Why  didn't  you  accept  Christ  and 
take  what  He  offers  you?  Don't  you  ex- 
pect to  sometime?" 

There  was  pleading  in  the  gentle  voice 
that  he  could  scarcely  resist.  He  looked 
at  her  in  silence  for  a  few  moments, 
dreading  to  say  the  words  that  he  knew 
would  cause  her  pain. 

"Betty,  little  sweetheart,  why  trouble 
yourself  and  me  about  this  thing?  I  did 
not  want  to  go  to  the  meeting,  but  went 
to  please  you.  Isn't  that  enough?" 

"No,  Charlie,  it  isn't."  She  spoke  very 
decidedly.  "Cannot  you  see  that  so  long 
as  you  refuse  to  have  anything  to  do  with 
Christ,  there  is  a  barrier  between  us  and 
must  always  remain  so?" 

"Why  should  there  be?  I  have  nothing 
against  Him.  I  am  willing  to  be  on  speak- 
ing terms  with  Him.  Don't  I  go  often 
with  you  to  the  places  where  you  say  He 
is?  Doesn't  that  show  I  am  friendly  and 
have  nothing  against  the  religion  you  pro- 
fess?" 

The  girl  gave  a  despairing  sigh. 

"Oh,  will  you  never  understand  it  is 
your  God  and  Savior  I  am  talking  about? 
He  died  for  you,  to  save  you  from  your 
sins,  and  you  refuse  to  believe  it  or  to  ac- 
cept the  pardon  He  came  to  bring,  slight 
and  ignore  Him  and  insist  that  you  do 
not  need  Him.  And  yet  you  talk  about 
being  'friends'  with  Him.  There  is  no 
middle  ground.  You  either  accept  Him  as 
your  Savior,  or  else  you  are  rejecting  and 
denying  Him  and  putting  yourself  in  the 
ranks  of  His  enemies.  You  cannot  offer 
Him  friendship.  He  must  be  your  Savior 
first  before  He  can  be  your  friend." 

She  had  never  said  so  much,  and  was 
almost  frightened  at  herself.  But  more 
startled  was  she  to  see  the  impatient, 
hard,  almost  bitter  expression  that  passed 
like  a  cloud  over  his  fine  strong  face. 

"Betty,  once  and  for  all,  let  me  ask 
you  to  drop  this.  I  have  told  you  more 
than  once  that  I  will  never  interfere  with 
your  religion;  I  wish  you  would  be  as  con- 
siderate of  my  feelings." 

She  said  no  more.  They  talked  of 
other  things  for  a  few  minutes,  but  there 


was  a  strained  feeling  between  them,  and 
after  a  little  he  rose  and  with  a  hearty 
"Good-night"  he  was  gone. 

The  strain  on  her  feelings  had  been 
greater  than  he  knew.  She  loved  him  so, 
— this  strong,  splendid  fellow,  who  was 
gentleness  and  courtesy  itself  in  all  other 
matters,  and  whose  tastes  and  inclinations 
were  so  largely  a  compliment  of  her  own. 
But  she  realized  every  day  that  on  this 
thing  so  vital  to  her  own  life  and  hap- 
piness they  were  as  far  apart  as  the  poles. 
She  tried  to  picture  what  life  with  him 
would  mean.  Perfect  bliss  in  a  thousand 
things,  yet  could  she  ever  face  the 
thought  of  going  through  all  her  days 
with  one  who  was  wilfully  and  deter- 
minedly blind  to  all  that  gave  beauty  and 
meaning  to  life  itself  as  she  saw  it? 

Must  she  give  him  up?  She  knew  all 
his  mad,  almost  idolizing  love  for  her,  and 
only  too  well  she  realized  that  her  own 
heart  was  responding  and  she  loved  him 
more  than  life  itself.  She  trembled  lest 
she  might  yield  to  the  temptation  to  love 
him  more  than  her  Savior. 

With  breaking  heart  she  prayed  for 
him  that  night,  and  as  she  prayed  there 
seemed  to  come  into  her  heart  a  new 
peace  and  assurance  of  his  salvation  that 
she  had  never  known  before.  Her  whole 
spirit  was  hushed  and  bathed  in  a  glory 
light,  and  she  knew  God  had  spoken. 

The  next  day  she  wrote  to  Jean,  a  long 
letter,  telling  of  the  incidents  of  the  day 
before,  and  closing  with: 

"After  Charlie  left  last  night,  I  felt  as 
though  this  thing  were  killing  me  and  1 
could  not  stand  it  any  longer.  I  came  up 
to  my  room  and  had  a  good  cry,  and  then 
I  prayed  as  I  had  never  prayed  before. 
And,  Jean,  I  believe  God  led  me  to 
pray  that  Charlie  might  be  saved  during 
these  evangelistic  meetings,  and  if  he  is 
not,  then  I  must  give  him  up  and  we 
must  separate  entirely.  I  believe  God  has 
given  me  the  assurance  of  his  salvation. 
I  feel  He  heard  and  answered  my  prayer 
and  He  has  given  me  His  answer.  So 
plainly  the  words  came  to  me,  'If  ye 
ask,  I  will  do,'  and  with  such  calm  peace 
and  joy  and  assurance  as  I  cannot  begin  to 
tell.  Will  you  please  pray  most  earnestly 
every  day  for  Charlie  until  you  hear  from 
me?  The  meetings  will  only  run  two  or 
three  weeks  more,  and  at  the  end  of  that 
time  Charlie  will  be  a  Christian,  or  I  will 
know  that  it  is  God's  will  for  us  to  part. 
It  will  nearly  kill  me  to  give  him  up,  but 
I  know  only  spiritual  darkness  and  great 
unhappiness  will  follow  if  I  disobey  God 
in  this  thing.  I  feel  I  must  decide  now 
between  God  and  Charlie.  Pray  hard  for 
him, — and   for  me. 

"Your  cousin, 

"Betty." 

Nearly  two  weeks  had  passed  when  on 

a  beautiful  evening  they  had  no  place  in 

particular  to  go  and  she  ventured  to  ask 

Charlie    to   take    her    to   the    Conference 


March,  1940 


[Page  33 


grounds  for  the  evening  evangelistic 
meeting.  No  word  on  religion  had  passed 
between  them  since  that  night,  although 
they  had  been  constantly  together. 
Betty's  heart  was  light  and  glad,  and 
having  laid  her  burden  down  at  the  feet 
of  One  who  was  mighty  to  bear  it,  her 
natural  buoyancy  of  spirit  returned. 
Charlie  had  again  begged  her  for  the 
final  "Yes,"  but  she  had  put  him  off, 
saying  she  was  not  ready  to  answer  yet. 

She  had  prayed  much  in  secret  that 
when  this  evening  finally  came  God 
would  hear  and  answer  and  work  a 
mighty  miracle  in  the  heart  of  the  man 
she  loved.  Jean  had  written  her  that  she, 
too,  was  praying  with  all  her  might  for 
this  crucial  night  whenever  it  should 
come. 

The  sermon  that  night  was  all  she 
could  desire.  The  way  of  salvation  was 
pointed  out  clearly  and  unmistakably  and 
a  heart-stirring  appeal  given  to  come  and 
accept  Christ  as  Savior  and  Lord.  To  her 
great  joy  another  young  man  in  the 
town,  a  special  friend  of  Charlie's,  had  in 
manly  fashion,  with  broken  spirit,  con- 
fessed his  need  of  the  Savior  and  come 
out  from  the  crowd  to  the  front  of  the 
meeting  and  signified  his  acceptance  in 
glorious,  satisfying  reality. 

Occasionally,  but  not  often,  some  per- 
sonal workers  came  down  through  the 
audience  and  spoke  here  and  there  in  a 
quiet,  tactful  way  to  those  who  seemed 
interested  or  to  whom  they  seemed  to  be 
led.  As  though  in  answer  to  her  prayer, 
one  of  these,  a  strong  earnest  worker, 
came  down  an  aisle  towards  them,  and 
speaking  to  two  or  three  others,  paused 
opposite  Charlie  a  minute  and  began  to 
talk  with  him. 

Perhaps  it  was  the  earnest  look  on 
Betty's  face  as  she  gladly  answered  that 
she  knew  the  Lord  as  her  personal  Savior, 
or  was  it  the  direct  work  of  the  Spirit  of 
God  that  led  him  to  tarry  opposite  them 
as  the  meeting  closed  and  endeavor  to  find 
out  why  Charlie  would  not  yield?  It  was 
plainly  evident  that  he  had  been  moved 
during  the  meeting,  and  he  did  not  seem 
to  resent  the  question  and  interest  of  this 
stranger.  As  the  worker  was  in  conver- 
sation with  him,  and  the  whole  audience 
filed  quietly  from  the  place,  it  was  only 
a  little  while  before  Betty  and  Charlie 
found  themselves  almost  alone  in  the 
great  auditorium  with  the  man  who  still 
continued  to  talk  with  them,  and  a  few 
little  groups  in  conversation  here  and 
there.  Presently  the  speaker  of  the  eve- 
ning came  to  them,  and  as  though  sens- 
ing that  a  soul  was  in  the  balance,  they 
kbored  with  him,  using  every  argument 
and  plea. 

Betty  was  sure  the  time  had  come,  but 
as  they  talked,  Charlie  seemed  to  show  a 
stubbornness  that  was  amazing.  She  heard 
him  with  quiet  intenseness  answer,  "No, 
I  will  not,"  and  repeat  it,  "I  will  not." 


Presently  the  evangelist  turned  to  her 
and  with  a  keen  look  in  his  eyes  he  asked, 
"Madam,  is  this  man  anything  to  you?" 

With  eyes  brimming  with  tears,  she 
nodded  her  head  miserably. 

"You  are  not  married,  then?" 

She  shook  her  head. 

"You  are  a  Christian,  you  say."  Then 
sternly,  "You  do  not  dare  to  marry  this 
man  in  this  condition." 

With  that  the  workers  moved  away, 
and  they  felt  themselves  dismissed.  They 
rode  home  in  almost  perfect  silence,  but 
as  they  reached  her  door  Charlie  put  out 
his  hand.  "Betty,"  he  said  almost  brok- 
enly, "I  don't  know  what  makes  me  so 
stubborn.  There  is  not  a  thing  in  the 
world  I  would  not  do  for  you,  but  this 
thing  I  cannot." 

She  could  not  speak.  The  tears  rolled 
down  her  cheeks.  He  pressed  her  hand 
and  went  away.  "Forever,"  Betty's  sad 
heart  cried,  "forever!" 

Dropping  on  her  knees  again  by  her 
bedside,  she  wept  passionately. 

"O  God,"  she  prayed,  "show  me  the 
mystery.  Why  such  assurance  of  his  sal- 
vation, and  then  this?" 

Then  from  out  her  memory  came,  with 
strangely  healing  power,  "It  is  not  for 
you  to  know  the  times  or  the  seasons, 
which  the  Father  has  put  in  his  own  pow- 
er." 

She  did  not  know  where  the  verse  was 
to  be  found,  nor  could  she  tell  what  it 
meant  or  how  it  could  apply  to  her  pres- 
ent need,  but  somehow  she  felt  God  had 
answered,  and  it  comforted  her. 

Some  few  days  later  Jean  received  a  let- 
ter which  brought  the  tears  of  sympathy 
to  her  own  eyes.  Betty  told  her  the  whole 
story,  and  closed  with  the  astonishing  bit 
of  news  that  she  expected  to  enter  a  Bible 
training  school  in  a  distant  city  in  the 
fall. 

"It  will  be  easier  to  forget  him  there, 
and  I  need  further  preparation  if  I  am  to 
go  into  real  service  for  the  Lord  any- 
where." 

TO  BE  CONTINUED 

Watch  For  These  Traps! 

(A  Talk  to  Young  People) 

Keep  me,  O  Lord,  from  the  wicked. 
They  have  set  a  trap  by  the  wayside. — 
Psalm  140:4,  5. 

Have  you  read  the  story  of  the  young 
man  who  whipped  a  man  the  nation 
feared?  He  was  small  in  stature,  young  in 
years,  but  he  had  mighty  strength.  He 
was  an  expert  with  a  sling,  and  with  it 
he  slew  the  troublesome  Goliath.  It  was 
this  young  fellow  with  his  sling,  that 
spoke  the  words  of  the  text.  He  was  per- 
fectly willing  to  go  out  in  the  wide  open 
and  meet  the  giant,  but  he  was  afraid  of 
sly,  cunning  traps  that  were  being  set  for 
his  young  life.  The  devil  likes  to  come  in 
a  full  dress  suit.  There  are  certain  traps 


that  he  sets  for  all  lives.  Here  are  a  few 
of  them: 

1.  There  is  the  trap  of  little  habits. 
There  are  some  who  are  able  to  escape 
the  traps  of  big  dangers,  but  are  being 
caught  by  the  little  scorpions,  the  little 
habits. 

2.  There  is  the  trap  of  low  ideals.  We 
usually  get  in  life  what  we  center  our 
gaze  on. 

3.  There  is  the  trap  of  idleness.  You 
are  either  going  backward  or  forward. 
Nothing  in  nature  is  static  or  stands  still. 
The  idler  and  the  pessimist  are  twin 
brothers. 

4.  There  is  the  trap  of  company.  There 
is  nothing  that  will  influence  us  more 
than  the  company  we  keep.  A  tree  toad 
takes  on  the  color  of  the  tree  on  which  it 
lives.  We  are  very  likely  to  be  colored  by 
the  company  we  keep. 

5.  There  is  the  trap  of  pleasure. 
Here  the  devil  has  a  wonderful  dress 
suit.  Pleasure  is  all  right.  The  normal  per- 
son will  have  it  and  ought  to  have  it,  but 
to  give  that  first  place  in  life  is  to  make 
it  a  danger.  Watch  this  trap. 

"O  God,  protect  us  from  the  wicked. 
They  have  set  a  trap  by  the  wayside." 
Watch  these  traps  as  you  pass  through 
the  year. — R.  C.  Steinhart. 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

Alabama:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,  Ala. 

Arizona,  California,  Nevada:  Elmer 
Boyd,  8  52  W.  60th  St.,  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

Colorado,  Neiv  Mexico,  Utah:  R.  W. 
Potts,  Box  5  64,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Connecticut,  New  Jersey,  Pennsylvan- 
ia, Rhode  Island:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Mines, 
Pa. 

Florida:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jew- 
ell Ave.,  Lakeland,  Fla. 

Georgia:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Ma- 
con, Ga. 

Kansas,  Oklahoma:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt. 
1,  Seminole,  Okla. 

Kentucky:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,  Somerset,  Ky. 

Illinois:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland St.,  W.  Frankfort,  111. 

Louisiana:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe, La. 

Maine,  New  Hampshire,  Vermont, 
Massachusetts:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Bloomingdale, 
128  Brackett  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

Missouri:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt 
St.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

North  Carolina:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

North  Dakota:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lig- 
nite, N.  Dak. 

Ohio:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut 
St.,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

South  Carolina:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

South  Dakota:  A.  H.  Thompson,  Get- 
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tysburg,  S.  Dak. 

Tennessee:  T.  F.  Blackwcll,  Montgom- 
ery Ave.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Texas:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar 
St.,  Dallas,  Tex. 

Virginia:  A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski, 
Va. 

West  Virginia:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
W.  Va. 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.  W.  O.  Boheler,  Lavonia,  Ga. 

Swellah  Smith,  R.  R.,  Troy,  Tenn. 

Carroll  James,  Rt.  2,  Box  91,  Forrest 
City,  Ark. 

Graham  L.  Stilwell,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Hilda  Criner,  Arnett,  W.  Va. 

Marie  Roberts,  934  W.  States  St.,  Che- 
boygan, Mich. 

Laura  Griggs,  Sedan,  N.  Mex. 

Geneva  Kennedy,  11th  St.,  Judson, 
Greenville,  S.  C. 

Jessie  Singleton,  2407  Decatur  Ave., 
Ft.  Worth,  Tex. 

Lenn  Edward  Smith,  219  Coach  St., 
Rt.  2,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

Doris  Parrish,  15  09  33rd  Ave.,  Tampa, 
Fla. 

Bennie  Delay,  834  W.  Marietta  St.,  At- 
lanta, Ga. 

Mildred  Richie,  Rt.  4,  St.  Elmo,  Tenn. 

Herman  Clark,  Jr.,   Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Bound   Lighted    Pathways 

Bound  Lighted  Pathway  books,  1938- 
39,  have  been  reduced  to  5  0c.  Send  for 
your  copy  at  once.  They  will  not  last 
long  at  this  price. 

A  Search  in  Vain 

By  Verlene  McCay 

The  pageant  used  at  the  Assembly  will 
be  good  for  your  church.  Price  25  c.  Or- 
der from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn. 

The  profit  from  this  pageant  goes  to 
a  worthy  student  fund  for  Bible  Train- 
ing School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

"Home  Scenes" 

Send  for  your  copy  of  the  new  play, 
"Home  Scenes,"  and  use  it  in  your 
church.  It  will  make  a  more  lasting  im- 
pression on  the  minds  of  your  people  than 
a  dozen  sermons  on  "The  Home"  will 
make. 

Two  young  married  couples  start  out 
in  their  new  homes;  one  chooses  Christ 
as  the  foundation,  the  other  builds  on  a 
desire  for  wealth  and  fame.  It  carries 
them  on  through  life  and  shows  the  end- 
ing. One  enjoys  the  evening  of  life,  the 
other  closes  with  sorrow  and  disappoint- 
ment; a  wonderful  sermon  for  young 
folks.  Price  25c. 

Home  Scenes  Play 

Read  what  Martha  Pettitt  of  "Wind- 
sor, Canada  says  about  Home  Scenes: 


Dear  Sister  Harrison:  Greetings  from 
Windsor,  Canada.  Just  a  few  lines  to  let 
you  know  the  success  we  have  had  with 
your  play  "Home  Scenes."  We  presented 
it  at  our  church  before  the  Assembly. 
After  we  returned  the  Salvation  Army 
had  us  come  over  to  their  citadel  to  pre- 
sent it  to  their  people.  Everyone  certain- 
ly did  praise  it  greatly.  I'm  sure  that  a 
person  could  preach  a  sermon  from  every 
scene.  So  you  see  "Home  Scenes"  was  a 
great  success  in  Windsor. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  25c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 
How  a  Presbyterian  minister's  wife  was 
led  into  the  holiness  way.  You  will  enjoy 
this  little  book.  Send  one  to  that  friend 
whom  you  are  trying  to  win  for  Christ. 
Order  today  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker  St.,  Cleveland,   Tenn.   Price    3  5c. 


"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5c. 

Notice  to  Gideons 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon  you 
do  not  need  to  order  again  unless  you  de- 
sire to  change  your  order.  Your  papers 
will  be  sent  to  you  each  month.  If  you  do 
write  to  order  more  or  less  papers,  please 
mention  what  issue  you  are  ordering. 

New  Gideons 

Maggie    Lambert,    Monaville,    W.    Va. 
Mrs.  C.  N.  Sproles,  Converse,  S.  C. 
Mrs.   Lizzie   Herndon,   Hazlehurst,   Ga. 
Fay  Lawhun,  Holden.  W.  Va. 
Virginia   M.    Henning,   Elkins,   W.    Va. 
Mrs.  Sadie  Fletcher,  Warfield,  Ky. 
Syrrell    Crumpton,   Sumiton,   Ala. 
W.    L.    Stephens,    Tallapoosa,    Ga. 
Mrs.    J.    D.    Sheffield,    Broxton,    Ga. 
Mrs.   Delora   Underwood,   Houston,   Ala. 

C.  L.  Barker,  St.  Joseph,  Mo. 
Mrs.  Minnie  Carper,   Sidney,   Ohio. 
Robert    Upton,    Piedmont,   Ala. 

G.   W.   Moore,  Ponce  de  Leon,  Fla. 
William  H.   Forehand,  Vernon,  Fla. 
Edmond   Austin,   Mt.   Vernon,   111. 
Delphia    Marsengill,     Clayton,    Ga. 

D.  G.   Bozeman,   Natchez,   Miss. 
Mrs.  L.  W.  McCarter,  Shelby,  N.  C. 
H.  E.  Stone,  Hope  Mill,  N.  C. 
Marie  E.   Blackwood,   Nashville,   Tenn. 
Hazel   Gallahan,   Daisy,    Tenn. 

Mrs.   R.  B.   Underwood,  Logan,  W.   Va. 
Mrs.   B.   F.   Willard,   Baxley,   Ga. 
Mrs.   Avis   Mobley,   Muscadine,   Ala. 
Mrs.   Lois  Aiken,  Maud,  Okla. 
Bud  Shields,  Gastonia,  N.  C. 


Hoyt   Willard,   Union,   S.   C. 

Audrey   Hoover,   Uniontown,  Pa. 

Louise  Kerce,  Vcro  Beach,  Fla. 

Mrs.   Willie  Huddleston,  Daisy,  Tenn. 

Marie  Cupp,  Jellico,   Tenn. 

Mrs.    Agnes    McConatha,    Sylacauga,    Ala. 

Mrs.    Frank    Fuller,   Thomasvillc,   Ga. 

Lehman   Hackworth,   Imboden,   Ark. 

Ruby   Nell   Motes,   Newberry,   S.   C. 

Kenneth   Morris,   West   Frankfort,   111. 

Mrs.  F.  W.  Black,  Neeses,  S.  C. 

Addie   Tyler,   Starke,   Fla. 

Daniel    Coley,    Lindale,    Ga. 

C.   B.   Morgan,  Gibson,  Ga. 

Vernon   Boyd,    Doddsville,    Miss. 

Wanda  Harvey,  Lobata,  W.  Va. 

J.    C.    Reed,   Elberton,   Ga. 

Ressie  White,   Freeburn,  Ky. 

Edna  Ealy,  Taylorstown,  Pa. 

Bertha    Cox,    Piedmont,    Ala. 

Omz  Chriscoe,  Asheboro,  N.   C. 

Geneva   Phillips,   Findlay,   Ohio. 

Linwood  Jacobs,   Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

Margaret  Wright,  Prattville,  Ala. 

Mrs.   Grace  Conner,   Ruth,   N.   C. 

Louise   Locker,    Sessor,    111. 

Frences  Hendrix,  S.  Logan,  111. 

Mrs.    Ruby   Little,    Wilcox,   W.    Va. 

Hazel   Johnson,    Port    Huron,    Mich. 

Sara  Kathryn  Haston,  Doyle,  Tenn. 

Audra  Wildman,  Pine  Grove.  W.  Va. 

Gelema  Carr,  Silver  Point,  Tenn. 

Pete  Nance,  Rayville,  La. 

Myrtle  Gilley,  Mangham,  La. 

Mrs.  Ruth  Wingate,  Porterdale,  Ga. 

Celia  E.  Harre,  McLeansboro,  111. 

Arlene   Delashmitt,    N.   Chattanooga,    Te»«. 

Linder    Downs,   Grenada,   Miss. 

Edna  Bravely,  Parrott,  Va. 

Gertrude   Dehast,   Draper,   Va. 

Mrs.   Emmett   Butler,   Horseshoe,   Fla. 

Mrs.  J.  E.   Revels,  Hudson,  Fla. 

Rena  Mae  Clark,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

C.  F.  Meador,  Jr.,  Selman  City,  Texas. 

J.   J.   Ferrell,   Vernon,  Tex. 

Zeno  Edwards,  Greenville,  N.  C. 

Alma   Hughett,    Pulaski,   Va. 

Minnie  Elliott,  White  Pine,   Tenn. 

Carl  Hanvey,   Abbeville,   S.   C. 

Cordell    Ellis,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  #1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 

Submission  will  take  us  all  down  where 
we  ought  to  be,  to  enable  us  to  arise  to  the 
place  where  we  ought  to  have  been. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted  to  the  general  welfare  and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

ALDA   B.   HARRISON,    Editor 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATB 

Single  subscription,  per  year #1.00 

Rolls  of  14 #1.00 


Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Poet 
Office,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 


Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 

By  REV.  WILLIAM  E.  HARRISON     ^^5=S5^=S5=^^^=3S=S5^^S5^&5=S5=S5^^^5=^S5=Q 


"If  ever  the  heart  is  dried  up  like 
parched  ground,"  says  Bishop  Quayle,  "if 
prayers  come  slow  like  words  to  a  won- 
dering intellect,  then  read  the  passion 
chapters  of  the  gospels.  The  hill  they 
climb  leads  into  heaven.  To  see  Him 
there!  Will  that  not  make  the  dry  heart 
to  be  rained  upon  with  tears?  I  read  and 
cry,  'My  Christ,  my  Cross.'  We  are  to 
read  each  gospel  as  if  it  were  a  journey 
to  a  mountain  top,  for  each  gospel  narra- 
tive climbs  to  the  cross  that  clouds  the 
mountain  summit  with  its  midnight 
gloom.  The  august  spectacle  of  the  God 
dying  for  a  single  human  soul,  that  brings 
us  to  our  knees.  The  dying  God!  Dying 
for  me!  I  must  pray." 

The  library  of  congress  contains  over 
fifteen  hundred  books  written  on  Lincoln 
and  this  list  is  increasing  every  year.  These 
books  have  been  written  in  nearly  every 
language  of  earth.  Lincoln's  entire  life 
can  be  traced  in  truly  great  poems  writ- 
ten about  him.  No  character  in  all  the 
world  history  has  had  his  life  so  com- 
pletely interpreted  by  so  many  varied 
authors;  all  in  verse. 

Lincoln's  personal  library  was  very 
small  but  he  knew  every  book  thorough- 
ly and  they  were  good  books  to  know: 
the  Bible,  Aesop's  Fables,  Robinson  Cru- 
soe, Pilgrim's  Progress,  A  History  of  the 
United  States,  and  Weemses'  Life  of 
Washington. 

And  you  may  expect  little  from  that 
church  home  where  books  are  not  found. 

Publishers  have  book  lists  for  every  age 
of  youth;  there  is  not  an  age  in  the  life 
of  a  child  from  birth  to  college  that  is 
not  provided  for  by  the  book  publishing 
world. 

There  are  books  that  set  my  pulse  go- 
ing lively.  How  good  to  have  and  to  hold 
from  this  day  forward.  To  be  near  that 
sweet  Book  and  not  have  my  heart  beat 
fast  is  beyond  me.  I  love  to  fondle  the 
books  as  if  the  words  could  make  my 
hands  odorous  as  if  they  were  perfumed 
by  jungles  of  roses. 

"We  must,"  said  Quayle,  "face  facts 
bravely.  And  literature  has  this  for  its 
praise,  that  it  has  faced  the  facts,  and  that 
in  its  pages  may  the  face  of  the  world  be 
seen  as  by  clear  sunlight.  A  reading  of 
the  imaginative  literature  of  all  the  ages 
will  show  what  sort  of  a  world  we  have 
had  for  playfellow  and  workfellow." 

Robert  Hoe,  inventor  of  the  Hoe  press, 
became  the  princeliest  buyer  of  books  this 
world  has  known. 

Hoe's  library  was  sold  for  about  two 
millions  of  dollars,  or  more  than      four 


times  the  price  of  the  costliest  library 
hitherto  dispersed — for  instance,  the  Ash- 
burnan  Library,  which  brought  four  hun- 
dred and  fifty  thousand  dollars.  From  the 
Robert  Hoe  library  was  sold  the  vellum 
copy  of  the  Gutenberg  Bible,  which 
brought  fifty  thousand  dollars,  the  top 
price  ever  paid  for  a  book. 

Few  poets  were  more  beloved  than 
Alfred  Tennyson.  His  works  should  be  in 
every  home.  He  made  a  century  memora- 
ble as  England's  greatest  poet  laureate. 

The  man  of  books  has  three  character- 
istics. He  is  a  seer  and  sees  clearly.  He  is 
a  great  heart  and  feels  deeply.  He  is  a 
hero  and  dares  valiantly. 

The  progress  of  the  world  is  due  to  the 
man  with  a  book  in  his  hand. 

Slowly  his  hut  journeyed  toward  the 
mansion,  his  forked  stick  toward  the 
steam  plow,  his  blundering  speech  toward 
the  orator's  eloquence,  his  whistling  notes 
toward  the  deep-toned  organ,  his  reign  of 
force  toward  the  rule  of  right. 

A  host  of  great  authors,  writers  of 
books,  have  come  in  to  give  their  whole 
souls  to  softening  the  lot  of  humanity, 
working  for  the  once  despised  and  unbe- 
friended  classes.  Thus  our  makers  of 
books  have  become  the  very  prophets  of 
God. 

In  our  southland  a  new  era  began  with 
"Uncle  Tom's  Cabin,"  when  a  slave  stood 
forth  as  a  candidate  for  hero  worship. 

Dickens  became  the  knight  errant  of 
each  Oliver  Twist  in  "Fagan's  Den,"  dar- 
ing to  lift  up  his  bowl  and  beg  for  more 
poor-house  soup,  and  society  all  round 
the  world  began  to  hear  the  cry  of  hun- 
gry children. 

Victor  Hugo  in  "Les  Miserables,"  with 
Jean  Valjean  serving  nineteen  years 
in  prison  for  stealing  a  loaf  of  bread  to 
save  his  sister's  seven  orphan  children 
from  starvation;  Jean  Valjean  becoming 
so  hardened  that  he  never  shed  a  tear  for 
nineteen  years,  and  as  incapable  of  weep- 
ing as  a  cold  marble  statue.  Hugo  here 
taught  the  world  that  God  alone  is  equal 
to  that  emergency  called  a  bad  man's 
heart.  The  public  conscience  of  the  world 
declared  that  society  by  its  excess  of  pen- 
alty wrought  a  crime  against  a  citizen, 
that  society  owed  him  work,  that  society 
owed  something  to  his  sister's  orphaned 
children. 

Just  off  the  press  is  a  book  entitled,  "I 
Confess,"  by  Benjamin  Gitlow.  It  is  the 
inside  story  of  communism  in  the  United 
States  of  America. 

In  this  book  Benjamin  Gitlow  gives  the 
world  one  of  the  most  startling,  incredi- 


ble, and  dangerous  confessions  ever  made. 
Here  is  the  inside  secret  story  of  the 
Communist  Party  in  the  United  States,  its 
history  from  the  very  beginning,  its 
methods,  its  aims,  its  relations  with  Mos- 
cow; told  by  one  of  the  founders  of  the 
party,  who  not  only  rose  to  the  highest 
office  in  the  Communist  Party  here,  but 
was  elevated  to  membership  in  the  Exe- 
cutive Committee  of  the  International  in 
Moscow  and  its  Presidium,  and  heard  di- 
rectly from  Stalin  and  aims  of  Russia  in 
the  U.  S.  A. 

"A  thousand  congressional  investiga- 
tions could  not  expose  the  facts  exposed 
in  this  book." — Max  Eastman. 

Mr.  T.  S.  Eliat  has  published  a  brief 
volume  of  four  university  lectures,  every 
sentence  of  which  starts  the  reader  on  an 
exploration  of  fundamental  issues.  He 
deals  with  whether  a  Christian  society 
still  exists  and  will  it  survive? 

He  asks  if  there  is  any  country  which 
has  enough  faith  in  Christianity  to  make 
possible  the  continuance  of  a  Christian 
society.  He  does  not  think  that  the  fu- 
ture for  a  Christian  society  in  America  is 
at  all  promising.  He  thinks  that  we  are 
completely  committed  to  a  neutrality 
towards  Christianity,  both  in  our  agencies 
of  government  and  even  more  complete- 
ly in  our  schools,  and  that  the  latter 
means  that  the  general  knowledge  and 
consciousness  of  Christian  categories  in- 
evitably grow  less  and  less  prevalent 
among  our  people.  To  ignore  Christianity 
is  the  most  effective  form  of  persecution. 

Sir  John  Herschel  said:  "Give  a  man  a 
taste  for  books,  and  the  means  of  gratify- 
ing it,  and  you  can  hardly  fail  of  making 
a  happy  man.  You  place  him  in  contact 
with  the  best  society  in  every  period  of 
history,  with  the  wisest,  the  wittiest,  with 
the  tenderest,  the  bravest,  and  the  purest 
characters  who  have  adorned  humanity. 
You  make  him  a  denizen  of  all  nations,  a 
contemporary  of  all  ages. 

"Snowden's  Sunday  School  Lessons," 
practical  expositions  of  the  Internationa] 
Sunday  School  lessons,  is  possibly  the  best 
annual  Sunday  School  commentary  in  ex- 
istence. In  the  International  Sunday 
School  lessons  uniformity  is  maintained 
by  the  use  of  a  common  title,  a  common 
lesson  text,  a  common  Golden  Text  and 
a  common  devotional  reading.  Uniform 
lessons  date  back  to   1872. 

Herodatus  is  known  as  the  father  of 
history.  Flis  works  are  at  once  the  greatest 
source  of  our  knowledge  of  the  ancient 
world,  the  finest  of  histories  in  time,  is 
still  the  first  in  vivacity,  charm,  and  all 
the  superlative  qualities  of  the  story  tel- 
ler's art. 


The  Church  Walking  With  the  World 


MATILDA  C  EDWARDS 


The  Church  and  the  World  walked  far  apart 

(in   the  changing  shores  of  time, 
The  World  was  singing  a  giddy  song, 

And  the  Church  a  hymn  sublime. 
"Come,   give   me    your   hand,"   said   the   merry 
World, 

"And   walk   with   me  this   way!" 
But  the  good   Church  hid   her  snowy  hands 

And   solemnly   answered,  "Nay, 
I  will  not  give  you  my  hand  at  all, 

And  I  will  not  walk  with  you; 
Your  way  is  the  way  that  leads  to  death; 

Your   words   are   all   untrue." 

"Nay,  walk  with  me  but  a  little  space," 

Said   the   World   with   a   kindly  air; 
"The  road  I  walk  is  a  pleasant  road, 

And  the  sun  shines  always  there; 
Your  path  is  thorny  and  rough  and  rude, 

But  mine   is   broad   and   plain; 
My  way   is  paved  with  flowers  and  dews, 

And   yours   with    tears   and   pain; 
The  sky  to  me  is  always  blue, 

No  want,  no  toil  I  know; 
The  sky  above  you  is  always  dark. 

Y'our  lot  is  a  lot  of  woe; 
There's  room  enough  for  you  and  me 

To  travel  side  by  side." 

Half  shyly  the  Church  approached  the  World 

And  gave  him  her  hand  of  snow; 
And  the  old  World  grasped  it  and  walked  along, 

Saying,  in  accents  low, 
"Your  dress  is  too  simple  to  please  my  taste; 

I  will  give  you  pearls  to  wear, 
Rich  velvets  and  silks  for  your  graceful  form 

And  diamonds  to  deck  your  hair." 
The   Church  looked   down  at  her  plain   white 
robes, 

And  then  at  the  dazzling  World, 
And  blushed  as  she  saw  his  handsome  lip 

With    a    smile    contemptuous    curled. 
"I  will  change  my  dress  for  a  costlier  one," 

Said  the  Church,  with  a  smile  of  grace; 
Then  her  pure   white   garments  drifted   away, 

And  the  World  gave,  in  their  place, 
Beautiful  satins  and  shining  silks, 

Roses  and  gems  and  costly  pearls; 
While  over  her  forehead  her  bright  hair  fell 

Crisped  in  a  thousand  curls. 

"Your  house   is  too  plain,"  said  the  proud  old 
World. 

"I'll   build  you  one  like  mine; 
With  walls  of  marble  and  towers  of  gold, 

And  furniture  ever  so  fine." 
So  he  built  her  a  costly  and  beautiful  house; 

Most  splendid  it  was  to  behold; 
Her  sons  and  her  beautiful  daughters  dwell  there 


Gleaming  in  purple  and  gold; 

Rich   lairs  and  shows   in  the  halls  were  held. 

And  the  World  and  his  children  were  there. 
Laughter  and    music   and    leasts   were   heard 

In  the  place  that  was  meant  for  prayer. 
There   were   cushioned   seats  for  the  rich  and 
the  gay, 

To  sit   in   their  pomp  and   pride; 
But  the  poor  who  were  clad  in  shabby  array, 

Sat  meekly  down   outside. 

"You    give    too    much    to    the    poor,"    .-aid    tip- 
World; 

"Far  more  than  you  ought  to  do; 
If  they  are  in  need  of  shelter  and  food. 

Why  need  it  trouble  you? 
Go.  take  your  money  and  buy  rich  robes, 

Buy  horses  and  carriages  fine; 
Buy  pearls  and  jewels  and  dainty  food, 

Buy  the  rarest  and  costliest  wine; 
My  children,  they  dote  on  all  these  things. 

And  if  you  their  love  would  win. 
You  must  do  as  they  do,  and  walk  in  the  ways 

That  they  are  walking  in." 

So   the   poor  were   turned   from     her     door   in 
scorn. 

And    she    heard    not    the   orphan's    cry; 
But  she  drew  her  beautiful  robes  aside 

As  the  widows  went  weeping  by. 

Then  the  sons  of  the  World  and  the  sons  of  tha 
Church 

Walked  closely  hand  and  heart. 
Ami  only  the  Master,  who  knoweth  all, 

Could  tell  the  two  apart. 
Then    the    Church    sat   down    at    her   case,   and 
said, 

"I  am   rich   and   my   goods   iiuivas    ; 
I  have  need  of  nothing,  or  aught  to  do. 

But  to  laugh,  and  dance,  and  feast." 
The   sly   World   heard,   and   he   laughed    in   hij 
sleeve. 

And  mockingly  said,  aside — 
"The  Church   is  fallen,  the  beautiful  Church; 

And  her  shame  is  her  boast  and  her  pride." 

The  angel  drew  near  to  the  mercy  seat, 

And  whispered  in  sighs  her  name; 
Then  the  loud  anthems  of  rapture  were  hushed, 

And  heads  were  covered  with  shame; 
And  a  voice  was  heard  at  last  by  the  Church 

From  Him  who  sat  on  the  throne, 
"I  know  thy  works,  and  how  thou  hast  said, 

T  am  rich,'  and  hast  not  known 
That  thou  are  naked,  poor  and  blind, 

And  wretched  before  my  face; 
Therefore  from  my  presence  cast  I  thee  out, 

And  blot  thy  name  from  its  place." 
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DEAR  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
Another  season  of  the  year  is  being 
ushered  in  at  this  time  and  I  wonder  if  it 
is  not  the  best  loved  season  of  the  year, 
the  season  when  the  snows  have  disap- 
peared and  the 
birds  begin  to 
wake  us  in  the 
morning  with 
their  song.  The 
I  plant  life  begins 
I   to  come  forth  to 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


smile  at  us.  It  is 
spring,  beautiful 
spring.  Thank 
God  for  spring- 
time! 

With  all  these 
wonderful  bless- 
ings, of  course,  it 
makes  our  boys 
and  girls  feel  just  a  little  drab  when  they 
compare  their  winter  clothing  with  the 
beauty  of  the  flowers  and  they,  too, 
want  to  dress  up  to  correspond  with  the 
springtime.  Isn't  that  all  right?  I  hear 
someone  say,  "Why,  of  course,  it  is  all 
right."  I  read  a  little  story  the  other  day 
which  I  will  relate  to  you.  A  Christian 
man  was  walking  along  the  street  one 
day  behind  a  beautifully  dressed  young 
woman.  He  said  to  himself,  "I  wonder  if 
she  takes  half  as  much  pains  with  her 
heart  as  she  does  with  her  body."  Just 
then  a  poor  old  man  was  coming  up  the 
walk  with  a  loaded  wheelbarrow  and  just 
before  he  reached  them  he  made  two  at- 
tempts to  go  into  the  yard  of  the  house, 
but  the  gate  was  heavy  and  would  swing 
back  before  he  could  get  in.  "Wait,"  she 
said,  "I'll  hold  the  gate,"  and  she  held  the 
gate  until  he  passed  in  and  received  his 
thanks  with  a  pleasant  smile.  "She  de- 
serves beautiful  clothes,"  he  said.  Now  I 
think  so  too,  don't  you?  That  doesn't 
mean  extravagant,  gaudy,  worldly  dress, 
but  clothes  with  the  color  that  is  most 
becoming  and  that  makes  you  feel  the 
spirit  of  springtime. 

Then  I  would  say  something  else  that 
might  help  you.  Remember,  there  are 
some  around  you  who  will  not  be  able  to 
buy  a  spring  dress.  How  about  those  of 
you  who  can  buy,  helping  out  your  friend 
and  making  her  happy  too?  Christmas 
isn't  the  only  time  to  give  gifts.  Give 
them  just  at  the  time  they  are  needed. 

Another  wonderful  thing  about  spring- 
time is  that  it  brings  to  us  Easter,  another 
great  day  on  God's  calendar.  What  a  won- 
derful day!  That  day  when  our  Christ 
burst  the  tomb  asunder  and  came  forth 
triumphant  over  death. 

When  we  think  of  Easter  we  think  of 
life,  then  of  death. 

What  is  life?  What  is  death?  Today  we 


NOTE:  We  are  making  the  April  issue 
carry  our  Easter  material  this  year.  Our  pa- 
per is  published  on  the  15th  each  month  and 
our  March  number  would  have  reached  you 
almost  six  weeks  before  Easter.  The  April 
number  will  reach  you  just  at  the  Easter 
season  and  will  mean  so  much  more  to  you. 
— Editor. 


hear  a  bird  sing  in  the  treetops.  They  tell 
us  that  is  life.  Tomorrow  the  bird  lies 
cold  and  stiff  at  the  root  of  a  tree.  It 
will  sing  its  song  no  more.  They  tell  us 
that  is  death. 

A  beautiful  babe  was  born  in  Bethle- 
hem. It  opened  its  glad  eyes  to  the  light  of 
day  and  smiled  in  the  face  of  its  loving 
mother.  They  tell  us  that  is  life.  The  child 
wanders  from  the  cradle  into  the  sweet 
fairyland  of  youth  and  dreams  among  its 
flowers.  Youth  wakes  into  manhood  and 
He  goes  about  doing  good.  The  women 
approach  the  tomb  and  there  are  tear 
stains  on  their  faces  and  mourning  muf- 
fles mirth.  They  thought  that  was  death, 
and  it  was,  but  today  He  lives  and  loves 
and  lifts. 

From  sinking  sand  He  lifted  me, 
With  tender  hand  He  lifted  me 

From  shades  of  night  to  plains  of  light, 
Oh  praise  the  Lord,  He  lifted  me. 

We  know  that  He  lives  and  that  Jesus 
Christ  is  the  same  yesterday,  today  and 
forever.  How  do  we  know?  Because  we 
see  His  life  all  around  us  at  this  time  of 
the  year.  We  feel  His  living  presence.  We 
know  He  loves  for  we  see  right  before 
our  eyes  continually  signs  of  that  love  and 
we  feel  it  as  it  warms  our  hearts.  We 
know  He  lifts  because  we  have  experi- 
enced that  lifting  power. 


There   are   some   who   have   lost   lovedJ 
ones  during  this  year  who  will  be  look- 
ing for  comfort  through  these  pages  this  I 
month.  We  hope  you  will  not  be  disap- 
pointed,  but  we  are  not  going  to  write  at  i 
length  about  the  Easter  story  or  try  to 
convince  you  that  you  will  see  your  loved 
one  again.  Of  course  we  are  sure  of  that, 
but  our  desire  is  to  help  you  to  "lift  your 
eyes  unto  the  hills  from  whence  cometh 
your  help." 

Of  course  you  are  lonely  and  sad  and 
the  only  way  you  can  find  a  cure  is  just 
what  I  am  going  to  tell  you.  When  my 
little  boy  went  away,  the  first  thing  I 
thought  about  was  how  to  be  sure  to  find 
the  place  to  which  He  had  gone. 

If  you  are  not  a  Christian,  of  course 
there  is  no  other  way  for  you  to  find  that 
place  other  than  through  the  acceptance 
of  the  One  who  has  your  loved  one  in  His 
keeping.  If  you  are  a  Christian,  the  best 
way  to  be  happy  under  the  circumstances 
is  to  make  your  motto  "Service  to 
Others."  Your  sorrows  will  soon  fade 
away  into  joy  by  serving  your  fellowman. 
Try  it. 

A  little  story  came  to  me  recently.  I 
think  it  will  help  me  to  bring  to  you 
the  thought  I  desire  to  bring. 

"There  was  a  mountain  canon  through 
which  ran  a  little  stream  that  gurgled  and 
splashed  and  sang  its  way  over  the  bould- 
ers and  under  the  ferns  down  the  moun- 
tainside, shining  like  a  thread  of  silver 
where  now  and  again  the  sun  reached  it, 
hurrying  on  to  bear  its  tribute  to  the  riv- 
er. Soon  after  it  left  the  mountains,  it 
passed  a  stagnant  pool,  and  the  pool  called 
to  it,  "Whither  away,  little  stream?"  "I 
am  going  to  the  river  to  bear  this  cup 
of  water  God  has  given  to  me."  "Oh!  you 
are  very  foolish  to  do  that;  you  had  bet- 
ter keep  it  for  your  own  use;  you'll  need 
it  before  the  summer  is  over.  It  has  been 
a  backward  spring,  and  we  shall  have  a 
hot  summer  to  pay  for  it — you  will  dry 
up  then."  "Well,"  said  the  little  stream, 
"if  I  am  to  die  so  soon,  I  had  better  work 
while  the  day  lasts.  If  I  am  likely  to  lose 
this  treasure  from  the  heat,  I  had  bet- 
ter do  good  with  it  while  I  have  it."  So 
away  through  the  canon  and  the  pastures, 
and  afterward  through  the  meadows  and 
the  fields  it  helped  to  make  green,  ran 
the  little  stream,  and  everybody  who  saw 
it  smiled,  and  every  one  who  slaked  his 
thirst  at  its  fragrant  side  rejoiced  and 
blest  it.  The  pool  that  had  given  it  ad- 
vice smiled  complacently  at  its  own  su- 
perior foresight  and  held  back  every  cup- 
ful of  water,  not  letting  a  drop  slip  away 
that  it  could  help.  A  little  later  the  hot 
summer  heat  came  down,  and  it  fell  upon 
(Continued  on  page  27) 
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Hugh  Bartram  threw  down  the  letter 
he  had  been  reading,  with  a  snort  of  im- 
patience. "Just  like  old  Bert  to  be  think- 
ing about  nothing  but  his  work.  Four 
hours  with  me,  and  then  away  for  five 
years!  Well,  I  guess  not!" 

He  stared  out  of  the  window  a  minute, 
then  picked  up  the  offending  letter  and 
read  it  again.  It  was  from  his  college 
chum,  Herbert  Ripley.  They  had  been 
inseparable  friends  during  all  their  college 
course,  had  worked  together  and  prayed 
together  in  the  little  gospel  mission  and 
attended  evangelistic  meetings  carried  on 
by  a  group  of  the  students  of  a  great 
university.  Then  Hugh  had  left  the  old 
bunch  behind  and  come  to  one  of  the 
Eastern  states  for  some  special  training 
and  experience  in  a  business  line  before 
taking  up  his  own  chosen  profession. 

Herbert  had  completed  his  medical 
training,  made  a  conspicuous  success  in 
his  hospital  work,  and  was  now  under  ap- 
pointment to  sail  in  about  seven  weeks  for 
his  mission  field  in  Japan.  The  friends  had 
not  seen  each  other  for  nearly  three  years, 
and  a  wave  of  something  very  like  home- 
sickness mingled  with  the  keen  joy  which 
Herbert's  letter  brought. 

Herbert  had  to  come  East  on  a 
matter  of  business,  and  also  wanted  to 
see  some  relatives  before  sailing  to  his  dis- 
tant field.  Everything  had  been  attended 
to  satisfactorily  and  he  had  "kept  the  best 
until  the  last,"  he  wrote  Hugh,  and  that 
"best"  was  to  spend  half  a  day  with  his 
old  friend.  Late  that  evening  he  would 
have  to  take  the  train  for  the  three  or  four 
days'  journey  to  the  Pacific  coast. 

"So  sorry  that  I  cannot  spend  more 
time  with  you,"  he  wrote,  "but  there  are 
a  number  of  things  to  be  done  in  closing 
up  my  affairs  at  home.  Also,  I  must  get 
my  outfit  together  and  get  ready  to  sail, 
for  my  passage  is  all  booked,  and  you 
know  I  am  under  marching  orders  now, 
so  meet  me  at  the  train  and  we  will  have 
a  happy  old  time  together,  and  that  eve- 
ning I  must  start  on  my  first  long  hop 
to  Japan." 

"I  don't  see  why  he  can't  spend  Sunday 
with  me,  but  must  run  off  Saturday  eve- 
ning, just  when  we  might  have  a  long 
beautiful  day  together,"  Hugh  grumbled 
to  himself.  "Well,  I  think  he  will  stay. 
He  has  just  got  to." 


The  next  day  Hugh  was  at  the  station 
fifteen  minutes  before  time,  and  when 
Herbert  finally  stepped  from  the  train,  he 
was  greeted  with  a  smile  and  a  grip  of  the 
hand  that  he  declared  he  would  take  with 
him  across  the  sea. 

Herbert  Ripley  had  never  been  so  far 
East  before,  and  many  things  of  interest 
Hugh  had  picked  out  to  show  him  in  that 
one  afternoon.  But  best  of  all  was  the 
chance  to  talk  over  together  their  life 
plans  and  purposes,  what  they  had  been 
doing  and  were  going  to  do.     From  the 

FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God's  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody- 
goody/'  and  appear  "pious**  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ   at   the  center. 
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first  five  minutes  after  they  met,  Hugh 
had  insisted  that  his  friend  was  to  spend 
the  next  day,  Sunday,  with  him.  He  had  a 
nice  boarding  room  and  they  could  have  a 
whole  day  together.  Hugh  particularly 
wished  Herbert  to  hear  his  pastor,  a 
strong,  attractive  speaker  and  one  of  the 
outstanding  leaders  in  the  conservative 
wing  of  his  great  denomination. 

But  to  all  his  pleading  Herbert  had  just 
one  answer,  "Hugh,  I  cannot.  I  am  sor- 
ry. I  would  truly  like  to,  but  there  is  so 
much  to  do  when  I  get  back  to  the  coast 
I  don't  know  how  I  shall  ever  finish  ev- 
erything up  now." 

From  time  to  time  during  the  afternoon 
the  question  would  come  up,  but  always 
meet  the  same  answer.  Herbert  had  his 
schedule  all  planned,  but  for  some  curious 
reason  he  had  not  purchased  his  ticket, 
thinking  possibly  to  stop  over  and  spend 
his  Sunday  with  an  aunt  before  beginning 
his  real  journey  to  the  coast.  Finally  they 
were  on  their  way  to  the  station,  Hugh 
still  protesting,  when  Herbert  suddenly 
stopped. 

"Hugh,  old  chap,  I  will  stay.  I     have 


come  more  than  half  way  across  the  con- 
tinent to  see  you  about  as  much  as  any- 
thing, and  it  will  be  years  until  we  meet 
again.  I  guess  a  few  hours  will  not  make 
so  very  much  difference,  and  Monday 
morning  is  a  better  time  to  start  on  a 
journey  than  Saturday  night.  It  will 
shorten  my  time  with  my  aunt  a  little, 
but  that  is  all." 

Late  that  evening  in  the  cozy  quiet- 
ness of  Hugh's  room  was  a  time  for  deep- 
er confidences. 

"How  about  Vera,  Bert?  You  have  not 
mentioned  her  once  this  afternoon.  Aren't 
you  going  to  take  her  with  you  to  Japan?" 

Herbert  smiled  a  slow,  quiet  smile  and 
did  not  answer  for  a  minute. 

"Hugh,  that  is  one  of  the  puzzles  of 
my  life." 

"They  all  are.  But  what's  the  puzzle 
here?  Vera,  or  how  you  are  going  to  per- 
suade her  to  accompany  your  little  expe- 
dition to  a  foreign  land?" 

He  chuckled  as  he  spoke  the  words,  but 
one  look  at  the  serious  face  of  his  friend 
and  his  own  face  grew  sober  and  more 
sympathetic  and  he  said,  "What  is  the 
trouble,  old  boy?  Tell  me  all  about  it." 

Nothing  loath  to  share  his  problem 
with  another,  Herbert  told  of  the  curious 
situation  in  which  he  found  himself.  Vera 
had  been  the  one  girl  with  him  for  the 
past  three  or  four  years.  She  seemed  to  be 
a  true  Christian  and  a  genuine  sympathy 
with  the  aims  and  ideals  that  were  domi- 
nating Herbert's  life,  but  he  never  could 
tell  whether  it  was  a  weakness  in  her  or 
through  strong  influence  on  the  part  of 
her  family,  there  was  always  some  diffi- 
culty or  misunderstanding  coming  up  be- 
tween them. 

"I  don't  want  to  misjudge  Vera,  you 
know,  for  I  do  think  a  lot  of  her,  but  I 
am  afraid  there  is  still  a  strong  'hanker- 
ing after  the  world'  in  her  life.  Most  of 
our  differences  have  been  in  regard  to 
some  of  the  work  in  the  little  gospel 
mission.  She  does  not  like  me  in  that  sort 
of  thing,  would  much  rather  I  were  at- 
tending matinees  or  teas  with  her  and  her 
friends.  You  know  they  have  some  money 
and  are  in  society  quite  a  lot.  I  have 
prayed  and  prayed  about  the  thing  and 
prayed  for  her,  but  when  I  got  my  ap- 
pointment to  the  foreign  field  I  had  a 
good  frank  talk  with  her  about  it  and  she 
told  me  once  and  for  all  that  she  would 
never  consent  to  be  the  wife  of  a  mission- 
ary, not  even  a  missionary  doctor.  So 
that's  the  end  of  that." 

"But  where's  the  puzzle,  Bert?  There 
is  no  puzzle  about  that.  She  is  not  the 
girl  for  you,  that  is  plain.  There  are  lots 
of  other  nice  girls.  I  would  not  give  Vera 
another  thought.  Of  course,"  he  added 
after  a  moment,  "I  know  that  is  easier  said 
than  done.  It  is  pretty  hard  on  a  fellow 
when  he  has  had  no  thought  of  anyone 
else  but  one  girl  all  these  years." 
(Continued   on   page    31) 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    1 
The  Resurrection  of  Jesus 

"Now  is  Christ  risen  from  the 
dead,"  1  Cor.  15:20.  Why  do  we  have 
Easter?  Because  Jesus  rose  from  the  dead. 
Before  Jesus  was  crucified  He  told  them 
He  would  rise  again  in  three  days.  They 
laid  His  body  in  the  tomb  and  rolled  a 
great  stone  before  the  opening  of  the 
cave. 

They  placed  Pilate's  seal  upon  the 
stone.  It  was  a  death  penalty  for  anyone 
to  break  this  seal.  Then  came  a  guard  of 
soldiers  to  watch  the  grave  to  see  that 
the  disciples  did  not  steal  His  body.  After 
all  this  was  done  they  felt  sure  that  it 
was  impossible  for  Him  to  come  forth 
as  He  had  said. 

Although  the  soldiers  were  watching 
the  grave  day  and  night,  an  angel  from 
heaven  came  on  the  scene.  He  did  not 
pay  any  attention  to  Pilate's  seal  or  the 
Roman  soldiers  but  rolled  the  great  stone 
away.  Then  Jesus  rose  up  and  laid  aside 
the  linen  clothes  and  came  out  of  the 
grave.  He  is  alive  now  and  forevermore. 

Very  early  in  the  morning  Mary  Mag- 
dalene and  the  other  women  came  with 
their  sweet  spices  to  embalm  the  body  of 
Jesus.  They  wondered  who  would  roll 
away  the  stone  and  what  the  soldiers 
would  say  to  them.  As  they  drew  near 
their  hearts  rejoiced  when  they  saw  the 
stone  was  taken  away  and  an  angel,  "with 
countenance  like  lightning  and  raiment 
white  as  snow,"  greeted  them  and  told 
them  Jesus  had  risen  as  Lie  said.  With 
great  joy  they  rushed  from  the  tomb  to 
spread  the  good  tidings  of  a  risen  Savior. 

May  the  little  boys  and  girls  who  read 
this  give  their  hearts  to  the  One  who  died 
for  them  and  rose  again. 
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Questions, 
What  day  do  we  celebrate  in  memory 
of  the  resurrection?  Easter.  Who  guarded 
the  body  of  Jesus  while  He  lay  in  the 
tomb?  Roman  soldiers.  Who  rolled  away 
the  stone?  An  angel  from  heaven. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   2 
In  the  Garden  of  Gethsemane 

Mark  14:32-72;   15:1-37 

The  last  night  Jesus  spent  on  earth  He 
and  His  disciples  went  to  a  garden  called 
Gethsemane  to  pray.  He  took  Peter, 
James  and  John  with  Him  into  the  gar- 
den. He  said  to  them,  "Sit  here  while  I 
shall  pray."  Jesus  went  on  a  little  farther 
alone  and  fell  on  His  face  and  prayed 
to  His  Father,  that  if  it  were  possible  that 
He  might  be  spared  this  terrible  suffer- 
ing, which  He  knew  was  drawing  near, 
and  said,  "Nevertheless  not  as  I  will  but 
as  thou  wilt."  His  sorrow  was  very  great, 
because  He  was  bearing  the  sins  of  the 
world. 

Three  times  Jesus  went  away  and 
prayed.  Each  time  He  returned  He  found 
His  disciples  sleeping.  The  last  time  He 
came  back  He  said  to  them,  "Rise,  let  us 
be  going,"  for  He  knew  the  time  had 
come  when  He  would  be  taken  away  by 
His  enemies  and  Judas  would  betray  Him. 

You  would  think  everybody  in  the 
world  would  love  Jesus,  but  there  were 
wicked  men  who  hated  Him  and  planned 
to  take  His  beautiful  life,  which  was 
making  the  world  glad.  When  Pilate  gave 
Jesus  to  the  soldiers  they  led  Him  away 
to  Calvary.  Jesus  was  nailed  to  the  cross 
soon  after  nine  o'clock  Friday  morning. 
The  world  grew  dark  in  the  middle  of  the 
day  and  remained  this  way  until  three 
o'clock.  The  people  were  frightened.  The 
first  words  Jesus  spoke  on  the  cross  were, 
"Father  forgive  them,  they  know  not 
what  they  do."  At  last  Jesus  said,  "It  is 
finished,"  and  His  Spirit  went  to  be  with 
God.  By  His  life  and  His  death  He  showed 
His  great  love  for  us. 

Qitestions 

What  three  disciples  did  Jesus  take  with 
with  Him  to  the  garden  of  Gethsemane? 
Peter,  James  and  John.  How  many  times 
did  Jesus  go  away  to  pray?  Three  times. 
Did  everybody  in  the  world  like  Jesus? 
No.  What  day  was  Jesus  crucified?  Fri- 
day? What  was  Jesus'  first  words  on  the 
cross?  "Father  forgive  them,  they  know 
not  what  they  do." 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
Naboth's  Vineyard 

1   Kings  21 
King  Ahab's  home  was  in  Samaria.  He 
had  a  palace  in  Jezreel  and  near  this  place 
was  a  beautiful  vineyard  owned  by  Na- 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

both.  The  king  wished  to  own  this  vine- 
yard and  told  Naboth  he  would  give  him 
one  in  the  place  of  it  or  pay  him  the 
worth  of  it  in  money.  Naboth  told  him 
that  as  it  had  been  in  possession  of  his 
father's  family  for  many  generations,  that 
he  was  not  willing  to  part  with  it. 

This  refusal  made  Ahab  very  angry. 
Jezebel,  his  wife,  seeing  his  distress  asked 
him  what  was  troubling  him.  He  told 
her  he  wanted  Naboth's  vineyard,  had  of- 
fered to  buy  or  give  another  one  in  place 
of  it,  and  he  would  not  accept  his  offer 
on  any  terms. 

Jezebel  was  very  indignant  at  this  an- 
swer and  asked  him  if  he  was  ruler  over 
the  kingdom  of  Israel.  She  told  him  to 
eat;  let  his  heart  be  merry  that  she  would 
give  him  the  vineyard.  In  order  to  accom- 
plish this  wicked  deed  the  queen  wrote 
a  letter  in  Ahab's  name  and  signed  it  with 
the  king's  seal.  And  in  the  letter  she 
wrote,  "Proclaim  a  fast,  and  set  Naboth 
on  high  among  the  people:  And  set  two 
men,  sons  of  Belial,  before  him,  to  bear 
witness  against  him,  saying,  Thou  didst 
blaspheme  God  and  the  king.  And  then 
carry  him  out,  and  stone  him,  that  he 
may  die."  The  men  in  authority  did  as 
she  commanded  and  Jezebel  was  very 
happy  when  they  brought  the  news  to  her 
that  Naboth  was  dead.  She  told  Ahab 
that  he  could  now  go  and  take  possession 
of  the  vineyard.  When  he  came  to  the 
place  he  met  Elijah,  a  prophet  of  the 
Lord,  who  told  him  that,  "In  the  place 
where  dogs  licked  the  blood  of  Naboth 
shall  dogs  lick  thou  blood,  even  thine." 
And  the  same  fate  awaited  the  wicked 
Jezebel.  Beware  of  covetousness. 
Questions 

Where  did  Ahab  live?  In  Samaria.  Was 
he  a  good  king?  No,  he  was  very  wicked. 
Who  was  his  wife?  Jezebel.  How  did 
Ahab  get  possession  of  Naboth's  vine- 
yard? Jezebel  had  Naboth  killed. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  4 
Telling  the  Good  News  of  Salvation 

"Go  ye  into  all  the  world,  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  every  creature,"  Mark  16:15. 

Jesus  had  to  return  to  His  Father  in 
heaven.  He  wanted  His  work  to  go  on, 
so  planned  that  His  followers  should 
preach  this  gospel  to  every  creature. 

Even  little  boys  and  girls  can  have  a 
part  in  helping  to  spread  the  gospel  news. 
How  can  you  help  others?  By  letting  your 
daily  life  count  for  Jesus. 

Have  you  ever  noticed  a  little  Chris- 
tian girl?  We  see  her  in  the  home  so  kind, 
loving  and  gentle.  She  is  obedient  to  her 
parents.  You  don't  hear  her  quarreling, 
snapping  around.  She  is  always  ready  to 
help  mother  in  the  little  home  duties.  She 
likes  to  go  to  Sunday  School;  the  Junior 
Y.  P.  E.  You  can  tell  a  difference  in  her 
and  other  girls  in  the  schoolroom.  She 
obeys  her  teacher,  does  not  want  to  have 
her  own  way  about  everything. 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Easter 

By  Helen  M.  Smartt 

"Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 
Jesus  loves  us  all,  you  see, 
And  this  day  is  one  of  joy, 
For  each  little  girl  and  boy, 
A  happy  Easter  day! 

"Little  ones  to  Him  belong" 
So  we  come  with  verse  and  song, 
To  tell  the  people  near  and  far, 
How  glad  all  we  children  are, 
This  happy  Easter  day! 

HUGH'S  EASTER  OFFERING 

When  Miss  Cullen  spoke  to  her  Sunday 
School  class  about  their  Easter  offering, 
she  said,  "You  know  we  are  trying  to 
pay  the  debt  on  our  church,  and  we 
must  try  to  have  a  large  offering  for  our 
class.  But  I  want  what  each  of  you  gives 
to  be  the  result  of  some  self-denial  or 
something  which  you  have  earned  your- 
self." 

They  were  talking  it  over  a  few  days 
later  when  they  met  to  play  in  the  car- 
riage house  at  Otto  Lane's  home. 

"I'm  going  to  save  nearly  all  the  spend- 
ing money  that  grandpa  gives  me,"  said 
Bill  Miller. 

Otto  said,  "I  am  going  to  save  most 
of  my  spending  money,  too." 

Another  boy  said,  "Mother  is  going  to 
pay  me  to  keep  the  back  yard  in  order." 

Hugh  Allen  thought  that  he  was  the 
only  one  who  had  not  some  plan  in  view, 
bxit  as  he  was  going  home  from  Otto's  he 
found  that  he  was  not.  Will  Brent  was 
walking  his  way. 

He  asked,  "What  are  you  going  to  do 
for  the  offering,  Hugh?  I  don't  believe 
that  I  can  have  one.  I  never  have  any 
spending  money,  and  I  know  the  folks 
at  home  can't  afford  to  pay  me  for  work- 
ing about  the  place." 

"I  don't  know  yet,"  replied  Hugh. 
Hugh  did  not  know  any  better  during  the 
days  that  followed.  Since  the  death  of 
his  father,  two  years  before,  money  had 
not  been  plentiful  at  his  home. 

"I  just  guess  that  I'll  have  to  give  up 
the  thought  of  helping,"  he  thought. 
"I've  been  to  ever  so  many  stores  to  see 
if  I  could  run  errands  for  them  or  some- 
thing, but  no  one  wants  me.  I'll  not  say 
anything  about  it  to  mother;  it'll  only 
worry  her." 

At  Sunday  School  next  Sunday  all  the 
boys  were  eager  to  tell  Miss  Cullen  what 
a  splendid  offering  they  expected  to  have 
— all  except  Hugh  and  Will  Brent. 

"I  believe  I'll  try  some  more  stores  to 
see  if  they  want  an  errand-boy,"  thought 
Hugh  that  week.  He  did  so,  but  without 
success. 

He  was  walking  home  the  next  Satur- 


day morning  from  an  errand  for  his 
mother.  As  he  was  going  along  High 
Street,  a  florist's  wagon,  filled  with 
plants,  was  just  stopping  in  front  of  a 
large  house.  The  driver  jumped  down. 

"Here,  sonny,"  he  called  out,  "don't 
you  want  to  earn  a  bit  of  money?  Come 
and  help  me  carry  these  plants  into  this 
house." 

"Yes.  I'll  help  you." 

"You  begin  with  the  small  pots.  Be 
careful  not  to  beak  any."  When  the 
plants  had  been  carried  to  a  conservatory 
at  the  rear  of  the  house,  and  arranged 
on  shelves  awaiting  them,  the  man  said, 
"You  work  very  well.  How  old  are  you?" 

"Eleven,"  answered  Hugh. 

"You  are  pretty  stout  for  your  age. 
Now  1  want  a  boy  to  help  me  about  my 
greenhouses  an  hour  or  so  every  day.  The 
boy  I  had  has  moved  away.  I  suppose  you 
go  to  school?  Well,  you  can  come  after 
it  is  out.  I'll  pay  you  a  fair  price.  You 
ask  your  mother  about  it." 

"My  mother  will  let  me,  I  know,"  he 
answered. 

"All  right." 

"I'll  have  as  big  an  offering  as  any 
one,"  he  reflected. 

One  afternoon  he  met  Will  Brent.  "I'll 
have  a  fine  offering,"  he  said  proudly. 
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"I'll  not  have  a  cent,"  said  Will  gloom- 
ingly.  "I  can't  find  anything  to  do." 

"That's  too  bad,"  returned  Hugh,  as 
he  ran  on. 

Somehow  he  could  not  help  thinking 
about  Will  all  the  time  he  was  at  work. 
An  idea  came  to  his  mind. 

"But,  of  course,  I  can't  do  it.  I  want 
a  big  offering — I  want  as  big  a  one  as  the 
others  have." 

He  met  Will  the  next  day.  "See  here, 
Will,  how  would  you  like  to  help  me, 
and  we'll  share  the  money?  You  will  have 
a  good  little  bit  by  Easter.  There  are  four 
weeks  yet.  I  know  the  florist  will  be  wil- 
ling; he's  an  awfully  nice  man." 

"Oh,  Hugh!  May  I?" 

"Come  on  with  me,  now,"  returned 
Hugh.  When,  on  Easter  day,  Miss  Cullen 
said,  "I  am  proud  of  my  boys,"  Hugh 
felt  very  happy.  His  offering  was  not  as 
large  as  some  of  the  others,  but  Miss  Cul- 
len had  said,  "You  have  all  done  your  best 
and  it  makes  no  difference  that  some  of 
you  have  less  than  the  others." 

"I  am  glad  I  did  it,"  thought  Hugh. 
"Will  is  happy!  It  would  have  been 
dreadful  if  he  hadn't  any." — By  LLmily  S. 
Windsor,  in  The  Herald  and  Presbyter. 

The  Kingbird  and  the  Warblers 

Editha  lay  quite  still  and  gazed  dream- 
ily up  at  the  ceiling.  There  was  a  happy 
light  in  her  eyes  and  a  bright  smile 
around  the  corners  of  her  mouth,  for  her 
thoughts  on  this  particular  morning  were 
exceptionally  pleasant   thoughts. 

Editha  was  not  thinking  of  herself. 
Oh,  no!  Pier  thoughts  were  not  the  least 
bit  selfish.  She  was  thinking  entirely 
about  other  people,  and  the  things  which 
she  would  do  to  make  them  happy. 

Downstairs  she  could  hear  her  mother 
getting  breakfast.  Poor  mother!  She  must 
be  very  tired,  for  she  had  been  up  nearly 
all  night  with  baby  Walter. 

Editha  knew  just  what  she  was  going 
to  do  for  mother.  Some  day  she  would  be 
earning  money  of  her  own.  Then,  she 
would  build  a  house  for  mother — a  won- 
derful, new,  modern  house.  In  it  she 
would  put  every  electrical  convenience 
of  which  anyone  had  ever  heard.  Mother 
would  never  have  to  work  hard  any  more. 
She  could  just  sit  still  and  press  the  elec- 
tric buttons.  Little  thrills  of  pleasure  ran 
up  and  down  Editha's  spine  as  she  thought 
of  how  happy  mother  would  be. 

Editha's  thoughts  were  disturbed  by 
a  movement  near  her  bed.  Violet  was 
placing  her  clothes  close  beside  her  so 
that  it  would  be  easy  for  her  to  reach 
them. 

Dear  little  Violet!  How  kind  she  was 
to  everybody.  Already  she  had  slipped  in- 
to her  clothes.  Soon  she  would  be  down- 
stairs, helping  mother  with  the  breakfast. 

Editha  wondered  what  she  could  do 
for  Violet.  It  ought  to  be  something  es- 
pecially nice.  While  she  was  slowly  slip- 
( Continued  on  page  30) 


[Page  6] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  BEAUTIFUL  GARDEN 

William  Wileman 

"In  the  place  where  He  was  crucified 
there  was  a  garden;  .  .  .  there  laid  they 
Jesus,"  John  19:41,  42. 

In  Eden  there  was  a  garden;  therein 
occurred  the  fall  of  man.  At  the  foot  of 
the  Mount  of  Olives  there  is  a  garden; 
therein  the  Lord  went  through  His  agony. 
At  Golgotha  there  was  a  garden;  in  it 
Jesus  rested,  and  in  it  also  burst  the  bonds 
of  death  as  Almighty  Victor. 

From  that  day  to  our  own,  our  loved 
ones  are  laid  to  sleep  in  a  garden.  It  is 
well,  it  is  beautiful.  We  plant  the  lily,  the 
daisy,  the  violet;  we  dew  them  with  tears, 
we  remove  the  budding  thistle.  We  stand 
at  the  open  grave  and  speak 
of  Him  who  slept  in  a  gar- 
den. We  tell  the  sorrowers 
that  "them  also  which  sleep 
in  Jesus  will  God  bring  with 
him."  In  winter  the  heav- 
ens send  down  a  white  cov- 
erlet and  spread  it  over  the 
bed  in  which  a  believer  is 
sleeping. 

And  there  is  always  a  gar- 
den, earlier  or  later,  in  the 
place  of  pain,  travail,  sor- 
row, bereavement,  grief, 
death.  The  mother  forgets 
her  sorrow  in  the  loveliness 
of  the  babe.  You  and  I  have 
never  had  one  of  life's  sad 
experiences  but  God  our 
Father  made  it  a  garden  to 
us.  The  wilderness  became 
an  Eden;  the  desert  blos- 
somed as  the  rose.  If  Eden 
clothed  the  way  with  thorns, 
Calvary  has  clothed  every 
thorn  with  fragrant  blos- 
soms. 

The  place  of  martyrdom 
is  always  holy  ground.  Many 
times  I  have  admired  the 
sheets  of  cherry  blossoms  at 
Coventry  shining  where  the 
martyrs  were  burned.  Their 
blood  and  ashes  fertilized 
the  soil,  and  made  the  spot 
a  joyful  and  fruitful  gar- 
den. "Precious  in  the  sight 
of  the  Lord  is  the  death  of 
his  saints."  And  very  pre- 
cious in  the  hearts  of  His 
saints  is  the  death  of  their 
Lord.  The  place  of  suffering 
always  becomes  a  garden, 
full  of  fragrant  spices.  Here- 
in grow  humility,  godly 
sorrow,  repentance,  submis- 
sion,     patience,     obedience, 


and  love,  seven  sweet  graces.  Who  can 
thus  suffer,  and  not  love  the  Sufferer? 

Cannot  you  bear  your  testimony  that 
if  the  first  garden  has  brought  you  sor- 
row, your  sorrow  has  led  you  through 
the  second  garden  into  the  third?  If  Eden 
has  yielded  thorns  and  thistles,  has  not 
Gethsemane  bought  forth  sweet  spices, 
and  Golgotha  abundant  fruit?  Surely  it 
was  infinite  wisdom  to  bring  redemption 
to  pass  through  the  sins  of  Adam,  and 
the  incarnation  through  the  sorrow  of 
Eve! 

It  was  disobedience  that  closed  Eden; 
it  was  obedience  that  led  Jesus  into  Geth- 
semane; and  Golgotha  works  the  obedi- 
ence  of   faith    and   grateful   love   in   the 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee,  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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THE  NARROW  WAY 

George  Eplin 

Help  me,  dear  Lord,  I  cannot  tvin  alone, 

Thy  guiding  hand,  Thy  love  I  need  each  day. 

The  Pathivay,  here  'tis  steep,  I  must  not  slip; 
Please  guide  my  feet  this  solitary  way. 

The  narrow  path?  There's  ample  room  for  two, 
I  cannot  walk  alone,  hold  Thou  my  hand. 

The  darkest  night  gives  place  to  morning  dawn 
When  Thou  art  near,  I  fear  no  sinking  sand. 

Cleanse  Thou  my  heart  from  every  secret  fault, 
Help  me  to  love  my  brother  lost  in  sin. 

Help  me  be  true,  create  a  deeper  love 
For  One  who  bled  for  other  souls  to  win. 

— The  Young  People's  Journal 


soul  of  every  ransomed  sinner. 

May  my  daily  life  be  an  experience  of 
the  three  gardens.  A  knowledge  of  sin;  a 
holy  love  to  the  Sin-bearer;  and  the  power 
of  His  resurrection  to  set  my  affection 
on  things  above,  where  Jesus  lives. — 
Wimbledon,  England. 

The  Coming  Rapture 

John  Smith 

N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn. 
First,  let  us  see  what  the  term  "rap- 
ture" means.  It  means  to  be  caught  up  or 
away.  It  happens  when  Christ  comes  after 
His  Bride.  St.  John  14:2-3,  "In  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions:  if  it 
were  not  so,  I  would  have 
told  you.  I  go  to  prepare  a 
place  for  you.  And  if  I  go 
and  prepare  a  place  for  you, 
I  will  come  again,  and  re- 
ceive you  unto  myself;  that 
where  I  am,  there  ye  may  be 
also." 

The  Apostle  Paul  says  in 
1  Cor.  15:H-53.  "Behold, 
I  shew  you  a  mystery;  We 
shall  not  all  sleep,  but  we 
shall  all  be  changed,  In  a 
moment,  in  the  twinkling 
of  an  eye,  at  the  last  trump: 
for  the  trumpet  shall  sound, 
and  the  dead  shall  be  raised 
incorruptible,  and  we  shall 
be  changed.  For  this  corrup- 
tible must  put  on  incorrup- 
tion,  and  this  mortal  must 
put  on  immortality." 

Such  an  event  as  this 
should  not  be  thought  in- 
credible, because  both 
Enoch  and  Elijah  were 
caught  up  into  the  heavens 
without  even  experiencing 
the  sting  of  death. 

Dear  saints,  let  us  as  chil- 
dren of  God  be  much  in 
prayer,  ever  longing  and 
watching  for  His  appearing. 
Christ  is  coming  for  a  peo- 
ple not  having  spot  or  wrin- 
kle and  without  blemish. 
Christ  is  pleased  only  with 
a  people  who  will  surrender 
their  whole  life  to  Him,  and 
He  wants  His  people  to  be 
dead  to  the  world  and  alive 
in  Him. 

Behold,  the  enemy  of  our 
soul  is  putting  up  his  final 
struggle  to  lead  us  into  cap- 
tivity.    But  thanks     be  to 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Home  Treatment  of  World 
Problems 

Margaret  Conn  Rhoads 

Lois  had  been  a  girl  who  could  handle 
several  activities,  as  well  as  get  her  les- 
sons in  college,  so  I  was  sure  she  would 
be  doing  much  in  her  home.  Now  that 
she  had  a  goodly  sized  family  I  was  anx- 
ious to  hear  if  she  continued  to 
keep  outdoor  interests  along  with 
her  busy  home  duties.  It  was 
with  unusual  pleasure  that  I 
looked  forward  to  a  stop-over 
visit  with  her. 


through  practice,  learned  to  covet  peace 
and  fairness.  When  a  quarrel  arises  on  the 
playgrounds  in  our  yard  I  don't  treat  the 
matter  too  lightly.  I  see  to  it  that  the 
children  on  both  sides  of  the  argument 
think  fairly  and  decide  on  a  fair  solution. 
I  aim  to  instill  into  the  consciousness 
of  each  child  a  fair-thinking  attitude  of 
mind  that  will  make  him  see  and  under- 
stand both  sides.  When  Johnny  is  asked 
to  share  his  new  wagon  for  a  few  rides 
I  want  him  quickly  to  grasp  the  kindliness 
of  graciously  doing  this  and  the  fact  that 
some  day  he  will  be  asking  this  playmate 
to  share  some  of  his  new  toys.  When  a 
wrangle  over  a  ball  game  occurs  I  want 
my  children  to  be  fair  enough  to  go  into 
a  discussion  of  the  matter,  keeping  calm 
and  weighing  all  sides  impartially.  I  teach 


A  COUNTRY  ROAD 
Mrs.  Carrie  McCregor 


"Yes,"  she  answered  my  query, 
"I  do  have  a  great  interest  in 
world  affairs  even  though  I  am 
closely  held  to  one  spot  most  of 
the  time.  I  am  working  strenu- 
ously and  zealously  for  world 
peace  every  day  of  my  life." 

large  household  with  Lois  as  not 
only  the  guiding  hand  but  the 
housekeeper  and  the  manager  as 
well.  Where  could  she  find  time 
to  spend  on  a  huge  world  prob- 
lem as  far-reaching  as  world 
peace?  Where  did  she  get  the 
time  to  make  a  study  of  all  this 
problem  involved?  I  urged  her 
to  explain  in  detail. 

"Oh,  I  see  you  are  picturing 
me  studying  all  the  intricacies  of 
international  relations,  racial 
habits  and  standards,  locality  dif- 
ficulties and  varying  laws  govern- 
ing different  nations.  Well,  that  is  a 
far  cry  from  my  efforts  in  trying  to  work 
for  world  peace.  You  may  belittle  my 
efforts  when  you  know  what  I  am  really 
concentrating  my  attention  on,  but  to 
me  it  seems  a  wise  beginning  in  bringing 
about  a  future  generation  who  can  visual- 
ize a  world  in  some  degree  of  comfortable 
harmony. 

"I  believe  that  all  problems  of  this  kind 
originate  in  the  home  and  that  there  is 
where  we  all  should  begin  to  start  our 
reform.  The  small  child  who  is  taught  to 
live  in  harmony  with  his  child  playmates 
will  grow  into  the  adult  who  will  have, 


I  know  a  road  that  winds  its  way  across  the  distant 
hills, 

Past  sleepy  nooks  and  leafy  dells  and  laughing  mur- 
muring rills; 

A  rustic  bridge  spans  laughing  brook  where  fish  dart 
to  and  fro 

Mid  rushes  tall  and  grasses  green  where  wild  sweet 
violets  grow. 

This  road  leads  on  and  up  a  hill  past  forests  green 
and  cool, 

Past  meadows  lush  where  cattle  stand  knee  deep  in 
marshy  pool; 

And  on  through  sunshine  warm  and  kind  where  but- 
terflies flit  and  play, 

Across  the  hills  and  dales  and  plains  and  ever  on 
away. 


country  the  strange  child  has  come  from 
and  we  go  into  a  study  of  this  country  in 
our  home  to  more  carefully  understand 
this  child's  viewpoint. 

"We  stress  the  injunctions  of  the  Bible 
as  to  brotherly  love,  showing  how  that 
command  applies  to  all  peoples.  When  we 
study  history  we  teach  a  willingness  on 
the  part  of  our  children  to  admire  other 
nations  for  their  progress  and  ideals. 
While  we  stress  loyalty  to  our  own  land 
we  point  out  definitely  that  all  the  world 
is  striving  to  become  closer  minded,  in- 
telligently allied,  and  with  the  good  of  all 
humankind  at  heart. 

"Neighbors  and  nations  are  not  such  a 
cry  apart.  The  child  who  dwells  in  har- 
mony in  early  days  will  abhor  the 
thoughts  of  war  as  a  means  of  settling 
affairs. 

Daily  fairness  in  small  matters  will 
lead  the  child  to  a  habit-forming  way  of 
looking  calmly  into  disputes  and  differ- 
ences and  intelligently  studying  things 
out  before  demanding  rights  he  may  not 
possess.  So  you  see  I  feel  strongly  that  I 
have  a  problem  here  in  my  home, 
my  immediate  neighborhood,  and 
my  town  that  is  worthy  of  seri- 
ous, daily  attention.  It  will  be 
from  the  teachings  of  the 
mothers  of  today  that  the  com- 
ing generations  will  learn  to  cov- 
et peace  and  work  for  it,  and 
I  for  one  am  at  the  job  right 
now." 


No  traffic  mars  this  road  of  mine  'tis  but  a  country 

road, 
I  seek  its  beauty  day  by  day  in  an  adventurous  mood, 
I  seek  for  nature's  woodsy  folks  where'er  my  feet 

may  roam, 
I  follow  on  and  find  the  road  leads  back  to  home 

sweet  home. 


implicit  rights  of  people  for  their  own 
property,  at  the  same  time  showing  the 
children  their  advantage  if  they  make 
that  property  (if  it  happens  to  be  theirs) 
a  benefit  to  all. 

"With  the  constant  contact  of  foreign 
children  that  almost  every  American 
school  playground  affords,  I  teach  my 
children  to  look  for  the  unusual  and  the 
good  in  each  strange  child.  When  they 
sense  that  to  these  small  playmates  they 
are  standing  as  American  citizens  and  that 
these  little  foreigners  have  come  to  this 
country  to  make  it  their  home,  they  feel 
a  direct  responsibility  and  pride  in  living 
up  to  the  best  American  ideal  they  know. 
I  encourage  them  to  find  out  about  the 


I  was  impressed  and  thrilled  at 
the  earnestness  of  this  diligent 
mother.  I  tried  to  visualize  every 
mother  in  the  land  with  just  such 
a  program.  Peace  in  the  home, 
peace  on  the  playground,  peace 
in  public  relationship,  indeed 
peace  in  the  heart  of  every  child. 
And  more  even  than  that —  a  de- 
termined desire  to  be  fair  and 
farseeing  enough  to  know  that 
the  quarrel  on  the  vacant  lot 
playground  settled  in  the  big 
bully  way  is  only  the  forerunner 
of  the  wrong  way  of  settling 
graver  matters  in  life. — Mothers 
Golden  Now. 


Dependability 

Cecil  Noel 

"I  had  to  leave  the  children,"  said  a 
woman  to  me  one  day,  "and  I'm  sure 
they'll  get  into  mischief  while  I'm  away." 

"I  hope  you  didn't  tell  them  that,"  I 
remarked. 

"Oh  yes,  I  did,"  she  replied.  "I  told 
them  I  was  sure  they'd  be  up  to  some  sort 
of  mischief,  and  also,  that  they  would  get 
a  good  scolding  for  it  when  I  got  back." 

"I  wish  you  hadn't  said  that  to  them," 

I    answered.    "You    know,    we    generally 

get  just  what  we  expect  in  life.  If  you 

expect   your   children   to   be  naughty  in 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

{Used  by  permission  of  Zondervan 

Publishing  Co.) 

{Continued  from  last  issue) 

The  Process  of  the  Transformed 

Life 

Think  again  of  the  rubbish  heap.  A 
twofold  process  was  needed  before  the 
transformation  could  take  place.  First, 
what  should  not  be  there  had  to  be  re- 
moved, and  then  that  which  was  lacking 
had  to  be  brought  in.  In  the  spiritual 
realm,  are  we  not  all  conscious  of  the 
same  need?  Pride,  jealousy,  greed,  coward- 
ice, temper,  censoriousness,  backbiting, 
self-seeking,  self-will  and  so  many  other 
things  of  the  flesh  need  to  be  removed, 
and  then  patience,  forbearance,  humility, 
courage,  magnanimity,  steadfastness,  un- 
selfishness and  every  other  trait  in  the 
character  of  Jesus  need  to  be  developed  in 
us.  This  can  only  be  accomplished  by  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 

Does  someone  ask,  "How  can  this  be 
done?  Is  it  a  sudden  or  gradual  experi- 
ence? Is  it  entered  into  by  a  crisis,  as  a 
'second  blessing,'  or  must  I  be  content  to 
grow  into  it  by  a  process?" 

To  this  inquiry  I  would  answer  both 
"Yes"  and  "No."  Let  me  illustrate.  What 
happens  when  a  photograph  is  taken?  The 
view-finder  is  fixed  upon  the  subject,  and 
the  lens  is  focused.  Within  the  camera  is 
a  sensitized  film.  A  lever  is  then  pressed, 
and  in  a  split  second  the  sunlight  is  al- 
lowed to  reach  the  film,  and  the  picture 
is  taken.  Is  the  work  then  completed?  In 
one  sense  it  is,  but  not  in  another.  Devel- 
opment must  follow,  and  that  requires  a 
careful  process.  The  film  must  go  into  the 
"developer."  Certain  things  must  be  re- 
moved, and  others  brought  out  by  acids 
and  different  solutions.  What  was  im- 
printed by  the  sun's  rays  during  that  split 
second  can  only  be  apparent  when  the 
picture  is  transferred  to  the  paper.  Even 
then  toning  and  fixing  must  follow  be- 
fore the  process  is  completed. 

So  in  the  spiritual  sense,  the  transfor- 
mation of  a  character  requires  both  a 
crisis  and  a  process.  In  one  moment,  when 
the  soul  yields  all  to  Christ,  when  every 
avenue  of  the  heart  is  surrendered  to  Him, 
He  enters  and  takes  His  rightful  place  on 
the  throne,  to  be  Lord  of  that  life.  Then 
the  crisis  must  be  followed  by  the  pro- 
cess of  development.  Certain  things  must 
be  removed  and  others  brought  into  their 


place.  His  beauty  must  become  apparent. 
All  through  the  Christian  life,  this  two- 
fold work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  must  con- 
tinue. He  will  eliminate  the  "works  of 
the  flesh,"  and  produce  the  "fruit  of  the 
Spirit." 

Sometimes,  as  with  photography,  a 
"dark  room"  is  necessary  for  this  develop- 
ment. How  many  Christians  are  mysti- 
fied by  God's  providential  dealings?  When 
life  is  hard,  and  plans  misfire,  men  are 
tempted  to  doubt  God's  love  and  power. 
The  fact  is  that  He  has  to  lead  some  folk 
into  the  "dark  room"  of  trial  and  test- 
ing to  develop  in  them  the  image  of 
Christ.  The  "acid  bath"  of  sorrow  per- 
haps is  the  only  way  in  which  His  beauty 
can  be  reproduced  in  them.  There  is  a 
reason  for  all  that  He  permits.  Disap- 
pointment, loneliness,  opposition,  loss, 
temptation  and  trials  are  all  used  to  lead 
us  into  closer  fellowship  with  Him.  As 
Samuel  Rutherford  wrote:  "Our  pride 
must  have  its  winter  weather  to  rot  it." 
Life's  experiences  are  God's  instruments 
for  working  out  the  miracle  of  transfor- 
mation. 

"Would  to  God  I  had  never  been 
made!"  says  one  of  George  MacDonald's 
characters. 

"Why,  my  dear  child,"  replies  a  wise 
old  woman,  "you  are  not  made  yet.  You 
are  only  being  made,  and  you  are  quarrel- 
ling with  God's  processes." 

How  many  of  us  do  the  same? 

Yes,  God's  processes  are  sometimes 
strange  to  our  dull  minds.  Painful  and 
mysterious  they  may  be,  but  He  who  is 
all-wise  and  all-loving  never  makes  a  mis- 
take. 

"If  we  could  push  ajar  the  gates  of  life, 
And  stand  within,  and  all  God's  workings 

see; 
We  could  interpret  all  this  doubt     and 

strife, 
And  for  each  mystery  could  find  a  key 
But  not  today — poor  heart, 
God's  plans  like  lilies  pure  and  white  un- 
fold: 
We  must  not  tear  the  close  slmt    leaves 

apart. 
Time  will  reveal  the  calyxes  of  gold; 
And  if  through  years  of  patient  toil  we 

reach  the  land 
Where  tired  feet  with  sandals  loosed  may 

rest, 
Then  we  shall  clearly  know  and  under- 
stand." 

Yes!  "God's  way  is  the  best  way,"  both 
of  removing  the  things  which  should  not 
be  there,  and  bringing  in  the  new  beauties 
by  which  alone  our  lives  can  glorify  Him. 


You  know  that  when  an  egg  is  laid, 
there  is  a  tiny  speck  in  it  which  is  a  chick 
in  embryo.  This  is  surrounded  by  a  large 
amount  of  viscous  matter.  The  hen  turns 
the  egg  over  twice  in  every  twenty-four 
hours  for  three  weeks,  and  every  hour 
that  little  chick  is  growing  inside  that 
egg.  Day  by  day  there  is  less  viscous  mat- 
ter and  more  of  the  chick,  until  at  the 
end  of  three  weeks,  the  chick  has  entirely 
filled  the  shell.  At  the  appointed  time 
the  shell  breaks,  and  out  comes  the  little 
thing  all  fluffy  and  sweet. 

Theodore  Mond's  words  come  to  my 
mind.  In  his  famous  hymn  he  traces  the 
development  of  a  soul.  First,  all  of  self 
and  none  of  Thee.  Then  some  of  self  and 
some  of  Thee,  followed  by  less  of  self  and 
more  of  Thee.  Then  finally,  none  of  self, 
but  all  of  Thee.  This  is  God's  method. 
Paul  wrote  to  the  Galatian  converts  as, 
"My  little  children  of  whom  I  travail 
in  birth  again  until  Christ  be  formed  in 
you." 

Much  disappointment  and  heartbreak 
would  be  avoided  if  folk  understood  this 
truth.  The  Holy  Spirit's  work  in  us  is  a 
continuous  process  of  imparting  the  very 
life  of  Christ.  "The  secret  of  a  trans- 
figured life  is  a  transmitted  life."  Paul 
says,  "Christ  is  made  unto  us  sanctifica- 
tion;"  and  again,  "We  all,  with  open  face 
beholding  as  in  a  glass  the  glory  of  the 
Lord,  are  changed  into  the  same  image 
from  glory  to  glory,  even  as  by  the  Spirit 
of  the  Lord,"  2  Cor.  3:18. 

So,  the  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  is  con- 
tinually to  take  of  the  things  of  Christ 
and  reveal  them  to  us.  We  find  all  our 
holiness  in  Christ  so  that  we  can  say  with 
Paul,  "I  live,  yet  not  I  but  Christ  liveth 
in  me."  Self -effort  then  ceases.  Our  fe- 
verish and  fruitless  struggles  after  a  holy 
life,  our  vain  efforts  to  keep  resolutions, 
our  disappointments  and  disillusionments 
all  come  to  an  end  because  we  realize 
that  all  that  we  need  is  in  Jesus. 

Someone  has  well  said,  "The  primary 
and  fundamental  idea  of  sanctification  is 
not  an  achievement  but  a  gift,  a  divine 
bestowal  in  Christ." 

Christ's  righteousness  is  not  only  im- 
puted to  us  because  our  sins  were  im- 
puted to  Him  on  the  Cross  but  it  is  also 
imparted  to  us  by  the  gift  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  who  indwells  every  believer.  In 
other  words  each  Christian  has  a  whole 
Christ.  Let  the  wonder  of  it  sink  into 
your  soul.  Though  every  child  of  God  has 
all  the  resources  of  the  mighty  God 
within  him  yet  no  one  robs  another  of 
any  of  them.  In  His  infinite  power  the 
Lord  can  bestow  all  of  Himself  unto  ev- 
ery believer. 

To  illustrate — go  to  the  coast  some 
day,  and  you  will  see  the  sun  reflected 
in  the  ocean.  Go  to  some  inland  lake,  and 
you  will  see  the  same  sun  reflected  there. 
Again  in  some  mountain  tarn  or  rocky 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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Moody's  Philosophy 

"You  ought  not  to  attempt  to  speak  in 
public,  Mr.  Moody.  You  make  many  mis- 
takes in  grammar,"  said  an  overzealous 
critic  to  the  great  preacher  in  the  early 
days  of  his  public  appearance. 

"I  lack  a  great  many  things,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Moody,  "but  I  am  doing  the 
best  I  can  with  what  I've  got.  But,  look 
here,  my  friend,  you've  got  grammar 
enough;  what  are  you  doing  with  it  for 
Jesus?" 

Do  Our  Lives  Prove  It? 

Once  when  the  great  artist  Dore  was 
traveling  in  Europe,  he  lost  his  passport. 
As  he  was  about  to  cross  a  certain  boun- 
dary line,  the  officer  asked  him  to  pro- 
duce his  pass.  Dore  replied,  "I  have  lost 
my  passport,  but  it  is  all  right.  I  am  Dore, 
the  artist.  Please  let  me  go  on." 

"Oh,  no,"  said  the  officer,  "we  have 
plenty  of  people  representing  themselves 
as  this  or  that  great  one.  Here  is  a  pencil 
and  paper.  If  you  are  Dore,  prove  it  by 
drawing  a  picture." 

Dore  took  the  pencil  and  paper, 
sketched  some  pictures  in  that  neighbor- 
hood, and  returned  it  to  the  officer. 
"Now  I  am  perfectly  sure,"  said  he,  "that 
you  are  Dore.  No  one  else  could  draw 
like  that."  Are  we  able  similarly  to 
identify   ourselves    as    Christians? 

When  the  Tag   Is  Lost 

"Neglecting  the  Bible  in  early  years 
prepares  men  to  reject  it  later  when  they 
hear  it  assailed  or  ridiculed,  so  men  be- 
come infidels  or  agnostics,  not  knowing 
when  they  come  or  whither  they  go. 
They  have  blown  out  their  light  and  are 
groping  in  the  darkness.  They  are  with- 
out God  and  without  hope.  They  do  not 
know  and  will  not  be  taught. 

"  'Where  is  he  going?'  said  someone  to 
a  perplexed  express  messenger  who  had 
charge  of  a  puppy.  'I  don't  know,  and  he 
don't  know,  nobody  don't  know;  and 
he  has  gone  and  chewed  up  his  tag!'  A 
man  who  does  not  know  where  he  is  go- 
ing needs  direction.  The  Word  of  God 
would  guide  him,  but  he  rejects  it.  He 
destroys  his  tag  and  is  a  lost  wanderer  in 
a  wilderness  world." — Christian  Beacon. 

Who  Shall  Roll  Us  Away  the  Stone? 

Our  Difficulty  Is  His  Opportunity 
How  anxiously  these  men  had  grappled 
with  the  disturbing  problem  of  their  own 
weakness!    They   yearned    to   do  the  last 


love  service  to  the  dear  body  of  their 
Lord.  "But  who  shall  roll  us  away  the 
stone?  We  shall  not  be  able  to  move  it! 
And  no  one  will  be  about  at  that  early 
hour!  It  will  still  be  dark  and  the  garden- 
er will  not  have  come  to  work!  We  may 
take  our  spices  to  the  grave,  but  the  stone 
barrier  will  mock  our  weakness,  and  we 
shall  have  to  turn  home  again!"  They  saw 
no  way  out  of  their  difficulty.  "And 
they  found  the  stone  rolled  away  from 
the  sepulchre."  "For  the  angel  of  the 
Lord  descended  from  heaven,  and  came 
and  rolled  back  the  stone  from  the  door." 
That  is  only  one  example  of  countless 
others  in  which  we  trouble  about  things 
for  which  our  Father  has  made  ample 
provision.  The  angel  has  already  received 
his  commission  and  at  the  appointed  time 
he  will  remove  the  stone.  If  we  leave  the 
angel  out  of  our  thinking,  the  stone  will 
appear  an  overwhelming  hindrance,  but 
if  we  think  of  the  angel  we  can  quietly 
believe  that  the  stone  will  be  rolled  away. 
— The  Elim  Evangel. 

A  Surgeon's  Success 

At  a  banquet  in  New  York,  during 
the  visit  of  Dr.  Lorenz,  the  great  Austrian 
surgeon,  he  was  reported  by  the  newspa- 
pers to  have  said,  "I  cannot  say  that  I  am 
a  temperance  agitator,  but  I  am  a  sur- 
geon. My  success  depends  upon  my  brain 
being  clear,  my  muscles  firm,  and  my 
nerves  steady.  No  one  can  take  alcoholic 
liquors  without  blunting  these  physical 
powers,  which  I  must  keep  always  on 
edge.  As  a  surgeon,  I  must  not  drink." 
— The  New  Century  Leader. 

When  Be  a  Christian? 

A  little  girl  once  asked  her  mother, 
"How  old  must  I  be,  mother,  before  I 
can  be  a  Christian?"  Her  mother  in  her 
turn  asked,  "How  old  will  you  have  to 
be  before  you  love  me?"  "Why,  mother," 
she  replied,  "I  have  always  loved  you." 
"How  old  must  you  be  before  you  can 
trust  yourself  wholly  to  me  and  my 
care?"  continued  her  mother.  "I  always 
did;  but  tell  me  now  what  I  want  to 
know."  "How  old  will  you  have  to  be 
before  you  do  what  I  want  you  to  do?" 
her  mother  asked.  And  the  little  girl,  half 
guessing  what  her  mother  meant,  whis- 
pered, "I  can  now,  without  waiting  to 
grow  older."  Then  her  mother  said,  "And 
so  you  can  be  a  Christian  now.  You  can 
love  and  try  to  please  the  One  who  says, 
'Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me.'  " — 
Tar  hell's  Guide. 


Lost  Opportunities 

A  minister,  passing  a  big  department 
store,  followed  a  sudden  impulse  to  go 
in  and  talk  to  the  proprietor  on  the  sub- 
ject of  his  salvation.  Finding  him,  he 
said,  "Mr.  T.,  I've  talked  beds  and  car- 
pets and  bookcases  with  you,  but  I've 
never  talked  my  business  with  you. 
Would  you  give  me  a  few  minutes  to  do 
so?"  Being  led  to  the  private  office,  the 
minister  took  out  his  New  Testament,  and 
"preached  unto  him  Jesus."  After  some 
conversation  the  storekeeper  said  to  the 
minister,  "I'm  seventy  years  of  age.  I  was 
born  in  this  city,  and  more  than  five  hun- 
dred church  officers  have  known  me  as 
you  have,  but  in  all  these  years  you  are 
the  only  man  who  ever  spoke  to  me  about 
my  soul." — New  Century  Leader. 

The  Jealous  Eagle 

There  is  a  fable  of  an  eagle  which  could 
outfly  another,  and  the  other  didn't  like 
it.  The  latter  saw  a  sportsman  one  day 
and  said  to  him,  "I  wish  you  would  bring 
down  that  eagle." 

The  sportsman  replied  that  he  would  if 
he  only  had  some  feathers  to  put  into  the 
arrow.  So  the  eagle  pulled  one  out  of  his 
wing.  The  arrow  was  shot,  but  didn't 
quite  reach  the  rival  eagle;  it  was  flying 
too  high.  The  envious  eagle  pulled  out 
more  feathers,  and  kept  pulling  them  out 
until  he  lost  so  many  that  he  couldn't 
fly,  and  then  the  sportsman  turned 
around  and  killed  him. 

My  friend,  if  you  are  jealous,  the  only 
man  you  can  hurt  is  yourself. — Moody. 

Grief  Controlled  By  Faith 

"Let  -her  cry,"  said  the  wise  physician 
to  friends  who  were  admonishing  a  be- 
reaved wife  not  to  weep.  "Tears,  quiet 
tears  like  hers,  relieve  overwrought  nerves 
as  nothing  else  can.  She  is  a  Christian 
woman,  and  presently  her  faith  will  take 
hold  of  the  situation  and  control  her; 
but  just  now  let  her  cry." 

She  Magnified  Jesus 

On  a  recent  Sunday,  Henry  Burnett, 
of  Macon,  Georgia,  was  a  guest  in  the 
home  of  a  friend  whose  little  girl  had 
just  come  in  from  her  first  Sunday  School 
lesson.  On  seeing  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
child  for  the  Sunday  School  Mr.  Burnett 
asked,  "What  did  you  do  at  Sunday 
School  this  morning?"  "We  sang  a  song," 
she  said,  "in  a  big  room  and  then  we  went 
into  a  small  room  where  a  lady  talked." 
"Who  was  she?"  asked  Mr.  Burnett.  "I 
don't  know  her  name,"  she  said,  "but  she 
must  be  the  mother  of  Jesus,  for  she 
talked  about  Him  all  the  time."  A  little 
child  leads  us  here.  The  teacher's  name 
meant  little  or  nothing  to  the  little  girl, 
but  what  she  said  about  Jesus  so  impressed 
her  that  she  saw  a  close  kinship  between 
the  teacher  and  Jesus. — Christian  Index. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Resurrection 


Well,  liere  you  are,  boys!"  said  the 
cheery  voice  oi  Mr.  Morris,  as  lie  let  them 
in.  "It  is  a  dreadful  night,  and  I  found 
myself  wondering  whether  you  would 
come;  hut  then  I  remembered  that  noth 
ing  kept  you  away — not  even  had  or 
snow 

No   fear,  sir,   we  arc  not    the  melting 
>i>rt !"  exclaimed   Alec. 

'Well,  come  along  and  let  us  start  at 
once.  Hang  your  coats  up  here  near  the 
the)  will  soon  dry.  That  i^ 
shall  we  begin  with  prayer 
will  you  boys  pray,  1 1  there 
aid  on  your  hearts?" 
>u  would  pray  for  a  pal  o) 
larold,  shyly.  "I  have  been 
him   interested   in   the   Lord 
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radiator  and 
right.  Now  , 
is  usual.  And 
is  anything  I 
'I  wish  \i 
mine,"  said  1 
trying  to  get 
|esus,  but  so  far  it  has  not  seemed  much 
good.   1  lis  name  is   Ian — " 

"Why    the    same    name    as    1        .;•■— o— . 
have!"  cried  Jim's  twin.     "In- 
deed,  we   shall    remember   him!       \ 
Let's  pray  him  into  our  Thurs- 
day   night    talks,   boys!" 

The  boys  went  on  their 
knees.  and  one  alter  the 
other  poured  out  his  heart 
in  prayer  before  God,  praying 
for  the  conversion  of  Harold's 
friend,  and  for  a  blessing  on 
their  study  that  night.  Mr. 
Morris'  heart  glowed  as  he 
prayed  with  his  boys.  They 
would  never  have  thought  of 
praying  like  this,  tearless  of 
One  another,  a  tew  months  ago. 
I  lis  heart  rose  up  in  gratitude 
to  the  wonder-working  God 
w  ho  had  worked  so  marvelous-  .•. 
Iv  m  the  lives  oi  these  six  or 
seven  lads. 

"What  are  we  going  to  discuss  tonight, 
sir?"  asked  Thomas,  as  the  boys  settled 
themselves  around  the  table. 

"A  very  solemn  and  important  sub- 
ject —  'The  Resurrection  of  Christ,' 
boys,  It  Christ  be  not  raised,  your  faith 
is  vain,'  says  the  apostle." 

"Where's  that  verse,  please?"  asked  Ian. 

"In  1  Corinthians  15:17.  Now,  I  am 
going  to  ask  you  a  question.  Is  the  resur- 
rection ot  Christ  a  fact,  or  is  it  not?" 

"Well,  of  course,  it  is  a  fact,"  answered 
Jim,  after  a  moment's  hesitation.  "Of 
course  Christ   rose  from   the  dead." 

"Quite  right,  Jim.  Ot  course  it  is  a 
fact — no  one  need  be  in  any  doubt  of 
that.  Christ  is  risen.  Xow,  let  us  look  at 
the  tacts.  You  know,  boys,  every  effect 
has  a  cause  at  the  back  of  it,  has  it  not? 
For  instance.  Napoleon  was  master  of 
Europe  one  day,  allotting  even  thrones  at 
his  pleasure,  but  only  a  few  months  later 


"Right!  Now  let  us  see  a  more  sudden 
ami  startling  change — one  day  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  is  hanging,  denied  by  1  lis 
friends,  betrayed  by  one  ot  I  lis  own  disci- 
ples, forsaken  by  all,  on  a  Cross  outside 
the  city  ot  Jerusalem.  Just  a  tew  weeks 
pass — And  we  read  ot  I  lim  being  wor- 
shiped by  thousands  wdio  own  that  He  is 
the    Son    ol    God.    Something    wonderful 

has  happened  in  between  these  two what 

is  it?" 

"The  resurrection,"  breathed  the  seven 
boys  all  together. 

"Yes,  the  empty  tomb!   You   remember 


THE  OTHER  SIDE 

"Is    it    well    with    thy    husband  ?    Is    it    well    with    the 
child?   And   she  answered,   It   is   well,"    (II  Kings  4:26). 

E'en  for  the  dead  I  trill  not  hind    my    soul    to 
grief; 

Death  cannot  long  divide. 
For  is  if  not  as  though  the  rose  that  climbed  my 
garden  /roll 

Has  blossomed  on  th<   othi  r  sid(  ? 

Death  doth  hide. 

But  not  divide; 
Thou  art  but  on  Christ's  other  side! 
Thou  n rt  with  Christ,  and  Christ  with  me; 
In  Christ  united  still  are  ire. 


how  the  angel  told  those  who  came,  ex- 
pecting to  find  His  dead  body  lying  in 
that  cave,  'He  is  not  here;  for  He  is  risen.' 
What  a  triumph!  Again,  let  us  look  at 
another  picture.  We  see  a  learned,  noble 
young  man — Saul  of  Tarsus.  Great  is  his 
zeal  as  he  attempts  to  stamp  out  those 
who  believe  on  Jesus  as  the  Son  of  God. 
In  his  heart,  he  believes  Jesus  of  Nazareth 
to  have  been  an  imposter,  wdio  was  justly- 
done  away  with.  Do  not  let  us  forget  that 
he  is  a  brilliant  scholar,  a  very  clever  man. 
One  day  this  man  meets  with  Jesus  Christ, 
risen  from  the  dead,  and  from  that  mo- 
ment his  wdiole  life  and  all  his  purpose  in 
life  is  changed.  He  believes  in  the  resur- 
rection, and  therefore  he  believes  on  Je- 
sus of  Nazareth,  not  only  as  a  man,  but 
as  the  Son  of  God,  for  only  the  Son  of 
God  could  rise  from  among  the  dead!  The 
resurrection  is  the  proof  of  the  deity  of 
Christ!" 

"Yes,"    said   Ted,    thoughtfully,    "here 


is  a  brilliant  scholar,  mi  "ii  from  his 
family,  made  an  outcast  from  all  his  own 
people,  lashed,  persecuted,  his  life  threat- 
n  J  continually — only  something  very 
vital  could  change  him  so  utterly.  And 
that  something  was  that  he  had  seen 
the  risen   Christ,  and   heard   His   voice." 

"Why,  oi  course,  the  Lord  must  have 
met  Paul,  .is  he  was  afterwards  called, 
face  to  face!"  cried  Alee,  as  the  force  of 
the  argument  suddenly  dawned  upon  him. 
I  K  began  to  turn  the  pages  of  his  Bible, 
until  presently  he  found  the  Book  of  the 
Acts. 

"Chapter  22:8,"  said  Mr.  Morris,  quiet- 

ly. 

And  1  answered,  Who  art  thou, 
Lord?  Ami  He  said  unto  me,  I  am  Jesus 
of  Nazareth,  whom  thou  persecutest,1  " 
read  Alee.  "lie  was  absolutely  certain  of 
the  fact  ot  the  resurrection  then,  because 
he  both  saw  the  light  ami  heard  the  voice 
of  the  Lord  Jesus!" 

"Ami  does  he  not   say  something  about 

having   been   the   last   to  see   the   Lord   in 

one  of   the   Epistles    Mr.   Mor- 

»-—<•—.♦.      ris?"    asked    Thomas,    thought- 

j       fully. 

"Yes.  I  Corinthians  5:8, 
I  ast  ot  all  he  was  seen  of  me 
also.'  " 

"What  convincing  evidence 
it  is!"  cried  Richard.  "Thirty 
years  of  labor  without  ceasing, 
and  then  a  martyr's  crown  are 
the  proofs  of  the  resurrection  in 
Paul's  life!" 

"The  disciples  did  not  really 
expect  the  Lord  to  rise,  al- 
though He  had  told  them  He 
would;  did  thev,  sir?"  asked 
Alec. 

"  Ihey  certainly  do  not  seem 
to  have  believed  it.  Alec,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Morris.  "A  panic 
seized  them  as  soon  as  the  Lord 
was  crucified,  and  little  did 
they  expect  His  presence  sud- 
denly to  appear  in  their  midst  as  they  sat 
huddled  behind  those  locked  doors!  We 
can  imagine  the  scene,  can  we  not?  The 
frightened  disciples  gathered  around  the 
radiant  Figure  standing  in  the  midst  of 
them.  And  as  we  look  at  the  picture  in 
our  imaginations,  we  can  almost  hear  His 
gentle  voice  saying,  'Behold  my  hands  and 
my  feet."  Then  thev  see  with  their  own 
eyes  the  imprint  of  the  nails,  and  they 
know  for  a  certainty  that  He  who  was 
dead  is  alive  and  standing  before  them  in 
truth.  To  prove  His  resurrection,  the 
Lord  showed  them  His  hands  and  His 
feet.  Every  earthly  lawr  court  will  accept 
a  scai-  as  evidence  of  identity,  and  so  the 
Lord  shows  His  disciples  the  scars  He 
bears  as  the  evidence  of  His  identity.  He 
is  'this  same  Jesus'  who  lived  with  them, 
ate  with  them,  walked  with  them — the 
same  Jesus  who  wras  taken,  and  so  cruelly 
(Continued  on  page  27) 
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Dear  Editor  and  all  who  would  be  in- 
terested: 

I  have  never  written  to  your  paper  be- 
fore, but  since  I  have  been  in  the  insti- 
tution, my  foster  mother,  Evangelist 
Mary  E.  Wright,  who  took  me  to  rear  at 
my  own  mother's  death  December  1, 
1928,  has  been  sending. me  a  few  copies 
of  the  Evangel  and  the  Lighted  Pathway 
which  I  have  enjoyed  very  much.  I 
read  every  word  of  them  then  pass  them 
on  to  other  inmates  who  read  them  also. 
They  bring  my  mind  back  to  the  time 
when  I  enjoyed  the  kind  of  salvation  that 
I  read  of  in  your  paper  in  the  testimonies 
that  different  ones  write. 

I  was  saved  and  sanctified  in  the  early 
part  of  1929.  I  was  12  years  of  age  at 
that  time.  I  had  a  sweet  experience  with 
the  Lord  when  I  got  saved.  Mrs.  Wright, 
my  foster  mother,  had  been  dealing  with 
me  along  the  line  of  getting  saved.  I  had 
seen  some  wonderful  healings  at  the  tab- 
ernacle where  we  attended  services  regu- 
larly. So  this  particular  night  after  the 
preaching  services  many  went  to  the 
prayer  room  in  the  basement  of  the  taber- 
nacle to  seek  deeper  experiences  with  the 
Lord.  Mrs.  Wright  and  some  others  plead 
with  me  to  go.  So  I  decided  to  seek  the 
Lord.  The  Lord  wonderfully  saved  me 
and  I  felt  like  a  new  boy. 

While  on  my  knees  I  saw  Jesus  hanging 
on  the  cross  for  me,  and  He  looked  down 
on  me  kneeling  there  and  I  felt  so  happy. 
Those  around  me  said  I  rocked  to  and  fro 


on  my  knees  with  my  hands  raised  to 
heaven  and  laughed  in  holy  laughter  for 
almost  30  minutes.  I  was  never  so  happy 
in  all  my  life.  I  held  on  for  quite  awhile. 
Then  Mr.  Wright  tried  to  see  how  un- 
pleasant he  could  make  it  for  me,  it 
seemed,  so  he  would  give  me  money  and 
try  to  persuade  me  to  attend  shows  and 
keep  secret  from  Mrs.  Wright.  Also 
would  try  to  persuade  me  to  do  various 
other  things  displeasing  to  the  Lord.  So 
you  see  the  plight  I  was  in.  Mrs.  Wright 
trying  to  do  everything  she  could  to  lead 
me  on  the  right  path  and  Mr.  Wright,  be- 
ing unsaved,  was  a  good  tool  in  Satan's 
hand.  So  he  would  try  in  so  many  ways  to 
influence  me  away  from  church  and  Sun- 
day School  and  environment  of  holy  liv- 
ing. Naturally  I  loved  both  of  them  and 
wanted  to  please  them  both.  But  I  soon 
found  out,  we  can't  serve  God  and  mam- 
mon. To  my  own  sorrow,  I  fell  by  the 
wayside. 

Mrs.  Wright  and  I  started  taking  a 
course  of  Bible  study,  attending  two 
hours  a  night  three  nights  a  week  for  six 
months.  It  was  very  interesting  and  spirit- 
ual and  helpful.  I  completed  one  term. 
When  the  second  term  began,  I  got  care- 
less and  indifferent,  after  Mr.  Wright 
spoke  so  hard  against  spiritual  things  and 
made  fun  of  the  school.  Then  I  backslid. 
Oh!  I  have  wished  a  thousand  times  I  had 
finished  that  course.  I  would  probably  be 
in  the  Lord's  service  now,  instead  of  bitter 
regrets.  Let  me  plead  with  parents  right 
here,  or  who  may  have  the  responsibility 
of  rearing  and  training  children,  please 
go  hand  in  hand  and  serve  the  Lord,  and 
depend  upon  Him  for  guidance  in  how 
to  live  before  your  family,  then  live  a 
Bible  life.  If  I  had  listened  to  the  mother- 
ly, spiritual  advice  of  my  foster  mother 
I  could  have  been  a  happy,  free  boy  to- 
day. After  I  backslid  I  did  many  things 
that  brought  burdens  to  her  heart  and 
tears  to  her  eyes  and  caused  her  sleepless 

Notice  to  Gideons 

Dear  Gideons  and  readers  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway:  Our  next  issue  is 
Mother's  Day  issue.  Will  you  help  me 
place  our  Mother's  Day  issue  in  the  pris- 
ons? Who  knows  how  many  Jerry  Mc- 
Cauleys  you  might  win  for  Christ?  There 
are  many  diamonds  in  the  rough  behind 
prison  bars.  Many  mothers'  prayers  have 
had  to  be  answered  this  way.  The  thought 
of  mother  and  home  has  brought  many 
wandering  boys  back  to  God.  $1.00  will 
bring  to  you  fourteen  papers.  Send  in 
your  order  early  so  we  will  know  how 
many  to  publish. — Editor. 


nights.  Boys  and  girls,  when  you  do 
things  purposely  to  torment  someone  who 
is  living  a  life  of  godliness,  especially 
your  parents,  you  surely  will  reap  what 
you  sow.  Gal.  6:7.  I  believe  in  Ephesians 
it  says  something  about  obeying  your  par- 
ents in  the  Lord.  So  if  they  are  true 
Christians  they  are  not  going  to  advise 
you  wrong.  Neither  will  they  consent  to 
your  going  any  place  that  would  cause 
you  to  fail  God  or  cause  your  soul  to  be 
lost.  So  heed  their  advice  and  avoid  wak- 
ing up  in  sorrow  as  I  have  done.  You 
think  when  they  advise  you  to  stay 
away  from  any  place  that  would  put  a 
spot  on  your  garment,  spiritually  speak- 
ing, that  they  are  fogy,  and  narrow  and 
don't  want  you  to  have  a  good  time  and 
enjoy  life.  But  that  isn't  so.  They  are 
really  wanting  you  to  know  the  joy  of 
living.  These  worldly  amusements  are  not 
real  living.  You  will  pay  a  large  price  for 
partaking  of  them  and  at  the  end  the 
final  payment  for  all  of  this  may  be  your 
own  soul.  So  let  a  true  Christian  be  your 
ideal  in  life,  and  pattern  after  them. 

In  September  2,  1939  issue  of  the 
Evangel  I  read  the  testimony  of  my  fos- 
ter mother's  healing.  I  know  most  of  it 
to  be  true.  When  I  was  only  seven  years 
of  age  my  mother  had  quite  a  spell  of 
sickness.  We  were  living  in  the  same 
house  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wright  (my 
own  mother,  stepfather,  half  brother  and 
myself).  While  my  stepfather  and  Mr. 
Wright  were  at  work  in  the  factory,  I 
acted  as  nurse-maid  for  mother  and  Mrs. 
Wright  who  were  both  in  bed  seriously 
ill  and  I  attended  to  my  one  year  old 
half  brother  who  had  just  returned  from 
the  hospital.  It  was  quite  a  job  on  me  at 
that  age.  That  was  in  1922.  I  remember 
how  my  stepfather  and  Mr.  Wright 
would  sit  up  until  late  hours  of  the  night, 
expecting  the  death  of  Mrs.  Wright  at 
most  any  moment.  I  can  remember  how 
I  have  seen  her  suffer  for  years.  Then  I 
remember  how  she  got  better  all  at  once. 
When  she  first  started  attending  a  cer- 
tain revival,  I  know  of  her  being  instantly 
healed  a  number  of  times.  Later  me  moved 
about  15  0  miles  away  from  them  to  the 
place  where  mother  passed  away. 

About  a  month  before  mother  died  she 
took  me  with  her  to  the  woodshed  and 
prayed  through.  She  wanted  me  to  be  in 
Christian  hands  and  live  right. 

I  desire  the  praying  people  to  pray  that 
I'll  get  back  to  the  Lord  and  live  true  to 
Him.  I  believe  Jesus  is  coming  soon  and 
I  surely  hope  I  can  be  ready  to  go  with 
Him  and  leave  the  sorrows  and  heart- 
aches of  this  old  planet. 

Young  folks  and  others  as  well,  please 
be  careful  of  the  company  you  keep.  The 
wrong  company  surely  will  lead  you  away 
from  God.  I  am,  James  Fisher,  73270, 
Columbus,  Ohio. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


An'  speak  t'  ye  an'  kind  o'  help  ye  when 
ye've  stubbed  yer  toe. 

— James  W.  Foley. 


Easter  Morning Or  Any  Morning 

Think  of 

STEPPING  on  shore  and  finding 

it  HEAVEN! 
Of  taking  hold  of  a  hand  and  finding 

it  GOD'S  hand, 
Of  breathing  a  new  air  and  finding  it 

celestial  air, 
Of   feeling   invigorated   and   finding  it 

immortality, 
Of  passing  from  storm  and  tempest  to 
an    unknown    calm, 

Of  waking  up  and  finding  it 

HOME!  —Selected. 

Stubbed    His   Toe 

Did  ye  ever  pass  a  youngster  et  had  been 

an'  stubbed  his  toe, 
And  was   cryin'   by  the  roadside  sort  o' 

lonesome   like   an'   slow, 
A-holdin  of  his  dusty  foot  all  hard  an' 

brown  an'   bare, 
An'  tryin'  to  keep  from  his  eyes  th'  tears 

that's   gather'n   there? 
Ye  hear  him  sort  o'  sobbin  like  an'  snuf- 

fin'  of  his  nose, 
Ye   stays    an'    pet   him   on   th'   head   an' 

some  way  try  t'  ease  his  woes. 
Ye  treat  him  sort  o'  kind  like,  and  th' 

fust  thing  that  y'  know 
He's  ups  an'  off  an'  smiling — clean  for- 
got he  stubbed  his  toe. 


'Long  the  road  o'  human  life  ye  see  a  fel- 
low travelin'  slow, 
An'  like  as  not  ye'll  find  he's  some  poor 

chap  that's  stubbed  his  toe; 
He  was  making  swimmin'  headway,  but 

he  bumped  into  a  stone, 
An'  his  friends  kep'  hurr'ing  onward  an 

they  left  him  there  alone. 
He  ain't  sobbin'  er  ain't  sniffin' — he's  too 

old  for  tears  an'  cries, 
But  he's  grievin'  jest  as  earnest,  if  it  only 

comes  in  sighs; 
An'  it  does  a  heap  of  good  sometimes  to 

go  a  little  slow, 
To   say   a   word   o'   comfort   to  th'   man 

that's  stubbed  his  toe. 

Ye're  never  sure  yerself,  an'  th'  ain't  no 

earthly  way  t'  know 
Jes'  when  it's  goin'  t'  come  your  time  t' 

trip  an'  stub  your  toe; 
Today  ye're  smilin;  happy  in  th'  bright 

sun's  heat   an'  glow, 
Tomorrow  ye're  a-shiverin'  as  ye're  trudg- 

in'  through  the  snow. 
Jest  when  ye  think  ye  got  th'  world  th' 

fastest  in  yer  grip 
Is  th'  very  time  ye'll  find  'et  yere  like- 
liest t'  slip; 
'N'  it's  mighty  comfortin'  t'  have  some 

fellow  stop,  I  know, 


If  I  Were  Boss 

If  I  were  boss  I  would  like  to  say, 
"You  did  a  good  job  here  yesterday." 
I'd  look  for  a  man,  or  a  girl,  or  boy 
Whose  heart  would  leap  with  a  thrill  of 

joy 
At  a  word  of  praise,  and  I'd  pass  it  out 
Where  the  crowd  could  hear  as  I  walked 

about. 

If  I  were  the  boss  I  would  like  to  find 
The    fellow   whose     work    is   the   proper 

kind; 
And  whenever  to  me  a  good  thing  came, 
I'd  ask  to  be  told  the  toiler's  name, 
And  I'd  go  to  him,  and  I'd  pat  his  back, 
And  I'd  say,  "That  was  perfectly  splen- 
did, Jack." 

Now  a  bit  of  praise  isn't  much  to  give, 
But  it's  dear  to  the  hearts  of  all  who  live; 
And  there's  never  a  man  on  this  good,  old 

earth 
But  is  glad  to  be  told  that  he's  been  of 

worth; 
And  a  kindly  word  when  the  work  is  fair, 
Is  welcomed  and  wanted  everywhere. 

If  I  were  a  boss,  I  am  sure  I  should 
Say  a  kindly  word  whenever  I  could; 
For  the  man  who  has  given  his  best  by 

day 
Wants  a  little  more  than  his  weekly  pay; 
He  likes  to  know,  with  the  setting  sun, 
That   his  boss  is  pleased   with  the  work 

he's  done. 

— Edgar  A.  Guest. 

Intolerance 

Across  the  way  my  neighbor's  windows 

shine, 
His  roof-tree  shields  him  from  the  storms 

that  frown, 
He  toiled  and  saved  to  build  it,  staunch 

and  brown, 
And  though  my  neighbor's  house  is  not 

like  mine, 
I  would  not  pull  it  down! 
With  patient  care  my  neighbor,  too,  had 

built 
A  house  of  faith  where  in  his  soul  might 

stay, 
A  haven  from  the  winds  that  sweep  life's 

way, 
It    differed    from    my    own — I    felt    no 

guilt — 
I  burned  it  yesterday. 

— Molly  Anderson  Holey. 


Past  .  .  .  Present  .  . 

He  helped  me  yesterday — 


Future 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

Today  I'll  praise  His  name! 
Because  I   know  that   for  tomorrow 
He   will   help   me   just   the  same! 

Jesus  Christ  the  same  yesterday,  and 
today,  and  forever. — Heb.  13:8. 

Tract  Dept.,  Phila.,  Pa. 

My  Need 

Ada  Clark 
I  need  a  friend, 

At  dawn,  at  noon,  at  close  of  day; 
I   need   a   friend, 

Someone  on  whom  I  can  depend. 
When   rainbows   fade  along   the   way, 
And   skies   once   bright   are   tinged   with 

When  sunbeams  from  my  pathway  stray, 
I   need   a   friend. 

— The  Young  People's  Journal. 

Thoughts   From   a   Lecture   I    Heard 
Recently 

Get  up  when  you  wake  up,  and  wake 
up  when  you  get  up. 

Smile  or  hum  a  tune.  He  says  if  you 
room  with  someone  else  you  had  just  bet- 
ter take  it  out  in  smiling  for  they  may 
throw  a  shoe  at  you  if  you  start  to  sing. 

Say  something  nice  about  the  break- 
fast or  the  persons  you  are  eating  with. 

Breathe  deeply,  walk  with  your  head 
erect  and  a  pleasant  face.  If  you  don't 
feel  like  it,  act  like  you  do. 

Speak  to  people  you  meet.  He  says  ev- 
ery dollar  you  get  you  get  from  someone 
else,  so  be  nice  to  people  and  be  inter- 
ested in  them.  He  told  us  that  the  secret 
of  influencing  people  was  to  be  genuine- 
ly interested  in  them,  and  show  them  that 
you  are.  The  person,  then,  that  starts  the 
day  off  in  the  right  frame  of  mind  and 
keeps  these  rules  will  have  the  proper 
personality  in  business. 

Good   Rules  for   Business  Men 

Don't    worry;    don't    overbuy;    don't    go 

security. 
Keep  your  vitality  up;  keep  insured;  keep 

sober;  keep  cool; 
Stick   to   chosen     pursuits,      but   not   to 

chosen  methods. 
Be    content    with    small    beginnings    and 

develop  them; 
Be    wary    of    dealing    with    unsuccessful 

men, 
Be  cautious,  but  when  a  bargain  is  made 

stick  to  it. 

Keep  down  expenses,  but  don't  be  stingy, 

Make  friends  but  not  favorites, 

Don't  take  new  risks  to  retrieve  old  losses, 

Stop  a  bad  account  at  once. 

Make  plans  ahead,  but  don't  make  them 

in  cast  iron. 
Don't  tell  what  you  are  going  to  do  un- 
til   you    have    done    it. — Selected. 
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Bible  Training  School 


Girls'  Study  Hall  at  B.  T.  S. 


NOTE:  We  recently  visited  the  Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School  at 
Sevierville  and  had  a  good  time.  We  had  the  pleasure  of  looking  into  the  faces 
of  this  splendid  group  that  you  see  in  this  picture,  together  with  all  the  other 
splendid  boys  and  girls  in  this  school.  God  is  blessing  them  abundantly.  Let  each 
individual  feel  the  responsibility  and  do  his  part  to  advance  our  school. — Editor. 


Commencement  Week  At 
Bible  Training  School 

Baccalaureate  sermon,    Easter    Sun- 
day, March  24,  10:30  a.  m. 
Musical   program,   Wednesday  eve- 
ning, March  27,  7:30. 
Graduating  exercises  and  awarding 
of   diplomas   Thursday,   March   2  8, 

10:00  a.  m. 
The  Senior  play,   "The  Revival  in 
Villagegreen,"  will  be  given 
Thursday  evening. 
This  will  be  a  good  time  for  you 
to  visit  our  school.  Everybody  wel- 
come. 

Telegram! 

Here  is  a  telegram  sent  by  the  student 
body  of  the  Church  of  God  Bible  Train- 
ing School  to  Young  Harris  College: 

"We  read  a  newspaper  clipping  to  our 
student  body  this  morning  relative  to 
your  rule  against  co-eds  holding  hands. 
The  students  applauded  the  reading  and 
voted  unanimously  that  a  telegram  be 
sent  congratulating  you,  the  faculty,  and 
institution  for  upholding  such  a  high 
standard  of  morals. 

"We  admire  the  attitude  of  the  ma- 
jority of  your  students  who  stand  for  the 
long-cherished  principles  of  the  Young 
Harris  College.— Xeno  C.  Thar  p. 

Here  is  the  clipping: 

YOUNG    HARRIS,    Ga.- 


A  strike  of  2  5  0  students  for  the  right  to 
hold  hands  with  co-eds  was  under  con- 
trol last  night  at  Young  Harris  college, 
after  the  most  exciting  week  at  the 
school  since  it  was  founded  in    18  86. 

President  T.  Jack  Lance,  of  the  Meth- 
odist college,  which  is  almost  isolated  in 
Georgia's     famed     "Hills  of  the  Haber- 


sham," said  "everything  is  pleasant 
again."  He  admitted,  however,  that  about 
half  of  the  5  00  students  struck  earlier  in 
the  week  against  the  new  faculty  imposed 
restrictions. 

The  students  didn't  object  to  the  ban 
on  smoking,  drinking,  dancing,  gambling, 
card  playing,  or  outside  dates,  but  when 
an  anti-Cupid  edict  was  issued  prohibit- 
ing the  holding  of  hands,  the  situation 
became  really  serious. 

"The  faculty  passed  a  regulation 
against  boys  and  girls  holding  hands  and 
a  very  small  majority  didn't  like  it," 
Charles  Jacobs,  senior  of  Lagrange, 
Ga.,  explained.  "After  about  two  hours, 
most  of  those  who  stayed  out  of  classes 
in  protest  against  the  new  order  decided 
to  go  back. 

"Now,  I'm  not  opposed  to  a  little  hand- 
holding  myself,  but  I  value  our  Christian 
atmosphere  at  Young  Harris  above  every- 
thing." 

Dr.  Lance  said,  "Frankly,  we  know  our 
rules  are  strict,  but  if  students  want  an 
education  here  they  must  hew  to  our 
moral  standards." 

DATES  FORBIDDEN 
These  standards  forbid  dates  between 
boys  and  girls,  except  for  two  brief  peri- 
ods on  Saturdays  when  they  may  stroll 
about  the  campus  or  sit  in  the  chapel  and 
converse  on  topics  of  the  day. 

Some  of  Georgia's  leading  citizens,  in- 
cluding Gov.  E.  D.  Rivers  and  Chief 
Justice  Charles  S.  Reid  of  the  state  su- 
preme court,  were  educated  at  Young 
Harris. 

"We   don't   allow    drinking,      dancing, 
gambling     or     card  playing,"     said     the 
scholarly    president      of      the      mountain 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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This  picture  shows  the  faculty  of  the  Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School 
while  discussing  important  business  and  where  the  telegram  was  read  for  ap- 
proval. 
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THE  MODEL  CHURCH 

By  The  Editor 

For  a  number  of  years  one  of  my  de- 
sires has  been  to  see  one  church  built  and 
its  services  carried  out  according  to  my 
own  idea  of  a  model  church.  Now  that 
may  seem  selfish  to  you  and  it  may  be, 
but  I'd  just  like  to  know 
the  best  way  to  get  this 
wonderful  gospel  to  the 
most  people.  After  I  have 
expressed  my  opinion  on 
what  I  would  do,  then  I 
am  going  to  ask  some  of 
our  ministers  to  write  for 
our  Church  Page  and  dis- 
cuss this  article,  if  they 
desire.  Now  don't  you 
really  believe  this  will  be 
helpful? 

In  the  first  place  if  1 
had  the  money  I  would 
build  a  beautiful  church 
and  make  it  just  as  at- 
tractive as  I  could.  We 
recently  read  an  article 
in  which  the  writer  con- 
demned nice  church 
buildings.  We  believe  Je- 
sus appreciated  the  beau- 
tiful things  of  the  world. 
When  God  made  the 
world  He  made  it  beauti- 
ful. It  is  so  beautiful  that 
men  and  women  today 
spend  millions  of  dollars 
travelling  over  it  to  see 
its  beauties.  Don't  tell  me 
that  He  is  opposed  to 
beautiful  churches.  Oh, 
now  I  do  not  mean  that 
we  should  go  to  extremes, 
but  I  would  build  what  I 
could  and  make  it  just  as 


attractive  as  possible. 

So  I  would  make  this  church  just  as 
beautiful  as  I  could  and  then  I  would 
try  to  use  all  the  beauty,  not  for  myself 
but  for  Him.  You  can  soon  determine 
the  kind  of  people  who  make  up  the  mem- 
bership of  a  church  by  the  neatness  of 
their  place  of   worship.      Now    I  do  not 


The  Model  Church 

Well,  wife,  I've  found  the  model  clmrch  and  worshipped  there  today; 
It  made  me  think  of  good  old  times  before  my  hair  was  gray; 
The  meeting  house  was  finer  built  than  they  were  years  ago, 
But  then  I  found,  when  I  went  in,  it  was  not  built  for  show. 

The  sexton  did  not  set  me  down  away  back  by  the  door, 
He  knew  that  I  was  old  and  deaf  and  saw  that  I  was  poor, 
He  must  have  been  a  Christian  man,  he  led  me  boldly  through 
The  long  aisle  of  that  crowded  church  to  find  a  pleasant  pew. 

I  wish  you'd  heard  the  singing,  wife,  it  had  the  old  time  ring; 
The  preacher  said,  with  trumpet  voice,  "Let  all  the  people  sing!" 
"Old  Coronation"  was  the  tune,  the  music  upward  rolled, 
Till  I  tho't  I  heard  the  angel  choir  strike  all  their  harps  of  gold. 

My  deafness  seemed  to  melt  away,  my  spirit  caught  the  fire; 
I  joined  my  feeble,  trembling  voice  with  that  melodious  choir, 
And  sang,  as  in  my  youthful  days,  "Let  angels  prostrate  fall; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem,  and  crown  Him  Lord  of  all." 

I  tell  you,  wife,  it  did  me  good  to  sing  that  hymn  once  more; 
I  felt  like  some  wrecked  mariner  who  gets  a  glimpse  of  shore. 
I  almost  want  to  lay  aside  this  weather-beaten  form, 
And  anchor  in  the  blessed  port,  forever  from  the  storm. 

'Twas  not  a  flowery  sermon,  wife,  but  simple  gospel  truth, 
It  fitted  humble  men  like  me,  it  suited  hopeful  youth; 
To  win  immortal  souls  to  Christ  the  earnest  preacher  tried; 
He  talked  not  of  himself,  or  creed,  but  Jesus  crucified. 

Dear  wife,  the  toil  will  soon  be  o'er,  the  victory  soon  be  won, 
The  shining  land  is  just  ahead,  our  race  is  nearly  run; 
We're  nearing  Canaan's  happy  shore!  our  home  so  bright  and  fair; 
Thank  God,  we'll  never  sin  again,  there'll  be  no  sorrow  there. 


mean  that  these  things  would  prove 
whether  or  not  they  are  good  people,  but 
a  lack  of  orderliness  and  beauty  reveals 
the  fact  that  they  have  not  caught  the 
vision  of  how  to  win  the  world  to  Christ. 
The  most  humble  church  building  can  be 
kept  neat  and  clean. 

Now  if  I  had  the  money  I  would  build 
the  church  in  one  of  the  best  locations 
in  town  or  in  the  country,  whichever  it 
might  be.  This  wonderful  gospel  we  are 
holding  up  to  the  world  needs  the  best 
places  and  the  best  equipment  that  can 
be  found. 

We  do  not  want  to  be  misunderstood, 
so  will  tell  you  what  we'd  do  if  we  did 
not  have  the  money  to  build  a  beautiful 
church  or  have  the  best  location  in  town. 
We'd  just  do  the  best  we  could.  We  are 
thinking  of  Joseph  and  Mary  when  they 
went  to  Bethlehem  to  be  taxed.  We  have 
proof  that  they  wanted  the  best,  for  they 
went  to  the  inn  where  all  the  rich  people 
stayed,  but  when  they  couldn't  get  in 
they  did  the  best  they  could,  they  went 
to  the  stable.  One  thing  I'd  do  whether 
I  had  everything  according  to  my  desires 
or  not,  I'd  try  to  get  this  gospel  to  the 
people. 

I  remember  the  time  in  California  when 
I  attended  and  worked  in  a  mission  in  the 
slums  of  the  city     with  only  dirt  for  a 
floor,  and  it  was  sweet  to  be  there  be- 
cause God  was  there.  So 
you   see   I   am   not      too 
proud     to  worship     and 
work  for  God  anywhere. 

Not  long  ago  a  young 
man  came  to  me  and  said, 
"Sister  Harrison,  I  want 
to  ask  you  a  question.  Is 
it  true  that  you  advocate 
using  a  prayer  room  in- 
stead of  an  altar?"  I  was 
very  glad  to  tell  him  I 
did  and  to  be  able  to  give 
scriptural  reasons.  So  in 
building  this  model 
church  I  would  build  a 
nice  large  prayer  room  in 
connection  with  the  au- 
ditorium and  invite  those 
who  wanted  to  seek  the 
Lord  into  this  prayer 
room  away  from  the  cu- 
rious eyes  and  the  unbe- 
lief that  exists  in  the  av- 
erage congregation.  And 
now  do  you  ask  me  what 
scripture  I  have  to  prove 
that  this  is  right?  In 
Acts  1:13  we  find  they 
went  into  an  upper  room 
to  tarry  for  the  Holy 
Ghost.  Peter  tells  us  in 
verse  1 5  that  the  number 
of  seekers  were  about  one 
hundred  and  twenty. 
Then  my  own  personal 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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BY  MABEL  McKEE 


Edith  Nichter  pressed  the  soil  around 
the  Easter  flowers,  singing  a  little.  The 
brightness  in  her  eyes  caused  old  Tom 
Moore,  who  was  usually  grouchy  over 
Easter,  Christmas,  and  all  days  bringing 
an  extra  rush  of  work  at  the  Weymouth 
Greenhouses,  to  whistle  as  he  worked. 

Josephine  Norris  came  back  from  the 
attractive  salesroom  of  the  greenhouses 
for  some  jonquils.  She  heard  the  singing, 
but  scarcely  noticed  it.  All  her  attention 
was  bent  upon  the  artistic  way  Edith  was 
arranging  the  pots  of  jonquils,  hyacinths, 
and  Easter  lilies  on  the  ledge. 

"You're  an  artist,  child!"  she  praised. 
"I  wonder — "  she  hesitated — "if  you'd 
mind  staying  tonight  to  help  me  put  the 
Easter  trims  in  the  windows  of  the  shop? 
I  can't  get  in  a  mood  for  that  work."  Her 
voice  fell.  "It's  hard  to  feel  like  doing 
them  when  Easter  seems  such  an  empty 
day." 

She  stopped  speaking  and  her  chin 
trembled.  Impulsively  Edith,  who  knew 
of  the  death  of  Josephine's  sister  a  few 
months  before,  went  to  her.  She  slipped 
her  arms  around  Josephine. 

"I'd  love  to  help  you  with  the  win- 
dows, Jo,"  she  whispered. 

After  a  little  Edith  went  back  to  her 
work  of  repotting  the  choicest  of  the 
Easter  lilies.  After  that  was  done  she 
wrapped  the  pots  in  crepe  paper — laven- 
der, pink,  blue,  yellow — and  tied  them 
with  ribbon  as  white  and  silky  as  the 
petals  of  the  lilies  themselves.  All  the 
time  she  worked  she  continued  singing 
her  Easter  song. 

This  Easter  song  had  really  brought  her 
to  the  city.  She  had  sung  it  last  Easter 
morning  in  the  little  country  church 
which  the  Nichter  family  always  attend- 
ed. Her  voice  had  been  so  joyous  and 
warm  that  day  that  the  new  pastor 
joined  the  organist  in  saying  it  was  a 
shame  to  hide  her  voice  from  the  rest  of 
the  world. 

"Edith's  voice  isn't  hidden,"  old  Grand- 
mother Brent  had  interrupted  them.  "She 
sings  for  all  of  us  when  she  visits  us. 
When  I  closed  my  eyes  today,  I  could  pic- 
ture the  angels  singing  that  first  Easter 
morning  just  as  she  sang,  'Christ  is  ris- 
en.' " 

But  the  pastor  had  again  expressed  the 
conviction  that  she  could  get  a  position 
at  a  radio  station,  if  she  were  in  the 
city.  "Her  voice  is  much  more  appealing 
than  many  of  the  voices  we  hear  over  the 
radio,"  he  had  said. 

That  started  the  Nichter  family  to 
saving  so  that  Edith  could  go  to  the  city 
and,  as  mother  termed  it,  "give  her  voice 
its  chance." 

The  whole  family  drank  skim  milk  and 
sold  the  cream.  The  twins  helped  Edith 


pick  blackberries  to  sell  to  passing  trav- 
elers. Jerry  carried  water  for  the  thresh- 
ing crew  and  insisted  upon  dropping  half 
of  his  earnings  into  the  radio  pocket- 
book."  Her  father  pretended  that  he  did 
not  want  to  go  to  the  state  fair  so  he 
could  buy  her  a  new  winter  coat  with  a 
fur  collar. 

Because  of  her  family's  sacrifices  Edith 
had  grieved  most  when  the  manager  of 
the  largest  radio  studio  told  her  what  he 
told  the  other  young  radio  aspirants  that 
autumn.  "Even  trained  radio  singers  with 
their  own  audiences  are  being  laid  off," 
he  had  said.  "A  raw  recruit  like  you 
hasn't  any  chance  now.  Go  home  and 
wait  until  times  are  better." 

The  manager  of  one  new,  rather  un- 
certain station  had  given  her  a  tryout  and 
then  told  her  her  voice  was  "too  va- 
cant, too  wooden."  He  had  advised  her  to 
take  some  voice  lessons  and  then  to  come 
back. 

Edith  had  summoned  all  her  courage  to 
keep  from  giving  up  after  that  failure. 
She  could  vision  the  gloom  at  the  home 
farm,  if  she  journeyed  back  as  she  had 
been  advised  and  told  them  what  the 
managers  had  said.  The  family  thought 
she  was  so  talented  that  she  could  some 
day  earn  enough  to  send  Jerry  to  college. 
Her  father,  who  had  driven  her  to  the 
railroad  station  that  November  day  she 
started  to  the  city,  gave  her  a  parting 
word  of  advice.  "Times  are  sort  of  close 
in  the  city  just  as  on  the  farm,"  he  had 
said.  "Give  yourself  a  month  or  so  to  get 
a  job  before  you  get  discouraged.  Here, 
honey,"  he  had  slipped  an  envelope  into 
her  hand,  "is  something  to  tide  you  over 
until  you  get  located." 

The  three  ten-dollar  bills  in  the  enve- 
lope told  Edith  why  her  father  had  sold 
his  prize  pig  the  week  before  she  left 
home.  She  had  cried  over  those  bills  when 
she  opened  the  envelope.  She  had  cried 
again  when  she  had  had  to  take  two  of 
them  from  the  envelope  to  spend  while 
she  could  not  find  work. 

The  third  had  been  spent  joyously  for 
Christmas  gifts  for  the  family  back  home 
the  week  she  secured  the  position  in  the 
Weymouth  Greenhouses.  Since  that  time 
she  had  been  able  not  only  to  pay  father 
back  the  third  ten-dollar  bill,  but  to  send 
other  money  to  mother  to  buy  clothing 
for  the  younger  children. 

When  she  wrote  home  telling  them  that 
she  had  secured  a  job  at  the  Weymouth 
Florist  Shop,  she  had  not  said  that  it  was 
a  humble  one,  resetting  plants,  decorating 
pots,  running  errands,  and  even  sweeping 
out  the  shop.  And,  though  she  wrote  home 
that  she  sang  every  day,  she  did  not  admit 
that  it  was  while  she  worked  in  the  green- 
houses. 


She  had  written  that  she  hoped  this  job 
was  just  temporary  and  that  there  would 
be  some  openings  soon  at  the  radio  sta- 
tions. She  made  another  round  of  the 
studios  on  an  afternoon  that  she  did  not 
work,  even  going  back  to  the  new  studio 
where  the  manager  had  said  her  voice  was 
"wooden." 

"I  did  sing  like  a  wooden  person,"  she 
had  told  herself  as  she  mounted  the  steps 
leading  to  the  last  studio.  "They  were  all 
so  cold  and  critical-looking.  But  today, 
if  they'll  give  me  another  tryout,  I'll 
close  my  eyes  and  try  to  think  I'm  back 
home  singing  again." 

Back  home,  when  she  sang  at  entertain- 
ments at  the  community  house  or  at  spe- 
cial services  at  the  church,  her  audiences 
had  listened  eagerly.  Grandmother  Brent 
closed  her  eyes,  father  leaned  forward;  and 
mother  always  smiled. 

But  the  manager  merely  shook  his  head 
when  she  begged  for  another  tryout,  and 
she  went  back  to  her  work  at  the  Wey- 
mouth Greenhouses  and  sang  to  the  plants 
she  was  putting  in  pots. 

After  Josephine  had  gone  back  into  the 
shop  that  morning,  Edith  vowed  to  her- 
self to  sing  her  Easter  songs  while  she 
worked.  She  would  even  try  to  sing  them 
as  beautifully  as  she  had  last  Easter.  "Per- 
haps then,"  she  whispered  to  herself,  "I 
can  bring  a  little  comfort  to  Josephine." 

But  Josephine  did  not  even  notice  her 
Easter  song  when  she  came  back  a  little 
later  for  more  jonquils.  "There's  to  be  a 
spring  luncheon  at  the  women's  club- 
house," she  said.  "Orchid  and  yellow  are 
the  colors.  I'm  to  go  with  the  flowers 
and  arrange  them.  I  wonder  if  we  could 
use  some  of  those  crocuses  with  the  tulips 
and  jonquils." 

"If  I  change  the  paper  on  their  tiny 
pots,  you  can  use  them  on  the  sideboard 
as  they  were  pictured  in  the  magazine 
you  showed  me  the  other  day,"  Edith 
said  excitedly. 

Josephine  turned  her  grave  eyes  to  the 
slender  girl  in  a  dark-blue  smock.  A  real- 
ly interested  smile  flashed  across  her  un- 
happy face.  "You're  going  with  me  to 
that  clubhouse!"  she  exclaimed.  "I'm  go- 
ing to  ask  Mr.  Weymouth  to  let  you  help 
me  with  all  the  decorating  the  next  few 
weeks." 

And  that  was  how  Mr.  Weymouth 
happened  to  send  Edith  with  the  Easter 
lilies  to  decorate  Bethany  Chapel  the  Sat- 
urday before  Easter.  Josephine  told  him 
that  Edith  "always  does  a  little  more  than 
I  ask  her  to  do.  She's  so  good  that  it's  a 
shame  not  to  give  her  a  chance  at  the 
really  likable  work  here." 

Edith's  heart  grew  so  full  that  it  seemed 
as  if  it  would  burst  when  she  stepped  into 
Bethany  Chapel  on  beautiful  Linden  Ave- 
nue. It  was  not  a  large  church  such  as 
she  and  the  other  girls  at  Mrs.  Smith's 
boarding  house  attended.  But  it  was  fur- 
( Continued  on  page  25) 
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The    Easier   Lily 

"Dear  Easter  lily, 


So  stately  and  white, 
Tell  me,  I  pray  thee, 

Why  are  you  so  bright?" 

"Listen  quite  closely," 

Said  the  lily  so  fair, 
"A  secret  I'll  tell  thee 

Of  my  beauty  rare. 

"My  petals  so  lovely, 

So  pure  and  white, 
Are  the  emblem  of  love 

Of  the  Savior  of  light. 

"So  proudly  I  stand 

That  all  may  see, 
The   message  of  heaven 

I  bring  unto  thee." 

— Lois  White,  Warrior,  Ala. 

EASTER 

(For  six  little  girls  with  letters) 
E  is  for  eternity — endless  joy 

That  Christ  died  to  give  to  each  girl 
and  boy. 

A  is  for  abiding  in  Jesus  each  day. 
Brings  joy  and  peace  along  the  way. 

S  means  our  Savior,  Jesus  alone 

Who  died  on   the  cross  to  save  every 
one. 

T  means  He's  true  and  tender  and  kind, 
A  better  friend  you'll  never  find. 

E  stands  for  everyone  who  will  believe 
On  Jesus  the  Savior,  He'll  kindly  re- 
ceive. 

R  means  He  is  risen  and  reigning  on  high, 
With  glory  we'll  crown  Him  as  King 
by   and   by. 

All:     EASTER, 
Joyful  Easter. 

— Lois  White,  Warrior,  Ala. 

Sweetest  Morn 

"The  Lord  is  risen  indeed,"  Luke  24:34. 

Hail!  happy,  sweetest  day  of  days, 
Let  loudest  praise  ye  sound, 
From  pole  to  pole  the  world  around 
Raise  to  high  heaven  your  lays. 

The  Lord  is  risen,  is  risen  indeed, 
He  lives  who  once  had  died, 
Sin,  death,  and  hell  are  now  defied 
"He  is  risen!  now  we  are  freed." 

Rejoice!  rejoice!  O  souls  washed  white, 
The  happy  day  is  near 
When  He  that  is  risen  will  appear, 
How  grand  will  be  that  sight! 


Let  every  Christian  maid  and  youth 
That  hath  this  blessed  trust, 
Be  true,  be  pure,  be  strong  and  just, 
Be  wise,  seek  only  truth. 

— T  helm  a   C.   Levy. 

The  Dream  Ship 

Every  man  aboard  the  dream  boat  that 

is  so  ever  near, 
But  sometimes  it  sails  out  into  the  midst 

of  darkness, 
And  sinks  with  doubt  and  fear. 

The  embarkment  is  with  so  much  hap- 
piness and  cheer, 

But  have  you  ever  stopped  to  count  the 
cost 

That  doesn't  seem  yet  to  appear? 

The   dream   boat   sails    quite   nicely,    and 

that   with  ease, 
But  just  wait  until  you  get  discouraged 
And   a   bit   displeased. 

When  the  old  ship  gets  loaded  and  seems 

to  drag, 
Don't  faint  in  the  midst  of  darkness 
And  begin  to  nag. 

It  seems  at  times  to  be  loaded,  and  that 

with  lead, 
But  look  up  and  stick  close  beside  your 

companion 
As  though  every  one  else  were  dead. 

Now  the  road  sometimes  gets  rough,  and 

the  stream   is   wide, 
And  you  will  find  it  very  hard  at  times 
To  sail  against  the  tide. 

Now  don't  get  weary  and  drop  your  lip, 
Just   keep   in   mind   that   a   quitter   or   a 

drifter 
Never  landed  a  ship. 

— Erskin  W.   Burton, 
N.  Chattanooga,  Tenn. 

The  Shelburn  Y.P.E. 

We  have   a  Y.P.E. 
That's   growing  every  day, 
Larger   and   larger 
All  along  the  way. 

Every   Sunday    evening 
At  six-thirty  p.  m. 
We  gather  at  the  church 
And   we   sing   a   hymn. 

We    also    have    prayer, 

Of  which  we  could  not  do  without, 

For  prayer  is  what  makes  our  Y.  P.  E. 

grow, 
And  also  makes  it  stout. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  our  guide 

And  on  it  we  depend, 

For  it  guides  us  and  it  leads  us, 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

And   we'll   read   it   to   the  end. 

The  Lord  is  always  with  us 
And  His  blessings  He  does  send, 
So  we  invite  all  of  you, 
Our  meetings  to  attend. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

This  is  a  poem  composed  and  handed  in 
by  one  of  my  Junior  Y.P.E.  girls,  age  13. 
Betty  at  one  time  won  in  a  contest  of 
four  girls  for  selling  the  largest  number 
of  Lighted  Pathways. 

— Mrs.  Elmer  Davidson,  president. 

Be  Careful 

Whatever   you  think,   both  in  joy  or  in 
woe, 
Think  nothing  you  would  not  like  Je- 
sus to  know, 
Whatever  you  say  in  a  whisper  or  clear, 
Say  nothing  you  would  not  like  Jesus 
to  hear. 
Whatever  you  read,  though  the  page  may 
allure, 
Read  nothing,  unless  you  are  perfectly 

sure 
Consternation    would    not    be    seen    in 
your  look, 
If   Jesus   said   solemnly,    "Show   me   that 

book." 
Whatever  you  write  with  haste  or  with 
heed 
Write  nothing  you  would  not  like  Je- 
sus   to   read. 

— Name  misplaced. 

He  Knows  Best 

Don't  weep  for  those  who  have  gone, 
Who  bade  farewell  to  a  sad,  weary  way, 
Although  they  will  never  see  the  dawn 
Their  soul  went  home  at  the  break  of  day. 

They  are  happy  with  Him  up  yonder 
Where  troubles  have  all  flown  away; 
Over  their  going  we  must  not  ponder, 
For  they  are  with  Him  to  stay. 

He  saw  a  reason  for  taking  them, 
Although  that  reason  we  do  not  know; 
We  must  put  our  hope  and  faith  in  Him 
And  like  the  beloved  be  prepared  to  go. 
—Myra  Dell  Fields,  Ft.  Worth,  Tex. 


Missing  at  Sunset 

(This  poem,  I  wish  to  sincerely  dedicate 

to  my  fellow  pastors.) 
It  is  sunset;  fast  hastens  the  day  once  so 
bright, 
Yon  shepherd  is  gathering  his  sheep, 
And  bringing  them  in  from  the  night. 
Through    thorns   he     has     waded,    and 
briars, 
To  bring  them  from  dangers  of  hillsides, 
Despite  that  the  journey  his  feet  sorely 
tires; 
He  leads  them  to  lowlands  of  refuge, 
Where   safely   till   morn   they'll   abide. 

Now  he's  gently  calling  them  by  him, 
And  counting  them  one  by  one; 
(Continued  on  page  22) 
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What  Price  Knowledge? 

The  story  is  told  of  a  landowner  who 
invited  four  young  men  to  spend  their 
summer  holidays  on  a  tract  of  land  he 
owned — a  small,  rocky  valley  through 
which  ran  a  small  stream.  They  were  told 
that  they  could  have  for  themselves 
whatever  of  value  they  might  find  on 
it. 

The  first  one  looked  over  the  land, 
gave  a  grunt  of  disgust  and  left,  saying, 
"The  land  is  worthless.  There's  nothing 
to  see,  nothing  to  use,  nothing  to  do." 

The  second  man,  an  artist,  saw  in  its 
winding  valley  many  beautiful  scenes 
that  he  transferred  to  canvases. 

The  third,  a  botanist,  found  some  rare 
herbs  and  roots  which  he  sold  for  a  con- 
siderable sum  of  money  to  a  manufactur- 
ing druggist. 

The  fourth,  a  geologist,  found  an  old 
boring  in  the  rock,  evidently  abandoned 
by  some  prospector.  After  considerable 
drilling  he  found  in  the  pocket  some  valu- 
able gold  nuggets.  Each  man  saw  what 
he  had  been  trained  to  look  for. 

The  more  knowledge  we  acquire  the 
more  rich  and  valuable  our  experiences 
will  be. — Religious  Telescope. 

Books  We  Are  Suggesting  For  This 
Month 

The  Life  Stories  of  Twelve  Wonderful 
Women,   namely: 

Florence  Nightingale,  the  heroine  of 
the  Crimea, 

Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  the  Christian 
poetess, 

Agnes  Weston,  the  friend  of  the  sailor, 

Fanny  Jane  Crosby,  the  blind  hymn 
writer, 

Ann  H.  Judson,  the  heroic  Burmese 
missionary, 

Pandita  Ramabai,  the  Indian  orphans' 
friend, 

Mrs.  Walter  Searle,  the  missionary  to 
the  Kaffirs, 

Harriet  Beecher  Stowe,  the  champion 
of  the  slaves, 

Mary  Slessor,  the  brave  missionary  of 
Calabar, 

Elizabeth  Fry,  the  friend  of  the  prison- 
ers, 

Charlotte  Maria  Tucker,  the  renowned 
story  writer, 

Grace  Darling,  the  heroine  of  the 
storm.  Price  5  0c  each. 

The    Life    Stories    of    Twelve    Famous 


Evangelists,  namely: 

John  Wesley,  The  Traveling  Evange- 
list, 

D.  L.  Moody,  the  Pioneer  Evangelist, 

George  Whitefield,  the  Field  Evange- 
list, 

Thomas  Chalmers,  Parish  Evangelist, 

W.  P.  Lockhart,  the  Young  Men's 
Evangelist, 

Charles  H.  Spurgeon,  the  Pastoral 
Evangelist, 

Brownlow  North,  Society  Evangelist, 

Alexander  Marshall,  the  Itinerant  Evan- 
gelist, 

Duncan  Matheson,  the  Open-air  Evan- 
gelist, 

Lord  Radstock,  the  Continental  Evan- 
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gelist, 

Dr.  R.  A.  Torrey,  the  World-Wide 
Evangelist, 

William  Booth,  the  Fire-brand  Evange- 
list. Price  50c  each. 

These  books  should  be  in  every  home. 
Reading  the  life  story  of  great  men  and 
women  will  inspire  your  children  to  bet- 
ter living.  Terms  on  books,  $3.00  down 
and  $3.00  per  month. 

"Bible  Readings  for  Christian  Work- 
ers," by  Basil  W.  Miller,  M.A.,  A.T.M. 
Price  $1.00. 

"The  Sermon  in  the  Kitchen,"  by  Mary 
S.  Wood.  Price  5  0c.  This  book  is  so  sim- 
ply earnest  in  its  outlook  that  one  is 
lured  from  chapter  to  chapter  till  the 
last  page  is  reached. 

"Heroes  of  the  Cross;  David  Living- 
stone, Robert  Moffat,  Apolo  and  the 
Pygmies."  Price  50c. 

"The  Modern  Girl  Decides,"  by  Mary 
S.  Wood.  This  book  is  filled  with  thrill- 
ing stories  of  how  Christ  can  save  and 
satisfy  the  modern  girl,  no  matter  what 
her  need  may  be.  Each  chapter  is  full  of 
interest  and  because  the  stories  are  true 
they  cannot  but  move  the  hearts  of  all 
readers.  Price  5  0c. 

Helps   for    Bible   Study 

Here  are  two  good  one-volume  com- 
mentaries: 

"The  International  Bible  Commentary," 
by  C.  H.  Erwin,  M.A.,  D.D.  with  the 
foreword  on  the  study  of  the  Bible.  Price 
$2.00. 

"Critical  and  Explanatory  Commen- 
tary on  the  Whole  Bible,"  by  Robert 
Jamison,  D.D.,  A.  R.  Fausset,  A.M.,  and 
David  Brown,  D.D.  Price  $4.00. 

Note:  These  commentaries  can  be 
easily  carried  by  the  evangelist  and  will 
be  a  great  help  in  your  work. 

"Matthew  Henry's  Commentary,"  in 
six  volumes.  Every  study  should  be 
equipped  with  this  set  of  commentaries. 
Price  $15.00. 

Order  from 
CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUB.  HOUSE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


Lighted  Pathway  Rating 
Sold  for 
March 

Alabama  1,180 

Arizona    - 14 

Arkansas  193 

California  119 

Colorado 2  8 

Delaware  _ 42 

Foreign  275 

Florida   4, 5  74 

Georgia  3,040 

Iowa  3  5 

Idaho    112 

Illinois    72  8 

(Continued  on  page  22) 
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12,539 
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243 

3,003 
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OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
ments  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us    bear   this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
vnless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  ts  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be   depended   on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the    altar    of    prayer   and    accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic,  "MEANING  OF  THE  RISEN 
LIFE" 
A  NEW  INWARD  LIFE,  Rom.  8:11 
"But  if  the  Spirit  of  him  that  raised 
up  Jesus  from  the  dead  dwell  in  you,  he 
that  raised  up  Christ  from  the  dead  shall 
also  quicken  your  mortal  bodies  by  his 
Spirit  that  dwelleth  in  you."  What  a  great 
power,  that  Spirit  of  God  dwelling  with- 
in us.  Surely  it  is  the  power  that  raised 
Lazarus  from  the  dead,  and  if  it  be 
strong  enough  for  that  what  can  it  do 
for  us?  There  are  times  that  we  seem  to 
forget  that  there  is  an  inward  power 
working  when  the  Spirit  dwells  within 
us,  but  the  Spirit  itself  is  power,  and 
when  He  dwells  within  He  can  do  any- 
thing in  us,  through,  and  for  us  that  we 
will  believe.  This  is  a  power  that  over- 
comes the  power  of  self,  that  overcomes 
the  desires  to  continue  in  sin  and  "enjoy 
the  pleasures  of  sin  for  a  season,"  and  it 
is  a  power  that  draws  us  on  to  fruitful- 
ness  in  the  Word  of  God  and  the  spiritual 
life.  Just  to  know  that  our  mortal  bodies 
can  be  quickened  and  will  be  quickened 
by  Him,  not  only  when  He  comes  to  take 
His  bride  away  to  meet  Him  in  the  air, 
but  even  now  when  His  Spirit  has  right 
of  way  in  our  hearts  our  mortal  bodies 
are  quickened  and  we  feel     His     power 


surging  through  our  entire  bodies.  It 
gives  us  faith  and  courage  when  things 
seem  to  go  wrong;  it  helps  us  to  pray 
when  otherwise  it  seems  we  cannot  utter 
a  word,  yea,  and  even  makes  intercession 
for  us  according  to  our  needs  (see  verse 
26),  and  this  power  checks  us  when  we 
perhaps  would  do  something  that  would 
not  be  just  as  pleasing  to  the  Lord,  and 
then  shows  us  the  better  way,  the  way 
that  would  bring  most  joy  to  our  Lord 
and  Savior,  Jesus  Christ. 

CHRISTLIKENESS,  2  Cor.  4:10 

"Always  bearing  about  in  the  body  the 
dying  of  the  Lord  Jesus,  that  the  life  also 
of  Jesus  might  be  made  manifest  in  our 
body."  Many  blessings  are  lost  by  indi- 
viduals failing  to  be  willing  to  bear  in 
their  bodies  the  marks  of  the  sufferings 
of  the  Lord.  Plenty  are  willing  to  follow 
Jesus  in  a  pleasant  path,  but  when  it 
comes  to  suffering  for  Him,  it  is  more 
than  they  can  stand  and  this  is  the  point 
where  many  turn  back  and  go  back  to 
the  beggarly  elements  of  the  world.  But 
dear  ones,  let  us  look  back  at  the  early 
disciples;  they  were  willing  to  suffer 
for  the  Lord,  and  even  counted  it  a  bless- 
ing to  be  privileged  to  suffer  and  bear  re- 
proach for  the  name  of  Jesus.  Are  we 
better  than  they?  There  is  a  possibility 
that  this  failure  on  the  part  of  believers 
is  one  of  the  big  hindrances  today  of 
miracles  and  signs  and  wonders  being 
done  in  the  name  of  Jesus.  Jesus  is  the 
same,  His  power  is  the  same,  and  if  we 
live  like  Him,  there  must  be  the  manifes- 
tations thereof  in  our  mortal  bodies  and 
in  our  daily  lives.  Oh,  to  be  like  Christ 
in  everything,  in  our  conversation,  in  our 
daily  walk,  in  our  ministering  to  the  sick 
and  needy,  in  our  giving,  in  our  efforts 
to  win  souls.  Let  us  forget  our  helpless- 
ness and  our  littleness,  and  look  to  that 
power  of  Christ  that  lives  within  us  and 
be  more  like  Him.  He  is  our  "Hero"  and 
if  our  lives  are  patterned  after  Him,  we 
will  be  of  greater  service  and  there  will 
be  more  power  exercised  through  faith 
and  prayer  than  has  been  in  the  past.  We 
have  the  promise,  yea  many  promises,  of 
answers  and  of  power  to  serve  and  wit- 
ness for  Him.  Let  tis  believe  those  great 
promises  and  give  glory  to  the  God  who 
loves  us  and  wants  us  to  show  the  spirit 
of  Christlikeness. 
HEAVENLY  AFFECTIONS,  Col.  3:2 

"Set  your  affections  on  things  above, 
not  on  things  on  the  earth."  There  is 
something  planted  within  the  human  na- 
ture that  causes  us  to  love  certain  people 
and  certain  things  in  this  life.  But  here 
we  are  exhorted  to  set  our  affections  on 
heavenly  things  rather  than  on  things  on 
the  earth,  for  the  things  of  the  earth  will 
perish,  but  heaven  and  its  joy  remain 
throughout  eternity.  So  our  desires  should 
be  that  whatever  we  purchase,  it  should 
be  for  our  heavenly  home;  wherever  we 
build,  it  should  be  in  heaven;   for  there 
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and  only  there  can  we  build  so  that  we 
can  enjoy  it  after  this  life.  So  many  are 
clamoring  after  the  worldly  goods,  the 
worldly  dollar,  the  worldly  fame  and 
popularity,  but  we  need  to  realize  the  es- 
sentials of  eternal  things  and  the  perisha- 
bility of  earthly  things.  We  enjoy  the 
flowers  here  for  a  season,  then  the  win- 
try days  come  and  the  flowers  fade 
away  and  hide  until  spring  again.  We  en- 
joy the  sunshine  here,  but  then  there 
comes  the  days  when  the  sun  hides  its 
face  and  we  see  only  the  clouds  that  hang 
heavy  and  low.  But  our  deepest  and  most 
lasting  affections  should  be  on  things 
above  and  then  our  cares  would  be  great- 
ly diminished  and  our  joys  greatly  mul- 
tiplied. Love  Jesus,  His  throne,  that  home 
which  He  has  gone  to  prepare  for  those 
who  obey  Him,  the  glory  that  we  shall 
share  with  Him  up  there,  and  the  many 
things  that  "eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear 
heard,  nor  that  have  entered  into  the 
heart  of  man."  These  are  waiting  for  the 
faithful  and  the  true,  and  we  can  be  in 
that  number  if  we  care  for  things  eternal. 
EXALTATION  TO  HEAVENLY 

PLACES,  Eph.  2:5-6 
"Even  when  we  were  dead  in  sins,  hath 
quickened  us  together  with  Christ,  (by 
grace  ye  are  saved;)  And  hath  raised  us 
up  together,  and  made  us  sit  together  in 
heavenly  places  in  Christ  Jesus."  How 
highly  have  we  been  exalted,  lifted  from 
the  depths  of  sin  and  degradation  to  the 
high  plane  of  Jesus  and  His  love!  Yea, 
and  the  precious  baptism  with  the  Holy 
Ghost  hath  the  Lord  given  us,  lifting  vs 
even  higher  and  giving  us  a  glimpse  of 
His  glory  and  a  taste  of  that  which  awaits 
us  on  the  other  side.  Surely  these  are 
heavenly  places  and  they  are  in  Christ, 
for  the  person  out  of  Christ  does  not 
enjoy  these  marvelous  blessings,  but  He 
has  reserved  them  for  those  who  will 
trust  Him  and  live  for  Him.  God  knows 
whom  He  can  trust  and  many  times  He 
tries  to  see  if  we  are  trustworthy,  then 
if  we  prove  true,  He  entrusts  us  with 
the  heavenly  revelations  of  scripture, 
deepens  our  understanding  of  heavenly 
things,  broadens  our  views  to  see  the 
Christ  for  the  world  and  the  world  for 
the  Christ.  The  hours  that  we  spend  in 
the  heavenly  places  qualify  us  for  the 
journey  out  into  the  land  of  the  heathen 
and  unbelievers  and  we  are  thus  able  to 
lead  them  to  seek  Jesus  and  His  will  for 
their  lives.  For  when  we  have  been  with 
Jesus  for  a  while,  those  with  whom  we 
come  in  contact  can  say  as  they  of  old 
said  of  the  disciples,  "They  have  been 
with  Jesus." 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Grace  Churchman 

Topic,  "LIFE" 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

Webster  says  life  is  the  period  between 

birth  and  death,  and  in  the  Bible  we  find 
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that  life  is  a  vapor  which  vanishes  away, 
James  4:14.  Then  in  Job  14:1-2  we  find 
that  life  cometh  forth  like  a  flower  and 
is  cut  down,  or  fleeth  as  a  shadow. 

Think  how  quickly  the  vapor  vanishes 
or  how  soon  the  flower  is  cut  down.  Then 
we  begin  to  realize  that  man's  days  are 
indeed  short.  We  might  say  that  life  is 
the  time  spent  between  birth  and  eter- 
nity. Of  course,  there  is  eternal  life  which 
we  may  gain,  but  as  the  usual  thing  we 
think  of  life  as  the  time  spent  in  this 
world.  Three  score  and  ten  (or  seventy 
years)  is  the  allotted  time  for  our  life. 
However,  we  find  because  of  sin  in  this 
world  that  the  lives  of  the  majority  of 
people  are  cut  much  shorter. 

WHENCE  COMETH  LIFE 
Gen.  2:7 

We  see  in  this  scripture  that  our  life  is 
granted  to  us  by  our  heavenly  Father. 
Man  is  more  than  the  beasts  of  the  field. 
He  is  a  living  soul  because  God  im- 
planted in  him  a  soul  and  He  did  not 
give  that  immortal  part  to  the  animal  and 
fowls.  Man  and  life  was  God's  master- 
piece of  work.  Although  there  are  people 
who  say  that  man  came  from  the  mon- 
key, we  know  that  it  is  not  so,  for  in  the 
Book  of  books  it  says,  "And  God  formed 
man  ....  and  man  became  a  living  soul." 
There  is  no  other  explanation.  God  gave 
us  life. 

WHY  IS  LIFE  GIVEN 

We  see  so  much  wickedness  and  un- 
godliness in  the  world,  and  because  there 
is  so  much  pain  and  trouble  we  are  prone 
to  ask,  "Why  is  life  given?"  Eccl.  3:12, 
"I  know  there  is  no  good  in  them,  but  for 
a  man  to  rejoice  and  to  do  good  in  his 
life." 

God  has  promised  blessings  all  along 
the  way,  and  to  go  with  us  even  unto  the 
end.  Then  too,  He  has  promised  not  to 
put  more  on  us  than  we  can  bear.  So  even 
in  the  face  of  obstacles  that  confront  us 
we  need  and  should  rejoice  and  praise  God 
for  His  past  blessings  and  His  promise  for 
future  blessings. 

"To  do  good" — the  only  reason  we  can 
find  in  the  Bible  why  life  is  given.  When 
I  consider  this  I  become  almost  ashamed 
that  I  have  done  so  little  good.  Every  day 
and  in  numerous  ways  we  have  the  oppor- 
tunity to  do  so.  If  we  fail  to  meet  these 
opportunities,  then  we  are  failing  in  our 
purpose  in  life  for  our  lives  are  given  to 
do  good. 

We  know  that  everything  good  comes 
from  God   and   we   cannot   do  the 
we  should  if  we  are  not  godly. 
HOW  SHALL  WE  WALK  IN  THIS 
LIFE 
Luke  1:75;   1  Tim.  2:2 

In  part  we  find  the  above  scriptures. 
"In  holiness  and  righteousness  before 
him,  all  the  days  of  our  lives"  and  "Lead 
a  quiet  and  peaceful  life  in  all  godliness 
and  honesty." 

Surely  this  tells  us  how  we  should  walk 


in  this  life.  If  we  walk  righteously  we 
will  walk  in  holiness,  or  vice  versa  be- 
cause holiness  is  godly  righteousness. 
Then  if  we  live  a  holy  and  righteous  way, 
we  will  lead  a  quiet  and  peaceful  life,  and 
naturally  it  will  be  a  life  of  godliness 
and  a  life  of  honesty.  Honesty  and  right- 
eousness make  holiness  and  godliness.  We 
cannot  separate  holiness  and  godliness.  If 
we  are  holy  we  are  godly. 

We  also  find,  "Without  holiness  no 
man  shall  see  God."  Then  we  reach  this 
conclusion:  It  is  God's  wish  and  desire 
for  us  to  live  godly,  holy,  righteously, 
and  honestly.  If  we  live  in  this  manner 
we  will  be  able  to  see  God.  He  has  showed 
us  the  way  and  we  need  to  follow  Him. 
WHO  MAY   HAVE   ETERNAL  LIFE 

When  we  begin  to  think  of  life,  our 
minds  automatically  keep  running  on  to 
eternal  life.  And  then  the  question  ap- 
pears, "Who  may  have  eternal  life?" 

There  are  many  scriptures  we  might 
quote  here,  but  probably  the  sweetest  and 
most  loved  and  most  known  is  John  3:16, 
"For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he 
gave  His  only  begotten  Son,  that  whoso- 
ever believeth  in  him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life."  This  tells  us 
that  anyone  who  will  walk  in  the  steps 
of  the  Master  will  inherit  eternal   life. 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Ottis  Hewett 
Topic,  PROBLEMS  OF  THE  CHRIS- 
TIAN PERSONAL  WORKER 
Scripture :   John    15:16 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Tonight  we  are  studying  three  differ- 
ent classes  of  people  with  whom  the  per- 
sonal worker  deals.  They  are  problems  to 
the  young  worker.  Without  the  help    of 
the  Bible  all  of  us  would  be  unable   to 
cope  with  them.  We  cannot  use  all  of  the 
Bible   with  every   case   and   we  want   to 
know  just  what  passages  to  use  with  these 
individual  cases  and  the  manner  in  which 
the  wise  worker  will  proceed.   We  have 
these  classes  and  many  others  in  this  com- 
munity and  we  want  the  Word  of  God 
to  grip  their  souls  until  they  will  see  the 
folly  and  realize  the  danger  of  longer  con- 
tinuing as  one  of  these  classes.  Jude  22, 
23  suggests  a  difference  in  dealing  with 
souls.    Paul   was   subtle   and   crafty.   The 
other  apostles   used   wisdom,    and   let   us 
see  how  they  dealt  with  the  ones  who  are 
UNINTERESTED    AND     UNCON- 
CERNED, the  SELF-RIGHTEOUS,  and 
the  PROCRASTINATOR. 

THE  UNINTERESTED  AND  UN- 
CONCERNED 

How  shall  we  treat  those  with  whom 
we  speak  concerning  their  spiritual  con- 
dition, and  for  whose  salvation  we  are 
anxious,  who,  nevertheless,  treat  our  ap- 
proaches and  earnest  solicitations  with 
seeming  contempt,  or,  to  say  the     least, 


with  apparent  indifference?  They  may 
even  be  our  relatives,  intimate  friends, 
husband  or  wife.  The  thought  of  them 
being  lost  is  almost  unbearable,  yet  we  do 
not  seem  to  be  able  to  interest  them  in 
the  salvation  of  their  own  souls.  What 
can  we  say?  What  can  we  do?  What  can 
we  bring  forth  to  show  them  that  God 
can  still  save  and  instill  in  them  a  desire 
to  be  saved?  We  will  notice  three  ways  in 
which  to  deal  with  this  class.  FIRST,  aim 
to  produce  conviction  of  sin.  No  human 
teacher,  no  Christian  worker,  however 
faithful  and  consecrated,  can  produce  it; 
conscience  cannot  produce  it;  even  the 
gospel  itself  cannot  do  it.  Although  the 
Word  of  God  is  the  sword  of  the  Spirit, 
yet,  unless  the  Spirit  of  God  draws  forth 
and  wields  that  sword,  it  lies  powerless  in 
its  scabbard.  Use  such  passages  of  scrip- 
ture as  are  likely  to  produce  conviction 
of  sin.  Isa.  53:6;  Rom.  3:10,  23;  Matt. 
22:37,  38;  James  2:10.  These  passages 
will  prove  that  he  is  a  sinner,  just  as 
guilty  by  having  broken  one  point  of  the 
law  as  if  he  had  broken  all  of  it.  Use  such 
passages  as  set  forth  the  consequences  of 
sin.  Gal.  3:10;  Rev.  21:8.  Particularly 
should  the  guilt  of  rejecting  Christ  as  the 
Savior  be  shown.  John  3:17-19;  Heb.  10: 
28,  29.  SECOND,  use  such  passages  of 
scripture  as  set  forth  the  love  of  God  in 
the  gift  of  His  Son,  Jesus  Christ.  Seek 
to  awaken  the  inquirer's  gratitude  to  God 
for  His  unspeakable  gift.  John  3:16  sets 
forth  in  a  wondrous  way  the  love  of  God 
to  man.  Isa.  5  3:4,  5;  Rom.  2:4  also  helps. 
THIRD,  sometimes  it  is  well  to  appeal  to 
the  element  of  hope  which  lies  deeply  hid- 
den in  every  man's  nature.  In  Romans  8: 
24  we  are  told  that  "we  are  saved  by 
hope."  Christ  appealed  to  the  element  of 
hope  in  the  heart  of  the  Samaritan  wom- 
an. Christ  held  out  the  hope  of  heaven  to 
the  rich  young  ruler.  1  Tim.  4:8  teaches 
us  that  there  are  present  as  well  as  future 
blessings  in  being  a  Christian.  A  Chris- 
tian has  the  blessing  of  knowing  that 
his  sins  are  all  forgiven,  the  blessing  of 
peace,  the  blessing  of  fellowship  with 
God. 

THE  SELF-RIGHTEOUS 
The  people  composing  this  class  are 
those  who,  when  approached  concerning 
their  salvation,  begin  at  once  to  tell  you 
their  good  works  and  good  points  and  be- 
little the  simple,  Christ-like  faith  of  the 
gospel.  Now  the  question  is,  Can  the 
good  works  and  the  meritorious  deeds  of 
men  prove  a  sufficient  basis  for  the  in- 
heriting of  life  eternal  or  does  it  take  the 
blood  of  the  crucified  Son  of  God?  Use 
passages  of  scripture  as  will  be  likely  to 
show  them  the  futility  of  their  mere  hu- 
man merits.  FIRST,  show  them  that  the 
Bible  teaches  salvation  by  faith  in  the 
merits  of  Christ,  and  not  in  the  good 
works  of  men,  Rom.  3:20;  4:2-6,  also 
Gal.  2:16;  3:10,  11.  SECOND,  show 
them  that  God  looks  not  only  upon  the 
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outward  acts  of  life,  but  upon  the  hid- 
den, inner  motive  of  the  heart,  Luke  16: 
15;  Prov.  16:2;  Isa.  64:6.  THIRD,  show 
them  that  we  please  God  by  faith  only, 
John  6:28,  29;  Heb.  11:6.  FOURTH, 
show  them  from  the  scriptures  that  such 
a  belief  in  the  meritorious  significance 
of  good  works  makes  void,  ignores,  neu- 
tralizes the  death  of  Christ  as  the  ground 
of  our  salvation,  Gal.  2:21.  FIFTH,  give 
illustrations  from  the  Scriptures  of  good, 
moral  men,  who  nevertheless,  needed  a 
change  of  heart,  who  needed  saving  faith 
in  Jesus  Christ,  as  a  fitness  for  inherit- 
ance in  the  kingdom  of  God.  Cornelius, 
Acts  10:1-6  and  11:11-14.  Paul,  Phil.  3: 
4-8.  Jesus'  own  words  to  Nicodemus  in 
John  3:3   are  very  emphatic. 

THE  PROCRASTINATOR 

The  ones  who  put  off  salvation  until 
some  other  time  form,  perhaps,  the  larg- 
est class  and  is  one  very  difficult  with 
which  to  deal.  There  is,  seemingly,  to 
the  one  offering  less  guilt  connected  with 
this  excuse  than  one  that  borders  on  un- 
belief. For  this  reason  alone  many  put  off 
salvation  until  it  is  too  late.  The  BIBLI- 
CAL TREASURY  furnishes  the  follow- 
ing story:  "A  minister  of  the  gospel  de- 
termined on  one  occasion  to  preach  on  the 
text,  'Now  is  the  accepted  time;  now  is 
the  day  of  salvation.'  Whilst  in  his  study 
thinking  he  fell  asleep,  and  dreamed  that 
he  was  carried  into  hell,  and  set  down  in 
the  midst  of  the  conclave  of  lost  spirits. 
They  were  assembled  to  devise  means 
whereby  they  might  get  at  the  souls  of 
men.  One  rose  and  said,  'I  will  go  to  the 
earth  and  tell  men  that  the  Bible  is  all  a 
fable,  that  it  is  not  divinely  appointed 
of  God.'  No,  that  would  not  do.  Another 
said,  'Let  me  go.  I  will  tell  men  that  there 
is  no  God,  no  Savior,  no  heaven,  no  hell,' 
and  at  the  last  words  a  fiendish  smile 
lighted  upon  all  their  countenances.  'No, 
that  will  not  do;  we  cannot  make  men 
believe  that.'  Suddenly  one  arose,  and 
with  a  wise  mien,  like  the  serpent  of  old, 
suggested,  'No,  I  will  journey  to  the 
world  of  men  and  tell  them  that  there  IS 
a  God,  that  there  IS  a  Savior,  that  there 
IS  a  heaven, — yes,  and  a  hell,  too, — 
but  I  will  tell  them  that  there  is  NO 
hurry;  tomorrow  will  do;  it  will  be  even 
as  today.'  Naturally  they  sent  him." 

The  excuses  of  the  people  in  this  class 
assume  different  forms  and  here  are  a  few 
of  them.  "I  want  to  get  established  in 
business  first;  after  that  I  will  be  a 
Christian."  Matt.  6:33  and  Luke  12:16- 
21  show  clearly  that  our  duty  is  to  God 
first.  Nothing  comes  before  God.  "I  will 
wait  until  I  get  older,  then  I  will  be- 
come a  Christian."  Use  Eccl.  12:  1,  2 
with  2  Sam.  19:35  and  Heb.  3:13  as 
they  are  listed.  The  young  and  tender 
years  are  the  years  wherein  one  should  seek 
the  Lord.  The  older  one  gets  the  harder 
his  heart  becomes  and  the  more  difficult 
it  is  for  him  to  become  a  Christian.  "I  am 


determined  to  become  a  Christian  before 
I  die."  Prov.  29:1  tells  that  his  position 
is  a  false  one  because  he  cannot  tell  the 
date  of  his  death  and  he  may  die  sud- 
denly, in  a  moment.  What  utter  folly, 
therefore,  to  put  off  so  important  a  mat- 
ter until  so  uncertain  a  date.  Probabilities 
are  that  he  will  die  as  he  has  lived.  Death- 
bed repentances  are  by  no  means  to  be  de- 
pended upon;  ask  any  pastor.  In  this  day 
of  dope  and  anesthetics  it  is  almost  im- 
possible to  die  in  possession  of  our  full 
senses.  "Today  is  the  day  of  salvation, 
the  night  cometh." 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic,  "SINS  OF  THE  TONGUE" 
In  the  3rd  chapter  of  James  we  have 
a  full  discussion  of  the  uses  and  abuses  of 
the  tongue.  It  is  known  as  the  "tongue 
chapter."  You  WHO  ARE  given  to  too 
much  speech,  read  it.  You  who  say  things 
that  sting  and  thrust,  read  it.  We  all  need 
to  study  and  practice  the  admonition  con- 
tained in  this  tongue  chapter  of  Holy 
Scripture.  Therefore,  it  is  my  purpose  to 
mention  a  few  sins  of  the  tongue  and  of- 
fer some  rules  concerning  these  sins. 
James  lays  so  much  stress  upon  the  right 
use  of  speech  that  he  says,  "If  any  man 
offend  not  in  word,  the  same  is  a  perfect 
man,  and  able  also  to  bridle  the  whole 
body."  How  do  we  offend  or  what  are 
some  of  the  sins  of  the  tongue? 
IDLE  TALKING 
By  this  I  do  not  refer  to  cheerful  con- 
versation as  sinful,  because  it  is  the  great 
alleviator  of  the  toils  and  cares  of  life,  and 
that  which  braces  our  energies  for  fresh 
effort,  but  I  refer  to  jokes  which  you 
hear  on  the  street  corners  and  public 
places,  which  are  only  seasoned  with  vul- 
garity and  vanity,  tending  to  no  good  or 
purpose  whatever. 

Paul  says,  "Let  no  corrupt  communi- 
cation proceed  out  of  your  mouth,  but 
that  which  is  good."  If  that  admonition 
were  heeded,  it  would  stop  a  good  deal 
of  the  chatter  that  goes  on  in  the  world. 
It's  a  good  rule  for  boys  and  men  never  to 
tell  a  story  or  say  anything  in  a  company 
of  their  own  which  they  would  not  tell 
or  say  if  their  mothers  or  sisters  were 
present.  They  should  never  forget  that 
God  hears  every  word  they  say,  and 
knows  even  the  secret  thoughts  of  their 
hearts.  Christ,  our  Judge,  says,  "Every 
idle  word  that  men  shall  speak,  they  shall 
give  account  thereof  in  the  day  of  judg- 
ment. For  by  thy  words  thou  shalt  be 
justified,  and  by  thy  words  thou  shalt 
be  condemned." 

GRUMBLING 
This  is  one  of  the  commonest  sins  of 
the  tongue  and  very  few  of  us  are  free 
from  it.  Everything  goes  wrong  with  this 
class  of  people  because  they  make  it  so. 
Weather  conditions  are  never  exactly 
right.  It  is  either  too  cold  or  too  hot,  too 
wet  or  too  dry.  They  have  more  sickness 


and  disappointments  and  trials  and  tribu- 
lations than  other  people.  They  have  the 
worst  class  of  servants,  and  their  business 
problems  are  more  difficult  than  any- 
one's to  solve,  and  in  fact,  the  whole 
journey  of  life  is  filled  with  obstacles  and 
they  never  have  any  time  for  pleasure,  or 
enjoyments  of  any  kind.  Therefore,  they 
commit  sin  by  living  such  a  life  of 
grumbling  and  complaining,  and  break 
the  command:  "Be  careful  for  nothing; 
but  in  every  thing  by  prayer  and  suppli- 
cation with  thanksgiving  let  your  requests 
be  made  known  unto  God." 
LYING 

Lying  is  another  sin  of  the  tongue. 
There  are  comparatively  few  people  who 
tell  "out  and  out"  falsehoods,  "bare- 
faced" lies,  but  how  widespread  is  the 
tendency  to  social  falsehood,  "business 
lies,"  "social  lies."  Some  people  talk  of 
"white  lies,"  but  there  are  no  "white 
lies,"  every  lie  is  black.  A  lie  is  a  rotten 
stone  built  in  the  wall  of  life;  some  day 
it  will  crumble  and  then  the  foundation 
will  sink  away. 

Anything  built  on  a  lie  is  built  on  the 
sand.  Therefore,  we  ought  to  train  our- 
selves to  absolute  truthfulness.  Then  these 
business  lies,  as  when  merchants  "grow 
rich"  selling  goods  "below  cost,"  or  "hats 
made  in  Paris,"  made  in  New  York. 

We  should  also  avoid  "fashionable 
lies."  This  is  a  common  thing  among 
people.  This  lying  is  very  contemptible  to 
God  and  He  warns  us  against  it.  Paul  says 
"Lie  not  one  to  another."  It  is  especially 
contemptible  in  its  cowardice,  treachery, 
and  meanness.  The  slime  and  trail  of  the 
serpent  covers  every  lie.  God  says  "all 
liars  shall  have  their  part  in  the  lake 
which  burneth  with  fire." 
SLANDER 

This  is  another  terrible  sin  of  the 
tongue.  God  says,  "Thou  shalt  not  bear 
false  witness  against  thy  neighbour." 
The  principle  wrapped  up  in  this  law  is 
this:  "Thou  shalt  in  no  respect  injure  thy 
neighbor's  reputation.  All  slander,  all  false 
testimony,  whether  in  a  court  of  justice 
or  elsewhere,  is  forbidden  by  this  com- 
mandment." It  is  so  easy  to  slander  an- 
other person.  Often  we  may  by  a  glance, 
a  gesture,  injure  or  slander  an  innocent 
person.  Have  you  not  heard  someone  with 
the  wink  of  the  eye,  and  a  knowing  look, 
say,  "Mr.  and  Mrs.  So-and  So"?  Perhaps 
he  refuses  to  say  what  he  has  heard  (if  he 
has  heard  anything),  yet  that  wink  and 
look  have  succeeded  in  putting  a  mark 
or  casting  a  stain  in  your  mind  on  the 
character  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  So-and-so.  An 
injurious  rumor  (originating  perhaps  in 
sportive  gossip)  once  started  and  at- 
tached to  a  person's  name  will  remain  be- 
side it  a  blemish  and  doubt. 

Solomon  said,  "A  great  name  is  rather 
to  be  chosen  than  great  riches."  The  one 
who  steals  your  money  is  a  thief;     but 
(Continued  on  page  25) 


April,  1940 


A  Great  Warrior  Has  Fallen 


Herbert  Buffum 

The  above  picture  is  the  late  Herbert 
Buffum,  whose  recent  passing  is  mourned 
by  those  who  knew  him.  To  know  him 
was  to  sing  his  songs.  Over  10,000  have 
been  scattered  to  bless  the  entire  world. 
One  very  unique  feature  of  his  visits  be- 
fore audiences  was  to  have  a  theme  sug- 
gested by  some  one  present;  before  leav- 
ing the  service  he  would  sing  and  play 
the  composition.  Among  these  spontan- 
eous offerings  are  the  outstanding  titles, 
"I'm  Going  Through"  and  "When  I 
Take  My  Vacation  in  Heaven." 

He  was  born  November  13,  1879  and 
began  preaching  at  seventeen.  His  first 
song  was  "My  Sheep  Know  My  Voice." 
His  last  is  written  in  this  article,  "Just 
Say  I've  Gone  Away."  A  poem  is  also  in 
rhymes  of  titles,  which  is  interesting  in- 
deed. As  a  privilege  not  used  by  the  au- 
thor heretofore  may  I  add,  popularity  is 
not  the  essential,  let  that  be  as  it  may; 
but  in  Christ  do  we  glory.  Few  of  us  are 
famed  with  streaming  headlines  in  cur- 
rent events;  the  drama  in  which  our  part 
is  played  will  soon  be  taken  by  another; 
the  curtain  that  rises  will  give  place  to 
strange  voices;  the  talent  now  active  will 
reverberate  in  tender  memories  of  our 
leaders; — the  refreshed  roses  kissed  by 
the  balmy  breezes  of  spring,  sparkling 
in  the  early  hours  of  sunlight,  will  soon 
feel  the  withering  fire  of  noonday  to  be 
blasted  by  an  eternal  sunset.  In  all  that 
could  be  imagined,  in  all  that  words  fail 
to   express,    we    see    Christ    in    youth    to 


carry  a  living  message  to  those  who  are 
taking  a  losing  chance.  Time  is  measured 
by  the  tottering  footsteps  of  mankind, 
countless  beings  breathed  upon  by  our 
blessed  Master.  As  in  the  life  of  the  man 
whose  topic  is  lovingly  mentioned, 
whose  likeness  we  see,  let  us  live.  God 
bless  you. 

Otis  L.  McCoy. 

Just  Say  I've  Gone  Away 

(Written  when  ill.) 

Don't  say  I've  died — tho'  I  should  cease 
to  breathe 
And   you   should   gaze   upon   my   rifle 
clay — 
Don't  call  me  "dead"  but  constantly  af- 
firm 
I'm   living     still — I've     merely      gone 
away. 

There's  something  so  repulsive  in   the — 
"dead," 
Tho'  beautiful  and  charming  yesterday, 
To  me  it  seems  so  weak — undignified, 
So  please,  for  my  sake,  say — "Just  gone 
away." 

Then  think  that  way — 'twill  help  to  les- 
sen grief, 
Just   think — "He      always      knew     he 
couldn't  stay. 
"He's    always    loved    to    move    about    so 
much, 
"He's    living    still — he's     only     moved 
away." 

And  then  form  plans  to  come  and  visit 
me, 
And  'neath  the  tree  of  life  for  hours 
we'll  play 
As  little  children  play  here  in  the  parks; 
I'm  sure  you'll  like  it — where  I've  gone 
away. 

— Herbert  Buffum. 
(This  is  one  of  his  very  last  ones.) 

A  Medley  of  Song  Titles 

(In  honor  of  my  husband, 
Herbert  Buffum) 
At   the  sacred  marriage  altar, 

When  He  made  us  both  as  one, 
There  we  promised   to  be   faithful 
Till  our  labors  should  be  done. 

Truest  love  has  been   a   mantle, 
All  the   faults  of  each   to  hide, 

And  we  hope  to  prove  a  blessing 

"TILL    WE    CROSS    THE    GREAT 
DIVIDE." 

How  fierce  have  been  life's  battles, 

And  oft  they  lasted  long, 
In  almost  every  conflict 

Was  born  another  song. 

These  songs  have  blest  the  thousands 

At  home  and  o'er  the  sea; 
When  comes  a  thrilling  message  as — 
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"WHEN  HE  SMILES  ON  ME." 
In     the     "GOOD,     OLD-FASHIONED 
MEETING" 
"JESUS    TAUGHT    ME    HOW    TO 
SMILE," 
At  the  time  we  could  not  see  Him — 
"GOD    HAS    BEEN    THERE    ALL 
THE  WHILE." 
"LIFT  ME  UP  ABOVE  THE  SHAD- 
OWS" 
Precious  Lord,  "I'M  GOING  THRU!" 
"JESUS  FILLED  MY  LIFE  WITH  SUN- 
SHINE" 
"LIKE    A    WONDERFUL    DREAM 
COMING  TRUE." 
Oh,  the  "LOVELINESS  OF  CHRIST"— 
for 
We  can  always  plead  His  blood! 
"YOU'RE  A  MILLION  MILES  FROM 

THE  GATES  OF  PEACE" 
"WHEN     JUST    ONE    STEP    FROM 

GOD." 
"WHEN  I  MAKE  MY  LAST  MOVE" 
heavenward, 
"AS  I'M  TRAVELING  THRU'  THE 
AIR," 
And  I  say  "GOOD-BY,  OLD  WORLD 
I'M  THRU" 
His  glory  I  shall  share. 
Yes,  some  day  "I'M  GOING  HIGHER" 
To  "THOSE    MANSIONS    IN  THE 
SKY" 
"WHERE  WE'LL  TAKE   OUR  LAST 
VACATION" 
"IN  THE  SUNLIT  LAND"  on  high. 
"IN  THE  DAWN  OF  GOD'S  TOMOR- 
ROW" 
When  the  pearly  gates  unfold, 
We  shall   sing   His   praise  together 
"WHERE     THEY     PAVE     THE 
STREETS  WITH  GOLD." 

What  Heaven  Means  to  Me 

A  country  where  no  twilight  shadows 
deepen, 

Unending  day  where  night  shall  never  be, 

A  city  where  no  storm  clouds  ever  gather, 

Oh,  this  is  just  what  heaven  means  to  me. 

A  place  where  there  are  no  misunder- 
standings, 

Where  from  all  enmity  and  strife  we're 
free, 

No  unkind  words  which  wound  the  heart 
are  spoken, 

Oh,  this  is  just  what  heaven  means  to  me. 

Where  ev'ry  dream  of  hope  we  long  had 

cherished 
Shall  in  the  world  of  immortality 
Be  realized  beyond  our  expectation, 
Oh,  this  is  just  what  heaven  means  to  me. 

Where  we  shall  see  at  last  the  face     of 

Jesus, 
Before  who's  image  other  loves  all  flee. 
And  when  they  crown  Him  Lord  of  all — 

I'll  be  there, 
Oh,  this  is  just  what  heaven  means  to  me. 
— Herbert  Buffum. 
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News  From  Brother  Cook's  Son  and 
Daughter  in  India 

Under  date  of  Nov.  28,  1939  Blos- 
som wrote  us  something  interesting  about 
a  young  Hindu  women  named  Naranee. 
Her  father  is  a  native  physician  and  the 
whole  family  are  orthodox  Hindus.  How- 
ever, the  children  came  to  our  Sunday 
School  and  in  this  way  the  light  of  the 
gospel  began  to  shine  in  Naranee's  heart 
and  she  became  a  follower  of  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ.  When  she  was  sick  with  ty- 
phoid she  refused  all  medical  means  and 
the  Lord  healed  her.  She  was  fearfully 
persecuted  by  her  relatives,  but  the  Lord 
often   comforted   her   through   visions. 

Blossom  wrote  that  Naranee's  mother 
was  bewitched  by  someone  and  so  she  was 
possessed  by  an  evil  spirit.  The  father 
called  a  witch  doctor  from  another  town 
to  expel  the  evil  spirit.  He  came  and 
tried  to  gather  the  whole  family  together 
but  this  girl  did  not  come.  "There  is  still 
one  of  your  family  missing,"  he  said. 
When  they  called  Naranee,  she  came.  As 
soon  as  the  witch  doctor  saw  her,  he  said, 
"There  is  an  angel  with  her.  Shall  I  bind 
it?"  Her  father  said  "Yes."  Then  the 
witch  doctor  took  a  rope,  moving  toward 
her,  but  every  time  he  made  at  attempt, 
he  fell  back.  They  asked  him  what  was 
the  matter.  He  told  them  that  every  time 
he  attempted  to  bind  the  angel,  the  Lord 
Jesus  appeared,  saying,  "You  cannot 
harm  her  for  I  have  loved  her  and  bought 
her  with  my  blood.  She  is  my  child." 

Later  he  told  them  not  to  molest  her 
but  let  her  go  on  in  the  Christian  faith, 
for  it  would  be  through  this  that  their 
house  would  be  blessed.  She  can  now  read 
the  Bible  freely  and  pray  aloud  in  the 
house  without  being  opposed.  Do  not  the 
witch  doctor's  words  remind  you  a  little 
of  Balaam's  parable  in  the  23  rd  and 
24th  chapters  of  Numbers? 

Extract  from  one  of  George's  letters: 
January   1,   1940 
My  dear  Papa  and  Mama: 

Here  it  is  the  first  of  January  and  a 
new  year  has  started.  1939  has  passed  into 
oblivion  and  who  knows  what  1940  holds 
for  us.  Only  God  knows  what  is  going  to 
happen  this  year — perhaps  we  will  go  up 
to  meet  Him  and  each  other  in  the  air! 
Anyway,  may  we  all  keep  in  the  center 
of  His  will  and  walk  step  by  step  at  His 
side  is  my  prayer. 
Where  He  may  lead  me  I  will  go, 

For  I  have  learn'd  to  trust  Him  so, 
For  I  remember  'twas  for  me, 

That  He  was  slain  on  Calvary. 

Jesus  shall  lead  me  night  and  day, 


Jesus  shall   lead  me  all   the  way; 
He  is  the  truest  friend  to  me, 
For  I  remember  Calvary. 

Onward  I  go,  nor  doubt  nor  fear, 
Happy  with  Christ,  my  Savior  near; 

Trusting  some  day  that  I  shall  see 

Jesus,  my  FRIEND  of  Calvary.  Amen. 

Last  night  I  sat  up  till  pretty  late  talk- 
ing to  Ala  Onooney  about  the  Bible  .  .  . 
When  I  came  into  my  room  to  come  to 
bed,  I  found  that  it  was  11:15,  so  I 
thought  I  would  wait  till  midnight  and 
hold  my  own  little  watch-night  service. 
As  the  old  year  passed  out  and  the  new 
year  was  ushered  in  I  promised  the  Lord 
once  more  that  I  would  continue  in  His 
way  and  was  willing  to  do  whatever  He 
has  for  me  to  do.  The  promise  I  picked 
last  night  was:  "The  God  of  peace  shall 
be  with  you,"  and  the  verse  I  picked  this 
morning  was:  "Thou  shalt  guide  me  with 
thy  counsel,  and  afterward  receive  me  to 
glory." 

NOTE:  The  people  of  Travancore  have 
a  calendar  of  their  own  and  celebrate  the 
New  Year  the  middle  of  August.  This  is 
why  George  had  his  own  little  watch- 
night  service. 

Y.  P.  E.  Poets 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
Making  sure  as  the  fold-door  they  enter, 

If  his  sheep  are  safe  all  at  home. 
Behold,  how  the  shepherd  grows  anxious 

As  he's  nearing  the  end  of  the  line; 
It  is  sunset!    and   one  of   them  missing, 

A  lamb;   and  soon  comes  the  night. 

Then  off  on  a  lone,  long  journey, 

The  shepherd  has  started  once  more 
In  search  of  the  lamb  that  is  missing, 

Though  feet  may  be  swollen  and  sore. 
He  leaveth  the  nine,  and  the  ninety 

To  rest   in   the  sheltering   fold; 
And  retracing  his  most  recent  footsteps, 

He  treadeth  the  path  of  a  shepherd  of 
old. 

Oh!  the  cost  of  that  journey  none  know- 
eth, 
But  only  the  Father  above, 
As  the  shepherd  in  tears  presses  onward, 

To  search  with  a  heart  full  of  love. 
Not  heeding  the  dangers  of  darkness, 

That  come  at  the  fleeing  of  light, 
To    the    voice    of    heaven's    Shepherd    he 
hearkens, 
By  His  help  searches  on  through  the 
night. 

It   is   dawn;    but    the    shadows    flee    un- 
noticed 
By  the  shepherd  now  nearing  the  fold; 


Reading  Page 
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Indiana  224  1,001 

Kansas    3  5  169 

Kentucky  ..           1-.995  6,210 

Louisiana    126  5  89 

Maine  70  3  66 

Massachusetts  70  174 

Maryland    308  1,474 

Minnesota  5  0  126 

Michigan    268  1,024 

Mississippi     2  89  1,790 

Missouri    172  804 

Montana  140  623 

Nebraska    14  15 

New  Jersey    2  8  15  5 

New  Mexico 74  322 

North  Carolina  2,036  9,802 

North  Dakota  112  527 

Ohio  __.                   — -    504  1,937 

Oklahoma    .            _____    23  8  1,067 

Oregon  ._                   _._._       56  227 

Pennsylvania    619  3,134 

South  Carolina  ...     _.__4,314  19,349 

South  Dakota  98  498 

Tennessee  1,705  7,362 

Texas    5  03  2,5  89 

Virginia    639  3,027 

Washington 117  345 

Washington,  D.  C.____       14  71 

West  Virginia   1,176  5,93  5 

Wyoming  1 

NOTE:  We  have  decided  not  to  give 
rating  on  subscriptions  until  the  close  of 
the  year.  We  hope  this  will  meet  with 
your  approval. — Editor. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

For  his  eyes  on  his  bosom  are  resting, 
Where   a     lamb,     though     tattered,   he 
holds. 

Forgotten  are  long  sleepless  hours, 
And  concern  for  himself  is  unknown 

His  thoughts  are  now  set  on  healing 
The  lamb  which  was  lost  and  alone. 
— Alex  Sitner 


Keep  Climbing 

As  we  journey  on  this  pilgrim  way, 
Many  hardships  we  have,  day  by  day, 
But  if  we  resolve  to  sin  no  more, 
Jesus  will  guide  us  safely  to  that  shore. 
So  when  you  have  trials  and  temptations, 
Many    hardships    and    tribulations, 
Just  kneel  and  pray  for  God  to  give 
The  things  we  need  while  here  we  live 
And   keep   climbing. 

Don't  just   stop   at   the  crossroads, 

And    look    at    the   passersby,     with   their 

loads 
Of  burdens  and  sins  still  trudging  along, 
Some  going  the  right  way  and  some  the 

wrong. 

Help  the  ones  who  are  still  going  on, 
Climbing   on    towards   heaven's   throne; 
Plead  with  those  who  are  still  in  sin, 
And  to  them  a  helping  hand  lend 

And  keep  climbing. 
— Margaret  Pitts  (11  years  old),  Tifton, 
Ga. 
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A  Letter  of  Appreciation 


NOTE:  It  has  been  requested  by 
others  that  I  publish  this  letter,  although 
the  writer  did  not  write  it  for  publica- 
tion. This  has  taken  the  place  of  our  Ex- 
change Page  this  month. 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

"Give  me  the  roses  while  1  live,"  the 
late  James  Rowe,  song  poet,  wrote  be- 
fore he  died.  That  was  the  way  he  felt 
about  it.  An  overseas  doctor  became  poet- 
ical and  put  it  this  way,  "Give  me  the 
bouquets  while  I  live,  the  brickbats 
when  I'm  dead."  That  was  the  way  he  felt 
about  it  after  his  ministry  among  the 
dead  and  dying  on  Flanders  Field.  A  few 
years  ago  I  received  inspiration  for  a  song 
poem  entitled:  "Don't  Sprinkle  Your 
Flowers  on  My  Grave."  The  chorus  ran 
thus: 

"Don't  sprinkle  your  flowers  on  my  grave 

That  to  me  in  life  you  never  gave; 

But  just  give  them  to  me,  while  helpful 

they'll  be, 
Don't    sprinkle    your    flowers    on      my 

grave." 

And  this  is  the  way  I  feel  about  it,  and 
since  I  feel  that  way,  I  should  practice 
what  I  preach.  That  is  the  why  of  the 
following  verbal  tribute  to  you. 

I  regret  that  I  did  not  have  a  part  in 
that  beautiful  floral  offering  presented 
you  at  the  Assembly  in  appreciation  of 
your  decade  of  service  among  our  young 
people.  But  here  is  a  great  big  bouquet 
from  off  my  "Cheer-U"  bush  growing 
in  the  midst  of  my  "Garden  of  Love."  I 
trust  that  you  shall  accept  it  as  a  token 
of  my  appreciation  of  what  you  are  do- 
ing for  the  youth  of  our  land. 

I  do  not  present  it  by  way  of  flattery 
or  praise,  nor  to  gain  personal  advantages, 
but  to  "give  honor  to  whom  honor  is 
due."  I'm  sure  that  this  will  not  exalt  a 
person  of  your  stability  to  pride,  for  you, 
knowing  as  well  as  I,  that  you  could 
never  have  accomplished  what  you  have 
without  the  help  of  God.  Only  God 
knows  what  a  person  yielded  entirely  to 
His  will  can  do  in  any  field  of  labor. 

The  first  "Cheer-U"  of  my  bouquet  is 
my  testimony  of  what  the  Lighted  Path- 
way has  meant  to  me.  And  here  it  is 
wit-h  all  of  the  garnishings. 

It  is  due  to  your  Spirit-permeated  edi- 
torials and  the  appropriately-chosen  arti- 
cles it  carries  that  I  am  in  the  Church  of 
God  today.  Recently  I  came  into  the 
church  located  at  Carrollton,  Georgia, 
coming  from  the  Congregational  Holiness 
Church  after  nearly  eight  years  in  the 
ministry  with  them,  over  five  of  them  in 
the  ranks  of  the  ordained  ministry,  equiv- 
alent of  a  bishop  in  the  Church. 

It  all  goes  back  to  the  fall  of  1936 
when  my  father,  a  member  of  the  Church 
of  God,  purchased  a  copy  of  The  Lighted 
Pathway   Yearbook,      from     Rev.   Thad 


Puckett,  a  good  man  of  God  in  the 
Church.  In  the  course  of  time  it  fell  into 
my  hands.  I  devoured  it  from  cover  to 
cover — reading  several  of  the  articles  and 
poems  over  and  over  again.  Frankly,  it 
was  the  best  I  had  gotten  hold  of. 

Prior  to  this  time  I  had  been  given  a 
very  low  opinion  of  the  Church  of  God. 
I'd  heard  a  few  "off  the  track"  preachers 
affiliated  with  the  Church  make  such 
rash  remarks  about  holiness  people  of 
other  faiths  that  I  had  become  disgusted 
with  the  entire  movement.  I  heard  them 
brand  good  Holy-Ghost-filled  people  of 
mine  and  other  movements  as  "lost 
sheep,"  "foolish  virgins,"  "half-hatched 
eggs,"  "half  brothers,"  etc.,  and  all  but 
relegate  us  to  the  infernal  regions  be- 
cause we  did  not  belong  to  the  Church 
of  God.  Another  one  taught  that  it  was 
"spiritual  fornication"  to  attend  any 
other  holiness  services  except  their  own. 
I  knew  the  people  connected  with  the 
Church  here  did  not  live  cleaner  nor  more 
consecrated  lives  than  we  did.  Some 
"hangers  on"  did  not  live  as  close. 

This  was  offensive  rather  than  entic- 
ing. A  "brother  offended  is  harder  to  be 
won,"  says  the  wise  man,  "than  a  fenced 
city."  I  resented  such  harsh  preaching 
and  the  abusive  language  they  used  in 
slinging  mud  at  good  people  not  affili- 
ated with  them.  It  only  drove  me  farther 
from  the  Church.  I  could  not  visualize 
God  endorsing  such  preaching  as  they 
gave  out.  I  knew  something  of  the  Spirit 
of  God;  enough  to  know  that  such  was 
of  the  flesh  and  not  of  God. 

Thinking  this  to  be  the  Spirit  of  the 
Church  in  general  and  their  attitude  to- 
wards us,  the  Church's  attitude,  I  became 
so  exasperated  I  made  this  remark,  "I  nev- 
er expect  to  join  a  rotten  mess  like  that." 
I  know  now  that  I  should  not  have  made 
such  a  rash  statement.  I  regret  that  I 
made  it. 

Almost  every  time  I  attended  their 
services  I  got  a  dose  of  mud.  One  of  them 
said  I  had  gotten  the  light  on  the  Church 
and  that  I  would  backslide  in  a  short 
time  if  I  did  not  come  into  it.  I  want  to 
say  that  such  preaching  never  gave  me 
the  light  on  the  Church.  On  the  con- 
trary, it  made  me  more  disgusted  than 
before.  Fortunately  for  me,  the  preacher's 
prediction  was  false.  I  did  not  backslide. 
Instead,  I  began  to  grow  in  the  Lord.  Ev- 
ery meeting  I  held,  with  few  exceptions, 
turned  out  into  a  blooming  revival.  My 
soul  was  made  fat  in  the  blessings  of  God. 

Now,  on  with  my  story — the  one  about 
the  Pathway.  I  managed  to  procure  copies 
of  it  from  month  to  month.  In  reading 
them  I  did  not  find  such  abusive  lan- 
guage, such  belittling  remarks  as  I  heard 
those  preachers  give  out.  The  spirit  of  the 
paper  was  edifying,  encouraging  and  up- 
lifting. Love  and  respect  permeated  every 


article.  Then  I  began  to  see  that  I  had 
not  been  looking  to  the  beautiful  side  of 
the  Church.  I  saw  that  Satan  had  used 
some  affiliated  with  the  Church  to  em- 
bitter me  towards  it  by  their  satanic  and 
fleshly  thrusts. 

The  more  I  read,  the  more  convinced 
I  became  that  God's  people  should  be 
one  and  in  one  fold.  It  then  began  to 
dawn  upon  my  mind  that  the  Church  of 
God  was  not  what  I  had  taken  her  to  be. 
I,  by  the  enlightenment  given  me  from 
God,  began  to  see  the  "church  beauti- 
ful" as  an  organic  body  of  saints  set 
upon  a  hill  (Zion),  as  a  spectacle  and 
bewilderment  to  the  world;  a  Spirit-filled 
body  of  God's  children  functioning  un- 
der the  government  set  forth  in  the  New 
Testament;  a  group  of  holy  ones  over- 
flowing with  God's  love  for  each  other 
and  a  dying  world;  a  sought-out  people, 
separate  from  sinners,  sanctified  and  meet 
for  the  Master's  use;  a  band  of  Christians 
not  ashamed  to  be  called  simply  what 
they  indeed  were,  "The  Church  of  God," 
not  by  nickname,  nor  with  prefixes,  nor 
affixes;  just  plainly  and  simply,  "The 
Church  of  God." 

I  found  out  that  the  spirit  showed  by 
a  few  "off  track"  preachers  I'd  heard 
villify  other  good  Christians  not  af- 
filiated with  the  Church  was  not  the 
spirit  of  the  beautiful,  spiritual  structure 
Christ  purchased  with  His  own  blood. 
It  was  then  I  became  fully  convinced 
that  was  the  place  for  me. 

Like  Gideon  of  old,  I  put  God  to  the 
test.  In  the  meantime  He  put  me  to  the 
test  and  He  showed  me  clearly,  unmis- 
takably, where  He  wanted  me.  And  I 
am  here  to  stay  until  I  go  as  a  portion 
of  His  unspotted  bride  to  the  honeymoon 
in  the  sky.  Thanks  to  you  and  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

You  have  also  convinced  me  through 
the  Pathway's  delightful  medium  that 
fiction  and  drama  can  be  used  to  God's 
glory  in  getting  the  gospel  to  the  young 
people  of  our  modern  age  in  a  forcible 
way.  Prior  to  the  time  I  began  reading 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  was  bitterly  op- 
posed to  the  use  of  anything  in  God's 
service  that  sounded  like  fiction.  I  was 
prone  to  put  all  fiction  in  the  same  box, 
in  the  same  pen  with  all  other  fictional 
trash.  You  showed  me  where  I  was 
wrong  again. 

One  day  I  decided,  for  an  experiment, 
to  read  one  of  the  pieces  of  fiction  pub- 
lished in  it.  Naturally,  I  was  expecting 
to  feel  condemned  for  reading  it.  To  my 
surprise,  on  the  contrary,  I  felt  lifted  up 
in  the  Spirit;  it  gave  me  a  beautiful  les- 
son on  salvation. 

This  caused  me  to  reconsider  my  atti- 
tude towards  fiction  of  a  religious  type. 
No  one  could  make  me  think  that  most 
fiction  of  today  was  of  God.  'Twas  then 
I  began  to  realize  that  any  sound  product 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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A  MODEL  CHURCH 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
experience  has  helped  me  to  form  an 
opinion  along  this  line.  I  was  converted 
in  a  prayer  room  after  seeking  the  Lord 
at  an  altar  for  three  or  four  years.  Just 
a  few  words  of  instruction  from  a  for- 
mer school  teacher  was  all  I  needed  to  in- 
spire faith  for  salvation  and  no  brighter 
experience  ever  came  to  an  individual 
than  came  to  me  that  night  and  never 
have  I  doubted  that  experience  for  a  mo- 
ment. Of  course  you  can  make  an  altar 
anywhere,  and  in  this  prayer  room  there 
was  an  altar,  but  it  was  away  from  the 
unbelief  which  always  hinders.  When  Je- 
sus went  to  pray  for  the  healing  of  Ta- 
bitha,  Mark  5:40,  43,  He  asked  every 
one  who  did  not  believe  to  leave  the  room. 
So  many  unbelieving  people  standing 
around  hinders  God's  power  from  work- 
ing. "Well,"  you  say,  "we  can  get  people 
to  the  altar  but  they  don't  seem  to  be 
able  to  pray  through."  Perhaps  this 
might  help. 

Now  I  am  not  criticizing  the  way  our 
altar  services  are  carried  on,  only  in  a 
constructive  way,  and  we  are  permitting 
you  to  have  your  opinions  also  along  this 
line.  I  have  talked  to  some  of  our  leading 
ministers  and  I  have  not  found  one  who 
does  not  agree  with  me  that  our  method 
of  altar  work  could  be  improved.  Let  us 
see.  The  sermon  is  over  and  the  pastor 
gives  the  altar  call  and  invites  the  seek- 
ers to  the  altar.  Those  who  are  seeking 
salvation  and  those  seeking  the  deeper  ex- 
periences all  are  invited  to  the  same  al- 
tar. Then  all  the  Christains  are  invited  to 
come  and  help  pray  them  through.  They 
come  sometimes  by  the  hundreds  and 
crowd  around  the  altar  so  thickly  that  I 
have  heard  the  seekers  say,  "I  can't  stand 
it  down  there,  I  almost  smother."  If  I 
were  building  a  model  church  I  would  do 
differently.  If  I  couldn't  have  a  prayer 
room  like  I  have  suggested,  I  would  choose 
my  altar  workers  and  train  them.  Some 
are  good  to  help  souls  through  to  salvation 
and  some  to  help  those  through  to  the 
deeper  experiences,  and  they  need  to  be 
in  different  places  at  the  altar  so  they 
may  be  instructed  according  to  what  they 
are  seeking. 

You  perhaps  have  heard  of  the  man 
Brother  Charles  Price  tells  about.  He 
arose  from  the  altar  one  day  and  said  to 
a  friend,  "What  am  I  to  do?  One  man 
slaps  me  on  the  back  and  says,  'Hold  on, 
brother,'  and  in  a  few  minutes  another 
comes  along  and  slaps  me  on  the  back  and 
says,  'Turn  loose,  brother.'  Now  what  am 
I  to  do?"  And  so  this  is  often  the  case 
with  untrained  workers. 

I  remember  one  time  in  a  certain 
church  a  very  precious  little  friend  of 
mine  had  backslidden  and  was  at  the  al- 
tar praying.  After  the  service  I  went  to 
her  to  encourage  her  and  she  said,  "It  just 
seems  that  I  can't  get  back  to  the  Lord." 


The  next  night  she  went  to  the  altar  again 
and  this  time  she  knelt  at  one  end  of  the 
altar  away  from  the  others,  and  I  slipped 
over  and  gave  her  some  instructions  and 
in  only  a  few  moments  she  was  shouting 
the  victory.  Many  come  into  our  midst 
who  need  instruction  and  often  they  go 
away  unsaved  because  they  do  not  get  it. 
Sometimes  just  a  verse  of  scripture  is  what 
they  need  to  give  them  light. 

Singing  around  the  altar  is  very  im- 
pressive. I  shall  never  forget  the  beauti- 
ful songs  they  sang  around  the  altar 
when  I  was  seeking  the  baptism  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  Oh,  how  they  would  touch 
and  melt  my  heart  and  give  me  a  desire 
to  yield  my  all  to  Him.  So  much  of  the 
altar  work,  in  some  churches  today,  is  so 
noisy  that  if  someone  should  feel  led  to 
sing,  the  seekers  could  not  hear  the  song. 

Good  songs  like  "Have  Thine  Own 
Way"  and  "Where  He  Leads  Me  I  Will 
Follow"  for  those  seeking  the  deeper  ex- 
periences will  help  them  through  to  vic- 
tory. For  the  backslider,  "Lord,  I'm  Com- 
ing Home,"  or  for  the  unsaved,  "Jesus  Is 
Tenderly  Calling  Today."  While  these 
beautiful  songs  are  being  sung  around  the 
altar  those  who  are  in  the  audience  will 
be  impressed  and  made  hungry  for  salva- 
tion also.  As  a  usual  thing  we  believe  there 
is  too  much  physical  effort  among  those 
who  are  working  at  the  altar.  Paul  says 
bodily  exercise  profiteth  little.  Noise  is 
not  power. 

One  time  a  man  said  to  me,  "I  almost 
ruined  my  throat  last  night  at  the  altar." 
I  said,  "Well,  why  did  you  do  it?"  He 
said,  "Well,  I  felt  that  I  must  encourage 
the  seekers  all  I  could."  I  believe  a  good 
song  sung  softly  around  the  altar  would 
encourage  them  more.  I  also  heard  a  beau- 
tiful young  woman  say  one  time,  "I  once 
had  a  good  voice  for  singing  but  ruined 
it  working  around  the  altar."  What  a  pity 
and  how  useless  it  seems  to  me.  Our  God 
is  not  a  deaf  God.  The  noise  that  a  seeker 
makes  when  he  is  praying  through  to  vic- 
tory is  like  music  to  the  ear,  and  the 
shouts  that  come  from  his  lips  or  the 
shouts  from  the  lips  of  any  one  who  is 
really  happy  in  the  Lord  is  very  different 
from  that  made  in  the  flesh.  I  would  try 
to  correct  this  in  my  altar  work  in  this 
model  church. 

In  speaking  to  one  of  our  ministers  re- 
cently along  this  line,  he  said,  "I  believe 
in  just  what  you  are  talking  about,  but 
how  we  can  ever  get  it  over  to  some  peo- 
ple without  offending  them  I  would  not 
know." 

This  model  church  would  have  good, 
spiritual  men  as  ushers  and  they  would 
greet  every  one  as  he  came  and  make  him 
feel  at  home.  Friendliness  is  one  of  the 
best  ways  to  win  the  world  to  Christ. 

In  my  model  Sunday  School  I  would  se- 
lect teachers  who  would  become  real  pas- 
tors to  their  classes  and  visit  in  every 
home  represented  in  the  class.   Teaching 


the  class  on  Sunday  is  a  small  part  of  the 
work  of  a  Sunday  School  teacher.  This 
should  be  advocated  in  our  Sunday  School 
training  classes. 

In  this  model  church  I  would  make  our 
Y.  P.  E.  a  real  training  school.  Two  or 
three  nights  of  each  week  should  be  giv- 
en to  study.  God  is  sending  these  boys  and 
girls  to  us  to  train.  Many  of  them  do 
not  have  a  chance  to  go  to  school.  Some 
must  work  to  support  dependents.  Great 
evangelistic  meetings  are  being  held  and 
we  are  getting  them  saved,  and  the  same 
Bible  that  says,  "Ye  must  be  born  again" 
also  says,  "Study  to  shew  thyself  ap- 
proved unto  God,"  and  these  young  peo- 
ple will  never  be  able  to  enter  into 
study  as  they  should  unless  they  are  di- 
rected. Try  it  out  sometime  in  your  Y. 
P.  E.  and  see  how  much  your  boys  and 
girls  know  about  the  Bible.  Have  a  Bible 
verse  shower  and  see  how  much  scripture 
they  know.  Expression  should  be  taught 
in  these  classes  so  that  our  boys  and  girls 
can  read  and  be  understood.  They  need  to 
know  how  to  read  poems  and  get  the 
meaning.  Classes  in  music  are  needed. 
I'd  insist  on  a  class  in  personal  evange- 
lism that  they  might  go  out  with  wisdom 
to  win  souls  for  Christ.  So  much  precious 
time  is  being  wasted  among  our  young 
people.  The  Y.  P.  E.  should  be  a  training 
school  on  the  field.  Every  boy  and  girl 
cannot  go  to  Bible  School  but  they  can 
study  at  home.  Not  all  would  be  interest- 
ed in  study,  but  those  who  are  interested 
should  have  a  chance. 

In  this  model  church  I  would  not  want 
any  of  the  jazz  music.  I  would  ask  that 
the  music  be  such  that  people  could  un- 
derstand the  words  and  digest  them.  And 
I  would  have  song  book  racks  on  the 
backs  of  the  seats  and  song  books  for  ev- 
eryone in  the  congregation  so  he  could 
help  with  the  singing.  I  would  order 
Brother  McCoy's  new  song  book.  See  ad- 
vertisement on  page  26. 

In  this  model  church  I  would  have  a 
nursery  where  mothers  could  bring  their 
babies  to  church  and  enjoy  the  service. 

In  this  church  we  would  not  show  par- 
tiality. The  rich  and  the  poor  would 
meet  on  a  common  level.  That  is  what 
the  reality  of  the  gospel  will  do  for  peo- 
ple anyway. 

Of  course,  it  is  understood  that  a  model 
church  would  be  evangelistic.  A  church 
without  the  burden  for  souls  would  not 
be  a  church  in  my  estimation.  So  we  want 
evangelism  to  stand  out  in  bold  letters  all 
through  this  article. 

Now  I  have  tried  to  make  myself  clear 
to  my  readers,  and  if  I  have  failed  I  am 
sure  God  understands  and  I  trust  He  will 
reveal  to  you  just  what  I  am  trying  to 
say.  I  would  not  cause  anyone  to  quench 
the  Spirit  for  all  the  world,  for  it  is  the 
power  of  God  and  the  beautiful  manifes- 
tation of  His  Spirit  that  is  needed  in  the 
world  today,  to  pierce  through  the  dark 
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clouds  of  doubt  and  unbelief  and  get  this 
gospel  to  the  people  who  are  starving  for 
salvation.  We  only  hope  we  may  discern 
between  the  Spirit  and  the  flesh. 

Easter  Song 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 

nished  with  luxurious  pews,  and  had 
small,  lovely  stained-glass  windows.  The 
carpets  in  the  aisles  were  worn,  proof  that 
many  people  attended  this  church. 

For  a  few  minutes  Edith  stood  in  the 
aisle  close  to  the  altar  and  offered  a 
prayer  of  thanksgiving  for  the  opportun- 
ity of  decorating  the  church  for  the  Eas- 
ter services.  Mr.  Weymouth  had  told  her 
that  the  work  must  be  beautiful,  because 
one  of  the  city's  most  influential  men 
was  decorating  it  in  memory  of  his 
mother  who,  until  a  few  years  before, 
had  attended  that  church. 

Edith  went  back  to  the  truck  which 
had  brought  her  to  the  church.  She  gave 
the  driver  an  order  for  more  lilies,  for 
crepe  paper  for  the  pots,  and  for  tiny 
white  crocuses  to  group  around  the  pots 
of  Easter  lilies  she  intended  to  place  in 
each  of  the  windows. 

Softly  she  sang  to  herself  while  she 
worked.  Her  songs  were  last  Easter's 
songs.  When  she  stepped  back  from  the 
chancel  to  view  her  handiwork,  the  gen- 
tle old  caretaker  of  the  church  came  up 
to  tell  her  that  he  liked  her  songs,  and 
that  she  was  making  the  chancel  a  rare 
sight. 

"I  hope  Josephine  likes  it  when  she 
stops  in  for  me,"  Edith  murmured  to  her- 
self. 

The  lilies  were  in  the  windows  with  the 
pots  of  crocuses  around  them.  Others 
stood  on  the  chancel  with  long,  creamy 
folds  of  ribbon  dropping  to  the  floor.  Just 
then  the  first  discordant  sounds  of  the 
morning  invaded  the  quiet  chapel.  They 
came  from  the  little  room  to  the  right  of 
the  pipe  organ.  Most  of  them  seemed  to 
be  boyish  voices,  some  treble,  some  chang- 
ing, a  few  deep.  Mingled  with  them  was  a 
man's  troubled  voice. 

In  a  few  minutes  eight  boys  filed  into 
the  choir  loft.  After  them  came  the  lead- 
er and  a  girl  who  went  to  the  pipe  organ 
and  began  fussing  with  the  stops.  Soon 
she  started  to  play. 

A  prelude  and  several  hymns  followed. 
After  that  the  boys  sang  several  numbers. 
Then  came  a  pause  and  the  choir  leader 
fretted  because  the  soloist  was  late  again. 
It  seemed  that  his  boys  were  to  hum,  mak- 
ing an  organ  effect  for  the  special  solo  of 
the  day.  They  badly  needed  to  rehearse 
with  her  once  more. 

For  several  minutes  they  moved  rest- 
lessly about.  And  then  Edith,  who  had 
dropped  into  a  pew  to  wait  until  they 
were  gone  before  she  took  up  her  work 
again,  saw  the  old  caretaker  shuffle 
across  to  the  choir  loft.  "This  florist  girl 


can  sing  that  song,"  he  said.  "She  was 
singing  it  before  you  came  in.  Couldn't 
you  rehearse  the  boys  with  her  and  then 
let  them  go  before  they  tear  up  things 
and  make  me  do  my  work  all  over?" 

The  leader  not  very  hopefully  turned 
to  her.  But,  quite  as  willingly  as  she 
would  have  done  at  home,  Edith  walked 
into  the  loft  and  took  the  place  he  di- 
rected her  to  take. 

The  fragrance  of  the  lilies,  the  soft 
notes  of  the  organ,  and  the  light  coming 
through  the  windows  lifted  her  out  of 
her  drab  life  and  made  her  think  of  what 
Grandmother  Brent  had  said  about  that 
other  Easter  morning.  When  she  started 
her  song,  she  seemed  to  be  singing  it  not 
only  for  eight  fidgeting  young  boys  but 
for  the  people  back  home,  too. 

Her  voice  rose  and  filled  the  chapel. 
"Christ  is  risen!  Christ  is  risen!"  she  sang. 

The  choir  boys  stopped  giggling  and 
rustling  their  papers.  The  director  folded 
his  hands  thoughtfully.  The  organist, 
taken  by  surprise,  faltered  over  a  few 
notes,  and  then  played  on  steadily  and 
responsively. 

Suddenly  the  organist  stopped  and  the 
eight  choir  boys  started  humming,  their 
voices  making  a  living  organ.  They 
hummed  through  the  entire  verse  and 
chorus  as  effectively  as  the  organist  had 
played  for  them. 

Finally  the  song  was  over.  The  director 
murmured  his  thanks  to  Edith  for  her 
aid.  The  girl  left  the  organ  and  came 
over  to  meet  Edith.  "You  must  come  here 
again  and  sing  for  me,"  she  said. 

Two  or  three  of  the  choir  boys  gathered 
admiringly  around  her.  But  Edith  was 
looking  beyond  them  to  two  men  and  a 
girl  who  were  standing  just  inside  the 
front  door  of  the  chapel.  The  faces  of 
the  men  were  moved  and  hushed;  the 
girl's  face  was  glorified  with  new  faith 
and  new  hope. 

"O  Josephine!"  Edith  thought.  "You 
are  believing  in  Easter  again.  You  know 
that  Christ  truly  arose,  and  that  your  sis- 
ter still  lives!" 

Mr.  Weymouth  came  to  her  first.  "My 
dear  child,"  he  exclaimed,  "your  song  was 
beautiful!  It  was  a  real  inspiration  to  me, 
and  to  Mr.  Martin,  here.  I  want  you  to 
meet  him,  for  he  is  the  man  who  is  hav- 
ing the  chapel  decorated.  I  brought  him 
in  to  see  if  he  had  any  changes  to  sug- 
gest, and — " 

Edith  found  herself  looking  into  the 
face  of  the  studio  manager  who  had  ad- 
vised her  to  go  home  because  so  many 
experienced  radio  singers  had  been  laid 
off. 

"I  remember  you,"  Mr.  Martin  said. 
"I  wonder  if  you  would  not  like  to  come 
to  us  this  evening  to  rehearse  with  an  ac- 
companist. You  must  sing  your  Easter 
song  for  our  listeners-in.  There  will  be 
many  people  on  Easter  morning  who  need 
that  song." 


Edith's  shining  smile  flashed  past  him 
to  Josephine.  Her  hands  took  those  of  the 
other  girl.  She  knew  that  she  would  sing 
"Christ  Is  Risen"  on  Easter  morning  just 
as  she  had  sung  it  from  her  own  heart  to 
Josephine. — Forward. 
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school.  "I  realize  well  enough  that  restric- 
tions like  these  may  seem  somewhat  un- 
usual and  stringent  when  compared  with 
the  almost  complete  lack  of  restrictions 
in   some   other   colleges." 

Some  of  the  students  predicted  pri- 
vately, however,  that  the  anti-hand- 
holding  edict  would  be  evaded.  One  of  the 
boys  snickeringly  pointed  out  that  a  fa- 
vorite, forbidden  trysting  spot  for  ro- 
mantic couples  was  the  accumulation  of 
scenery  and  backdrops  on  the  chapel 
stage. 

One  co-ed  who  pleaded  earnestly  that 
her  name  be  withheld,  said: 

SHE  KNOWS  WHERE 

"They  can  try  to  stop  hand-holding  if 
they  want  to,  but  I  know  where  to  hold 
hands  any  time  I  please." 

She  wouldn't  tell  "where,"  obviously 
fearful  that  her  rendezvous  would  be  dis- 
covered— or  overcrowded. 

Edith  Otts,  a  senior  of  Rome,  Ga., 
said  she  thought  the  "high  moral  basis"  of 
Young  Harris  was  to  be  preferred  "many 
many  times"  to  the  laxity  of  lome  larger 
schools. 

Edith  said  she  considered  hiking  in  the 
bracing  mountain  air  with  a  jolly  group 
of  girl  chums  far  more  wholesome  than 
shagging  in  some  smoky  fraternity  house 
to  a  current  college  folk  tune  such  as 
"Shoot  the  Sherbcrt  to  Me,  Herbert." 

She  said  she  thought  there  was  little  or 
no  merit  to  the  demands  of  a  "few,  very 
few"  for  privileges  of  student  dances  and 
off-campus  dating. 

After  Dr.  Lance  expelled  five  ringlead- 
ers of  the  fight  for  hand-holding,  he 
warned  their  surviving  classmates  "this  is 
one  institution  where  the  faculty  will  not 
brook  bolshevism." 

Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from  page  20) 

what  shall  he  be  called  who  robs  you  of 
what  is  more  precious  than  money — your 
good  name?  Someone  has  said,  "The  sec- 
ond most  deadly  instrument  of  destruc- 
tion is  the  dynamite  gun — the  first  is  the 
human  tongue.  The  gun  kills  bodies,  but 
the  tongue  kills  reputations  and  often 
ruins  character."  Under  this  sin  of  slan- 
der we  may  classify  the  talebearer,  *or 
he  not  only  deals  in  personal  character, 
but  by  a  law  of  his  nature  becomes  ad- 
dicted to  telling  lies  on  others.  Therefore, 
God  says,  "Thou  shalt  not  go  up  and 
down  as  a  talebearer  among  thy  people." 
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A  GREAT  SIN  OF  THE  TONGUE  IS 
PROFANITY 

This  sin  is  directed  against  God  in 
particular,  and  that  is  why  it  is  so  bad. 
It  may  be  truly  called  devilish,  for  it 
has  no  temptation — no  one  thing  to  rec- 
ommend it — and  no  possible  good  to  be 
derived  from  it  in  any  way,  even  for  one 
moment.  The  name  of  God  is  carelessly 
used;  "heaven,"  the  sacred  part  of  all 
man's  hopes,  is  a  byword.  This  is  a  sin 
for  which  there  is  no  excuse  and  one  of 
great  guilt  in  God's  eyes,  and  He  plainly 
says,  "Thou  shalt  not  take  the  name  of 
the  Lord  thy  God  in  vain,  for  the  Lord 
will  not  hold  him  guiltless  that  taketh 
his  name  in  vain." 

Let  us  now  make  a  few  rules  for  avoid- 
ing sins  of  the  tongue: 

1.  Reflect  on  the  number  and  enormi- 
ty of  these  sins. 

2.  Avoid  the  company  of  those  who 
talk  unkindly  of  others. 

3.  Refuse  to  listen  to  or  believe  tattlers. 

4.  Cultivate  the  habit  of  speaking  of 
things,  not  of  persons. 

5.  Read  the  3rd  chapter  of  James  once 
a  week. 

6.  When  you  hear  anything  bad  about 
your  neighbor,  do  not  go  and  ask  if  it  is 
true  and  scatter  it. 

7.  Speak  well  of  others  or  do  not  speak 
of  them  at  all. 

8.  Approach  the  difficulty  of  avoiding 
the  sins  of  the  tongue  and  ask  God  to 
help  you. 

May  we  realize  that  the  power  of  speech 
is  one  of  God's  greatest  gifts  to  us,  and 
should  be  used  for  the  good  of  mankind 
and  the  glory  of  God. — Rev.  Joseph  T. 
Dendy,  D.  D.,  Christian  Observer. 

A  LETTER  OF  APPRECIATION 

(Continued  from  page  23) 

of  a  religious  mind;  be  it  a  parable,  rid- 
dle, allesory  or  epic  was  glorifying  to 
God.  There  was  "The  Pilgrim's  Progress," 
the  world's  most  famous  book,  the  Bible 
excepted,  which  was  a  product  of  the  re- 
ligious imagination  of  John  Bunyan — fic- 
tion, if  you  please.  "In  His  Steps"  by 
Charles  M.  Sheldon  is  also  another  piece 
of  religious  fiction.  The  parables  of  our 
Savior  were,  as  far  as  I  know,  products  of 
either  His  imagination  or  His  experiences, 
probably  both.  My  queer  ideas,  my 
doubts,  my  disallusions,  my  suspicions  all 
went  with  the  wind.  Charles  had  again 
been   fully   convinced. 

As  a  result  of  being  convinced  I  am 
writing  a  very  beautiful  religious  epic 
of  a  stirring,  Holy-Ghost  revival  en- 
titled, "Beautiful  Blossoms."  When  com- 
pleted it  will  contain  about  forty-five 
chapters  and  around  60,000  or  more 
words.  While  engaged  in  writing  it  I've 
felt  the  witness  and  good  pleasure  of  the 
Spirit  on  it.  So  much  at  times  I  would 
shout  and  cry. 


MISS   BETTY   JANE   DICKS 
Linton,   Indiana 

Miss  Dicks  is  a  high  school  girl  of  Lin- 
ton and  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God 
Y.P.E.  She  memorized  the  poem  on  De- 
cember's cover  of  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
"Annie  and  Willie's  Prayer."  The  church 
is  proud  of  her  and  the  memory  that  she 
has. — R.  J.  Staats. 


I  know — I  do  not  think — I  know  that 
God  approves  all  things  that  redound  to 
His  glory  and  the  upbuilding  of  His  king- 
dom, whether  it  be  poetry,  songs,  recita- 
tions, dramas,  sermons,  testimonies,  heal- 
ings, charities,  fiction,  or  what  have  you. 

Before  the  Assembly  I  could  not  say 
this.  At  the  Assembly  on  Friday  night 
the  B.T.S.  presented  "The  Missing  Chris- 
tian." Just  before  it  opened  I  said  to  my- 
self, "Is  the  Church  of  God  going  to  go 
into  the  theatrical  business?"  The  devil 
said,  "If  I  were  you  I'd  leave.  You  don't 
stand  for  that."  While  I  knew  I  didn't 
my  curiosity  got  the  better  of  me  and  I 
found  myself  waiting  for  it  to  begin. 
During  the  play  I  got  a  wonderful  pro- 
phetic lesson;  I  saw  God  bless  the  ones  en- 
gaged in  presenting  it. 

Then  to  climax  it  all,  on  Saturday 
night  a  song  drama  was  given,  entitled, 
"A  Search  in  Vain."  Every  shadow  of 
doubt  was  removed  forever  regarding 
God's  will  about  dramas  of  a  religious 
nature,  especially  those  presenting  the  real 
truth  of  His  Word. 

There  are  many  things  I  could  tell  you 
in  regard  to  my  appreciation  of  what 
you,  through  your  paper,  have  meant 
to  me  what  I'm  sure  God  is  making  you 
to  mean  to  the  young  Christian  of  the 
Church  of  God.  It  would  not  be  prudent 
to  take  your  valuable  time  to  do  so,  but 
suffice  it  to  say  that  "we  all  appreciate 
YOU  and  the  GOOD  WORK  God  is  do- 
ing through  you." 


May  God  give  you  a  Hezekiah  blessing 
of  many  years  to  come  to  carry  on  your 
great  work  among  Church  of  God  peo- 
ple, is  my  prayer. 

— Charles  G.  Paschal,  Carrollton,  Ga. 

AN  EXPLANATION 
In  the  last  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  the 
Bible  lesson  teacher  gave  lessons  on  the  needle's 
eye.  Two  letters  have  come  to  the  Editor  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  somewhat  upbraiding  her  for 
allowing  the  interpretation  to  go  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  that  was  used  and  so  the  question  was 
brought  to  me,  "What  sayest  thou?"  Yes,  in 
1929  I  visited  the  Holy  Land.  I  was  in  the  city 
of  Jerusalem.  I  was  shown  the  Needle's  Eye,  a 
gate  so  named,  right  beside  the  Jaffa  gate  where 
the  road  leads  out  of  the  ancient  city  to  the 
town  of  Jaffa.  Is  there  any  connection  between 
this  gate  known  as  the  Needle's  Eye  and  the 
eye  of  a  needle  described  in  Matt.  2:19-24?  It 
is  only  illustrative,  and  in  giving  the  picture  of 
the  camel  getting  on  his  knees  and  having  to  be 
unloaded  to  get  through  the  gate  only  signifies 
what  other  scriptures  teach  relative  to  any  man 
coming  to  Christ,  for  it  is  only  through  hu- 
mility that  we  find  Him  as  our  personal  Savior. 
There  is  nothing  said  in  the  text  to  prove  that 
it  is  impossible  for  a  rich  man  to  be  saved.  The 
eye  of  a  needle  is  pictured  as  the  way  to  heaven, 
the  strait  and  narrow  way,  exceedingly  hard  to 
enter;  the  camel  is  likened  to  the  rich  man  or 
the  rich  man  to  the  camel;  burdened  down  with 
heavy  weights, — riches,  business,  etc.  The  pic- 
ture is,  that  it  is  extremely  difficult  for  a  rich 
man  to  enter   into   the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

The  text,  "It  is  easier  for  a  camel  to  go 
through  the  eye  of  a  needle  than  for  a  rich  man 
to  enter  into  the  kingdom  of  God,"  is  proverbial. 
This  is  conclusively  proven,  even  though  the 
apostles  took  it  as  an  impossibility  that  any  one 
with  riches  could  be  saved,  and  asked  that  ques- 
tion, "Who  then  can  be  saved?"  We  are  told 
that  they  were  even  amazed  as  they  asked  that 
question.  But  the  answer  came  which  settled  that 
question  with  them,  and  should  settle  the  question 
once  for  all  with  everybody,  and  that  answer  was 
this,  "With  God  all  things  are  possible."  So  even 
the  salvation  of  a  rich  man  is  possible  with  God 
and  it  is  possible  for  God  to  put  a  camel  through 
the  eye  of  a  needle.  God's  ways  are  above  man's 
ways.  The  plan  of  salvation,  prepared  for  what- 
soever will,  is  as  much  of  an  impossibility  with 
men  as  it  is  for  a  camel  to  go  through  the  eye 
of   a  needle. — E.   L.   Simmons. 

Church  of  God  Hymnal  No.  1 

It  has  been  the  cry,  the  need,  almost 
since  the  beginning  of  the  Church  or- 
ganization. The  necessary  qualifications 
stood  aloof,  but  now  in  reality  we  offer 
the  greatest  in  songs.  Cloth  board,  65c; 
Limp,  40c.  Write  for  quantity  prices. 
Tennessee  Music  and  Printing  Co.,  Cleve- 
Tenn. 

Mrs.  J.  D.  Clayton 

Greenville,  S.  C.  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

Mrs.  B.  S.  Moody,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 
S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
J.  H.  Caddell,  W.  Durham,  N.  C. 
Mrs.  Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 
Miss  Lois  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
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Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 

the  little  stream.  But  it  had  its  source 
away  back  there  on  the  side  of  the  high 
mountain  where  it  came  gushing  out  be- 
tween two  great  rocks  from  a  vast  hid- 
den reservoir  in  the  heart  of  the  back- 
bone of  the  continent — a  reservoir  that 
was  filled  by  the  melting  of  the  snows  up 
above  it,  and  it  did  not  dry  up. 

The  trees  crowded  to  its  brink  and 
threw  out  their  sheltering  branches  over 
it  when  the  days  were  hot,  for  it  brought 
refreshment  and  life  to  them;  and  the 
sun  peeped  through  the  branches  and 
smiled  gently  upon  its  dimpled  face,  and 
seemed  to  say,  "It  is  not  in  my  heart  to 
harm  you;"  and  the  birds  wet  their  beaks 
in  its  silver  tide  and  sang  its  praises;  the 
flowers  breathed  their  perfume  upon  its 
bosom;  the  horses  and  the  cattle  and  the 
sheep  loved  to  linger  by  its  banks;  the 
farmer's  eye  was  always  joyous  as  he 
looked  on  the  line  of  verdant  beauty  that 
marked  its  course  through  his  fields  and 
meadows — and  so  on  it  went,  bringing 
verdure  and  blossom  and  life  and  hap- 
piness wherever  it  passed.  It  blest  every- 
body and  everybody  blest  it.  It  was  al- 
ways giving  and  yet  it  was  always  full.  It 
poured  its  little  tide  of  pure  water  into 
the  river,  and  the  river  poured  it  on  the 
sea,  and  the  sea  welcomed  it,  and  the 
sun  smiled  upon  the  sea,  and  the  sea  sent 
up  its  incense  to  greet  the  sun,  and  the 
clouds  caught  in  their  capacious  bosom 
the  incense  from  the  sea,  and  the  winds, 
like  waiting  steeds,  caught  the  chariots 
of  the  clouds  and  bore  them  away  over 
plain  and  hill  and  valley  to  that  same 
great  mountain  that  gave  this  little 
stream  its  birth;  and  there  they  poured 
out  their  loads  of  moisture  in  the  form 
of  snow  upon  the  mountain  top.  And  so 
God  saw  to  it  that  the  little  stream, 
though  it  poured  its  water  forth  so  gen- 
erously and  so  freely,  never  ran  dry. 

And  what  about  the  selfish  pool?  Alas! 
It  lay  there  in  the  heat,  lazy  and  self- 
ish, doing  nothing  except  trying  to  care 
for  itself,  and  the  green  slime  came  on 
the  top,  and  it  became  stagnant  and  filthy 
until  even  the  winds  that  caressed  it  by 
mistake  carried  away  ague  on  their  wings. 
And  so  it  sickened  and  died. 

Yes,  dear  friend,  as  you  give  of  your 
life  to  others  your  own  soul  will  be 
helped  and  your  sorrows  will  slip  away. 
You  will  find  that  the  sorrow  you  have 
passed  through  will  be  only  a  blessing  in 
disguise,  but  if  you  sit  down  and  grieve 
and  lament  what  God  has  permitted  to 
come  your  way  you  will  wake  up  to  find 
that  your  life  has  become  a  stagnant  pool. 

'  'Tis    the   burden    you    help   another    to 
bear 

That  makes  your  own  seem  light, 
'Tis  the  danger  seen  for  others  feet 

That  shows  you  the  path  to  the  right. 


'Tis  the  good  you  do  each  passing  day 
With  a  heart  sincere  and  true. 

For  thru'  giving  the  world  the  best  that 
you  have, 
Its  best  will  return  to  you." — Sel. 


The  Resurrection 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
crucified — but  now  He  is  different,  al- 
though still  the  same,  for  now  He  is  risen 
from  the  dead — death  can  touch  Him  no 
more.  The  scars  in  His  side,  His  hands 
and  His  feet  proved  the  body  to  be  the 
same  body  He  had  while  He  lived  on 
earth,  but  now  it  is  a  glorified  body,  an 
immortal  body." 

"The  soldiers  gave  out  that  someone 
had  stolen  the  body  which  had  been  buried 
in  that  cave,  did  they  not?"  commented 
Ted.  "But  now  that  body  is  found!  It 
was  not  carried  off  by  men,  or  by  angels, 
neither  was  it  dissolved  into  dust!" 

"  'It  is  I  myself,'  the  Lord  said,"  went 
on  Mr.  Morris.  "  'Handle  me,  and  see.' 
What  an  invitation!  And  how  it  con- 
vinced those  trembling  men!  The  fact  of 
the  resurrection  changed  them  into  verita- 
ble lions  who  went  forth  to  preach  Christ 
'and  him  crucified,'  fearless  of  what 
might  befall  them.  Only  men  thoroughly 
convinced  could  have  been  changed  so 
utterly." 

"It  is  a  wonderful  thought  that  our 
bodies  will  be  changed  like  His,  is  it 
not?"  exclaimed  Harold. 

"Yes,  indeed!"  agreed  Mr.  Morris.  "The 
resurrection  was  the  death  of  death,  and 
one  day  our  bodies  will  be  changed  and 
raised  from  the  dead,  and  made  like  unto 
'his  glorious  body.'  Have  you  boys  ever 
noticed  the  effect  of  the  resurrection  on 
the  bodies  of  men?  Think  of  the  resurrec- 
tion morning.  The  men — the  living  men 
— who  watched  the  tomb  became  'as  dead 
men;'  but,  on  the  other  hand,  we  are  told 
that  many  truly  dead  saints — those  who 
had  died  believing  that  the  Son  of  God 
would  come  one  day  to  die  for  them — 
rose  and  became  alive!  That  is  ever  the 
effect  of  the  resurrection — it  brings  life 
to  those  who  were  'dead  in  trespasses  and 
sins'  if  they  believe;  but  if  they  refuse 
to  believe,  it  brings  death  to  those  who 
profess  to  be  alive!" 

"Mr.  Morris,"  said  Ian,  "have  you 
ever  thought  how  the  soldiers  preached 
the  resurrection  to  the  priests?  I  think  it's 
Matthew  who  tells  us  of  it,"  he  added, 
searching  for  the  place.  "Yes!"  he  cried, 
triumphantly,  a  moment  later,  "here  it  is 
— Matthew  28:11,  '  .  .  .  some  of  the 
watch  came  into  the  city,  and  shewed 
unto  the  chief  priests  all  the  things  that 
were  done.  And  when  they  were  assem- 
bled with  the  elders,  and  had  taken  coun- 
sel, they  gave  large  money  unto  the  sol- 
diers, Saying,  Say  ye,  His  disciples  came 
by  night,  and  stole  Him  away  while  we 
slept.'  The  soldiers  knew  that  the  resur- 


rection was  a  fact,  and  the  chief  priests 
and  elders  must  have  known  it,  too." 

"Yes,  Ian,  and  it  is  interesting  to  note 
that  the  empty  tomb  has  never  been  de- 
nied by  friend  or  foe." 

"How  wonderful!"  cried  Alec.  "Of 
course,  if  the  resurrection  had  not  been  a 
fact,  nothing  would  have  been  easier  to 
prove.  They  had  only  to  produce  the  body 
of  Christ,  and  the  resurrection  would 
have  been  disproved  immediately!  But 
that  was  just  what  they  could  not  do. 
And  what  an  absurd  story  to  publish! 
The  soldiers  were  to  say — and  because  the 
Jews  still  believe  that  false  story,  we 
know  they  must  have  done  so — that  they 
were  asleep  at  their  post,  and  yet  they 
saw  thieves  come  and  steal  the  body  they 
were  guarding!  And  not  only  so,  but  they 
recognized  the  thieves  to  be  the  disciples 
of  the  Lord  Jesus!  Well,  sir,  that  story 
about  takes  the  cake  for  absurdity!" 

Alec  burst  into  a  laugh,  and  the  other 
boys  laughed  with  him. 

"I  quite  agree  with  you,  Alec,"  said 
Mr.  Morris.  "One  of  the  things  which 
will  astound  unbelievers  at  the  judgment 
day  will  be  how  foolish  they  have  been 
to  doubt  the  Bible  story.  Those  soldiers 
knew  no  mistake  had  been  made — they 
certainly  believed  in  the  resurrection. 
Had  the  body  been  removed,  the  position 
of  the  graveclothes  would  have  been  dif- 
ferent— they  would  not  have  been  re- 
moved from  a  dead  body,  and  yet  have 
been  left  in  exactly  the  same  position  as 
they  had  been  in  before.  Clearly  the  body 
had  not  slipped  out  of  the  graveclothes, 
but  passed  through  them!  Besides,  no  one 
who  stole  the  body  would  have  stopped 
to  remove  the  graveclothes!" 

"And  if  they  had  removed  the  body, 
what  purpose  would  there  have  been  in 
doing  so?"  said  Richard.  "They  could  not 
produce  a  living  Christ." 

"And  yet  He  was  seen  alive  by  one  of 
His  persecutors  only  a  few  years  later, 
besides  many  others,"  added  Ted. 

"Remember,  boys,"  continued  Mr. 
Morris,  "that  the  resurrection  is  the  proof 
of  the  truth  of  salvation.  No  one  can 
claim  to  be  saved  who  does  not  believe  in 
the  resurrection,  and  action  upon  that 
acceptation.  Look  at  Romans   10:9." 

Alec  had  soon  found  the  reference,  and 
read  it  aloud.  "  'If  thou  shalt  confess  with 
thy  mouth  the  Lord  Jesus,  and  shalt  be- 
lieve in  thine  heart  that  God  hath  raised 
him  from  the  dead,  thou  shalt  be  saved.'  " 

"Now  turn  to  1  Cor.  15:17,  someone," 
said  Mr.  Morris. 

This  time  it  was  Thomas  who  was  the 
first  to  find  the  verse,  and  read  it.  "  'If 
Christ  be  not  raised,  your  faith  is  vain.'  " 

"What  solemn  words!"  ejaculated  Har- 
old. Then  he  went  on,  as  a  sudden 
thought  struck  him,  "Please,  Mr.  Morris, 
was  the  resurrection  of  Christ  mentioned 
in  the  Psalms?  I  seem  to  remember  hear- 
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ing  someone  say  it  was. 

"Yes."  interrupted  Ian  immediately. 
"It  is  mentioned  in  Psalm  16  verse  10. 
I've  got  the  place — may  I  read  it?" 

"Please  do,  Ian,"  replied  Mr.  Morris. 
'  'Thou  wilt  not  leave  my  soul  in  hell; 
neither  wilt  thou  suffer  thine  Holy  One 
to  see  corruption.'  " 

"Thank  you;  you  are  right,  that  verse 
does  refer  to  the  Savior.  Peter,  full  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  applied  the  passage  to 
Christ  on  the  day  of  Pentecost.  Look  up 
Acts  2:31,  someone." 

"Yes,  sir;  may  I  read  it?" 

"Please,  Jim." 

"  'He  seeing  this  before  spake  of  the 
resurrection  of  Christ,  that  his  soul  was 
not  left  in  hell,  neither  his  flesh  did  see 
corruption.'  " 

"Thank  you.  You  see  from  these  pas- 
sages that  it  was  quite  clear  that  whoever 
the  Messiah  should  be,  when  He  came  He 
would  die,  but  He  would  never  lie  long 
enough  in  the  tomb  for  His  flesh  to  cor- 
rupt." 

"Was  He  different  from  Elijah  and 
Enoch,  who  have  never  seen  corruption 
because  they  never  died?"  asked  Richard. 

"Yes,  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  died,  but 
His  body  never  saw  corruption,  for  it 
was  raised  before  the  three  days  were  over. 
Satan  had  the  power  of  death,  as  we  have 
said  before,  but  when  the  Lord  Jesus  died 
on  the  cross  He  went  to  Hades  and  took 
it  from  him,  as  His  resurrection  proves. 
Thanks  be  to  God,  which  giveth  us  the 
victory!  Jesus  has  conquered  death  and 
now  all — even  Elijah  and  Enoch — have 
the  victory  over  death  as  He  had,  if  they 
belong  to  Him.  Death  cannot  hold  them, 
for  He  has  won  for  His  own  the  wonder- 
ful gift  of  everlasting  life.  'The  wages  of 
sin  is  death;  but  the  gift  of  God  is  eter- 
nal life.'  There  is  a  story  that  when  the 
Battle  of  Waterloo  was  being  fought,  all 
England,  waiting  in  anxiety  for  the  result 
of  the  battle,  was  dependent  for  the 
news  upon  signals  flashed  from  station  to 
station  by  semaphore.  One  of  these  sta- 
tions was  on  the  top  of  Winchester 
cathedral.  Late  one  evening  it  received 
the  signal:  'Wellington  defeated — .'  Just 
at  that  point  a  sudden  fog  descended  on 
the  land.  The  news  of  disaster  quickly 
spread,  and  after  a  while  it  reached  Lon- 
don and  the  whole  land  was  in  gloom, 
bordering  on  despair.  Then,  as  suddenly 
as  it  had  come,  the  fog  lifted,  and  the 
complete  message  was  received:  'Welling- 
ton defeated  the  enemy.'  Immediately  sor- 
row was  turned  into  joy,  defeat  into  vic- 
tory! So  with  the  Lord  Jesus,  when  He 
died  upon  the  cross,  for  a  time  hope  died 
out  in  the  hearts  of  His  followers. 
Through  the  fog  of  cruel  disappointment 
they  caught  only  the  first  part  of  the  sig- 
nal, 'Christ  defeated — .'  But  on  the  third 
day  the  fog  lifted,  and  He  Himself  com- 
pleted the  signal  to  His  followers,  'Christ 


defeated  the  enemy,  death.'  This  great 
enemy,  death,  had  for  centuries  been  un- 
conquered,  but  the  Lord  set  to  work  upon 
its  utter  destruction,  and  His  resurrec- 
tion proves  His  victory.  In  rising  from 
the  dead,  He  opened  the  kingdom  of  heav- 
en to  all  believers,  and  now  all  who  be- 
lieve on  Him,  instead  of  being  the  prison- 
ers of  death,  have  been  freed;  death  has 
now  no  more  power  over  them." 

"But  we  still  die,  sir,"  objected  Alec. 

"Yes,  Alec,  but  now  our  spirits — the 
real  T  inside  of  us — go  straight  to 
be  with  Christ.  Let  me  tell  you  another 
story  to  illustrate  what  I  mean.  One  day  a 
little  child  of  four  was  walking  through 
the  village  cemetery  with  her  father,  and, 
pointing  to  the  graves,  she  asked  him 
what  they  were.  'They  belong  to  the  peo- 
ple who  have  gone  to  heaven,'  was  the  re- 
ply. 'Then,'  said  the  little  child,  thought- 
fully, 'this  is  where  they  leave  their 
clothes,  isn't  it,  daddy?'  She  was  right 
boys!" 

"I,  too,  know  a  story  which  illustrates 
what  you  have  been  telling  us,  sir,"  said 
Ted.  "May  I  tell  it?" 

"Do!"  said  Mr.  Morris. 

"I  read  it  in  a  paper  Thomas  lent  me 
the  other  day,"  said  Ted,  "so  perhaps  he 
remembers  it!  Two  little  birds  had  a  nest 
in  the  bushes  in  the  garden  of  the  house 
where  a  girl  called  Julia  lived  with  her 
brother.  When  Julia  found  the  nest,  it 
had  four  speckled  eggs  in  it.  One  day, 
after  she  had  been  away  for  some  time, 
she  ran  into  the  garden  to  take  a  look 
at  'her'  nest,  as  she  called  it.  But  instead 
of  four  beautiful  eggs  in  it,  she  found 
only  broken  pieces  of  empty  shell.  'Oh,' 
she  cried,  picking  out  the  pieces,  'the 
lovely  eggs  are  all  spoiled  and  broken.' 
'No,'  replied  her  brother,  who  was  stand- 
ing by,  'they  are  not  spoiled,  the  best  part 
of  them  has  taken  wings  and  flown 
away.'  That  is  what  you  mean,  do  you 
not,  sir?  In  death  the  body,  which  is  only 
the  empty  shell,  is  left  behind;  the  better 
part,  the  T  inside,  has  taken  wings  and 
flown  away  to  the  unseen  world." 

"Yes,  you  have  grasped  very  well  what 
I  mean.  Before  we  stop,  Thomas  has 
something  to  say — I  see  it  in  his  face!" 

Thomas  blushed.  "Well,  yes,"  he  said, 
"I  was  thinking  of  another  story,  and  I 
will  tell  it  if  there  is  time." 

Mr.  Morris  nodded,  and  Tom  went  on: 
"One  stormy  night  a  certain  king  was 
sitting  talking  with  some  of  his  courtiers 
when  presently  a  little  bird  flew  in  at  the 
open  window  as  if  for  shelter,  and  then 
flew  out  again.  'Such,'  remarked  the 
king,  'is  the  life  of  man.  Out  of  dark- 
ness into  light,  and  then  lost  in  the  dark- 
ness and  storm  again.'  'Yes,  your  majes- 
ty,' replied  an  old  courtier  who  was  stand- 
ing by,  'but  the  bird  has  its  nest  be- 
yond.' " 

"Thank  you,  Thomas.  The  truth  could 


not  have  been  expressed  more  beautifully. 
What  was  said  of  the  bird  is  true  of  all 
who  love  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  be- 
lieve that  He  is  the  'first  born'  from 
among  the  dead.  Our  nest — our  home — 
our  place  of  shelter — is  beyond,  in  heaven, 
'with  Christ.'  'Now  is  Christ  risen  from 
the  dead.'  Hallelujah!  The  apostles  sealed 
their  testimony  to  this  blessed  truth  with 
their  blood,  so  sure  were  they  of  the  fact 
of  it.  Oh,  the  wonder  of  the  resurrection! 

"  'A  cruel  cross  upon  a  bill! 

On  Judah's  Son  death  had  his  will. 

But  strange,  ah,  strange,  'twas  death  who 

died 
That  day,  in  Him,  the  Crucified.' 

"Let  us  close  our  study  with  prayer, 
boys." 

Questing   Youth 

(Continued    from    page    8) 

pool,  there  is  the  same  golden  glory.  Or 
go  into  your  garden  on  some  early  sum- 
mer morning,  and  you  will  see  that 
mighty  sun  reflected  in  a  dewdrop.  It  is 
the  same  sun,  but  the  capacities  of  the 
object  in  which  it  is  reflected  vary. 

Yet  we  must  be  careful.  The  illustra- 
tion fails  entirely,  for  we  do  not  merely 
have  a  reflection  of  Christ,  but  Christ 
Himself  actually  dwells  within  each  of  us 
by  His  Holy  Spirit.  Our  capacities  may 
vary,  but  we  can  all  have  a  whole  Christ. 
Perhaps  some  very  young  Christian  may 
feel  only  like  a  "dewdrop,"  certainly  not 
an  "ocean!"  But  for  all  that  the  weakest 
and  most  faltering  little  soul  has  the  re- 
sources of  the  almighty  God  behind  him. 
A  child  can  be  filled  with  the  Holy  Spirit. 

Are  you,  however,  allowing  the  Holy 
Spirit  to  minister  to  you  all  the  holiness 
which  has  been  yours  in  Christ  from  the 
very  first  day  that  you  knew  Him  as  Sav- 
ior? The  idea  of  the  Christian  life  which 
many  have  is  that  Christ  lives  in  heav- 
en, and  we  on  the  earth,  and  that  we  have 
to  do  the  best  we  can  with  a  little  por- 
tion of  His  grace  which  He  allows  to 
each.  Nothing  could  be  further  from  the 
truth.  That  conception  is  inadequate  and 
unscriptural.  The  fact  is  that  your  body  is 
the  temple  of  the  Holy  Spirit — Jesus' 
other  self — so  having  Him,  you  have  a 
whole  Christ  within  you.  You  can,  there- 
fore, live  a  holy  life  in  dependence  upon 
the  infinite  resources  that  are  in  Him  for 
you,  and  that  are  in  you  by  the  Holy 
Spirit. 

Here  is  a  very  simple  illustration. 
However  much  you  stir  a  cup  of  tea,  it 
will  never  get  sweet  unless  there  is  sugar 
in  it.  So  all  your  efforts  after  holiness 
will  fail  until  you  let  the  indwelling 
Christ  be  the  source  of  your  power. 

Between  the  earth  and  the  sun  there  is 
the  surrounding  atmosphere.  Without  it 
the  sun  would  burn  the  earth  to  a  cinder. 
But  the  genial  rays  of  the  sun  are  med- 
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iated  to  us  through  the  atmosphere,  and 
thus  we  have  the  blessings  of  the  sun- 
light. 

So  the  Holy  Spirit  mediates  to  us  all 
the  radiance,  joy,  peace,  purity,  beauty 
and  glory  that  are  in  Christ.  We  are 
"changed  into  His  image  from  one  de- 
gree of  glory  to  another,  even  as  by  the 
Lord  the  Spirit." 

Two  important  truths  may  now  be 
clearly  stated: 

We  are  transformed,  not  by  imitation 
but  by  reproduction.  In  every  Christian's 
heart  Christ  is  reincarnate.  When  He  as- 
cended He  changed  His  presence  for  His 
omnipresence.  Peter  says,  "We  are  par- 
takers of  his  divine  nature."  Christ  Him- 
self then  is  our  holiness.  He  died  for  us 
in  order  that  He  might  live  in  us,  so  only 
as  we  give  Him  full  sway  in  our  lives  can 
we  live  according  to  the  standards  and 
ideals  of  the  New  Testament. 

Light  has  no  visibility,  but  because 
there  is  light,  other  things  can  be  seen. 
Light,  however,  is  composed  of  compon- 
ent primary  colors.  Let  a  beam  of  light 
be  passed  through  a  prism,  and  all  these 
beautiful  hues  become  visible.  So  by  the 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  the  light  of  the 
invisible  Christ  is  passed  through  us,  so 
that  His  beauty  and  radiance  may  be  seen 
by  the  world  around  us. 

The  late  Dr.  F.  B.  Meyer  was  travelling 
one  day  in  a  train.  Sitting  near  him  was 
a  young  man  who  was  reading  Thomas  A. 
Kempis'  famous  book,  The  Imitation  of 
Christ. 

"That  is  a  beautful  book  you  are  read- 
ing," said  the  old  doctor. 

They  then  discussed  it  together,  and 
the  older  man  said,  "But  there  is  some- 
thing better  than  imitation.  When  I  was 
a  boy  I  was  always  trying  to  copy  people 
and  things:  the  headline  in  my  exer- 
cise book,  the  captain  of  my  school  crick- 
et XI,  and  then  I  even  tried  to  copy  the 
pictures  of  famous  artists.  After  I  became 
a  minister,  I  attempted  to  copy  other 
preachers,  and,  of  course,  I  tried  to  be 
like  Christ  in  His  matchless  character, 
but  there  was  always  the  same  weary  sense 
of  failure.  I  was  baffled  and  disappointed 
until  I  learned  the  more  excellent  way  of 
appropriating  Christ  just  as  the  flowers 
and  fruit  appropriate  the  sap  and  the  dew 
and  the  balmy  air,  and  all  the  glorious 
forces  which  lie  hidden  in  the  sunbeams." 

There  lay  the  secret  of  his  amazing 
power.  He  did  not  merely  try  to  copy 
Christ.  He  let  Him  live  out  His  life  in 
him. 

This  is  the  fundamental  lesson  which 
needs  to  be  learned  by  all  whose  quest  is 
"life  on  the  highest  plane."  Thousands 
have  never  got  beyond  attempting  to  imi- 
tate Christ.  They  are  doing  their  level 
best,  but  it  is  a  weary  experience,  and 
thev  are  conscious  of  dismal  failure.  To 


every  young  Christian  I  would  say,  Let 
your  reliance  be  only  and  wholly  on 
Christ.  He  can  make  your  life  like  His 
own.  You  cannot  so  cease  from  your 
own  works.  Give  up  your  strivings  for 
holiness,  and  let  your  life  be  Christ's  re- 
production of  Himself  in  you. 

The  water  spider  lives  at  the  bottom 
of  muddy  pools,  but  it  has  the  peculiar 
power  of  coming  to  the  surface,  and  there 
surrounding  itself  with  a  tiny  globule  of 
air.  Then  it  descends  again  to  the  slime 
and  ooze  until  the  air  is  exhausted,  when 
once  more  it  rises  for  a  fresh  supply. 

What  parables  we  can  find  in  nature! 
You  and  I  have  to  live  in  a  world  which 
is  dark  with  evil,  but  there  is  ever  at 
hand,  in  Christ,  a  supply  of  pure  air.  We 
do  not,  however,  have  to  take  in  a  store 
which  after  a  time  becomes  exhausted, 
for  He,  within  us,  is  the  unfailing  source 
of  power  which  can  never  fail.  So  by  that 
power  we  are  enabled  to  be  "more  than 
conquerors." 

We  Are  Transformed,  Not  by  Eradica- 
tion but  by  Counteraction 

Christ's  presence  in  the  heart  does  not 
mean  that  the  flesh  has  ceased  to  exist. 
The  old  nature  has  not  been  eradicated. 
We  are  not  in  the  position  where  it  is  im- 
possible to  sin.  But  praise  God,  in  Christ 
we  have  been  brought  to  the  place  where 
it  is  possible  not  to  sin.  "The  flesh"  still 
"lusteth  against  the  Spirit,  and  the  Spirit 
against  the  flesh,  and  these  are  contrary 
the  one  to  the  other."  But  we  can  now 
"walk  in  the  Spirit,"  and  so  "not  fulfill 
the  lusts  of  the  flesh." 

An  old  illustration  makes  it  clear.  Take 
a  poker.  If  it  could  speak  it  would  say, 
"I  am  cold,  I  am  hard,  I  am  black."  Those 
are  its  natural  characteristics.  If  you  put 
it  in  the  fire,  the  fire  will  soon  be  in  the 
poker,  and  a  complete  change  will  take 
place.  If  it  could  speak  it  would  now  say, 
"I  am  hot,  I  am  soft,  and  I  am  red."  All 
its  features  are  altered.  Why?  Because  the 
action  of  fire  makes  the  poker  free  from 
the  nature  of  iron;  so  says  Paul,  "The 
law  of  the  Spirit  of  life  in  Christ  Jesus 
hath  made  me  free  from  the  law  of  sin 
and  death,"  Rom.  8:2. 

Like  the  poker,  we,  too,  are  black.  No 
one  knows  it  better  than  ourselves.  Often 
we  are  hard,  rigid  and  cold.  But  there  is  a 
way  by  which  we  can  become  changed. 
When  we  are  possessed  by  the  Holy  Spirit, 
He  counteracts  the  evidence  of  the  old 
nature  so  that  we  become  warm,  loving, 
plastic  and  pliable. 

This  is  the  secret  of  victory. 

It  is  impossible  for  a  man  to  live  un- 
der water,  yet  the  diver  succeeds  in  do- 
ing so.  How  does  he  manage  it?  By  being 
kept  in  contact,  moment  by  moment, 
with  someone  above  who  is  pumping  pure 
air  down  to  him.  His  trust  is  in  the  man 
above.  Air  counteracts  the  effect  of 
water,  and  though  he  feels  the  pressure  of 
the  water  all  around  him,  he  is  kept  alive 
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in  an  element  which  is  utterly  alien  to  his 
nature. 

In  the  same  way  the  holiness  which  is 
in  Christ  counteracts  the  influence  of 
evil  which  surrounds  us  every  day.  We 
feel  the  pressure  all  about  us  as  we  live  in 
the  world,  but  "  the  Man  above,"  even  the 
Lord  Jesus  Himself,  can  always  be  trusted 
to  supply  all  our  need.  In  Him  is  the  op- 
posite of  every  evil  thing  which  assails 
us  from  within  and  without.  When  you 
are  tempted,  do  not  concentrate  your 
mind  on  the  evil  thing,  that  only  exagger- 
ates it.  Look  off  unto  Jesus,  and  see  in 
Him  the  opposite  which  can  counteract 
and  set  you  free  from  the  sin  which 
threatens.  His  humility  can  drive  out  your 
pride.  His  patience  and  forbearance  can 
dispel  your  temper.  His  courage  can  cast 
out  your  cowardice.  His  purity  can  ex- 
tinguish your  impurity,  and  His  love  can 
destroy  your  selfishness. 

(To  be  continued) 

Dependability 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

your  absence,  they  probably  will  be.  If 
you  say  you  trust  them,  and  you  feel  con- 
fident that  everything  will  be  just  the 
same  as  if  you  had  stayed  with  them,  then 
it  is  likely  it  will  be  just  the  same." 

"I  never  thought  of  that,"  she  said. 

"I  think  I'll  try  it  the  next  time  I  go 
away." 

She  did,  and  some  time  later,  when  I 
asked  her  how  it  had  worked,  she  told  me 
she  had  found  it  the  most  wonderful  for- 
mula for  good  children.  "Though,"  she 
added  with  a  smile,  "my  little  ones  al- 
ways will  show  some  spice  of  mischief." 

There  are  varieties  of  mischief,  just  as 
there  are  varieties  of  fun,  but  if  you  want 
your  children  to  do  no  serious  mischief 
during  your  absence,  you  must  depend 
upon  them. 

Children  love  being  trusted.  They  love 
doing  "just  as  mother  would  do."  They 
like  the  importance  of  being  "on  their 
honor."  They  like  to  plan  pleasant  little 
surprises  for  you,  when  you  come  home. 
If  the  surprise  does  not  altogether  please 
you,  do  keep  it  a  secret.  Look  at  the  in- 
tention behind  the  deed  and  enjoy  the  in- 
tended pleasure. 

Children  are  the  most  sensitive  beings 
in  the  world.  If  you  hurt  them  by  accus- 
ing them  of  misbehavior  when  none  was 
intended,  you  are  liable  to  do  them  lasting 
injury. 

Again,  suppose  your  boys  and  girls  did 
fail  to  do  what  they  should  have  done  in 
your  absence.  It  does  not  necessarily  mean 
that  they  planned  to  take  advantage  of 
you.  Very  likely  they  simply  forgot.  Per- 
haps the  usual  conditions  were  quite 
changed.  When  you  are  at  home  do  you 
constantly  remind  them,  or  have  they 
learned  to  depend  upon  themselves?  In 
your  absence  there  is  no  one  to  remind 
them,  except,  perhaps,  an  elder  sister  or 
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brother,  and  unless  you  have  accustomed 
them  to  doing  so,  they  are  apt  not  to  pay 
much  attention  to  the  admonitions  of  an- 
other child. 

Try  to  recall  your  own  childhood.  Did 
you  not  often  forget?  Yet  did  you  not 
like  to  be  trusted?  Did  you  not  like  being 
told  that,  "Mother  knew  you  would  be 
good,  would  be  fair"?  If  your  children 
get  the  feeling  that  it  is  not  fair  to  be 
naughty  in  mother's  absence  they  usually 
will  be  good.  Most  children  want  to  "play 
the  game." 

I  had  only  one  daughter,  but  I  always 
trusted  her.  I  was  sure  everything  would 
be  as  safe  with  her  as  with  myself,  and 
it  was.  She  is  grown  up  now  and  is  most 
dependable. 

Please  let  me  repeat.  If  we  want  our 
children  to  become  reliable  men  and  wom- 
en, we  should  show  them  while  they  are 
little  that  we  expect  to  be  able  to  trust 
them.  Then  they  will  grow  in  dependa- 
bility, naturally,  day  by  day. — National 
Kindergarten  Association  Release. 

The  Coming  Rapture 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
God  our  everlasting  Father,  His  grace  is 
able  to  carry  us  safely  through.  Let  us 
say  with  Paul,  in  Romans  8:3  5,  "Who 
shall  separate  us  from  the  love  of  Christ? 
shall  tribulation,  or  distress,  or  persecu- 
tion, or  famine,  or  nakedness,  or  peril, 
or  sword?" 

Let  us  have  faith  and  put  our  whole 
trust  in  God,  having  a  determination  to 
go  through  with  our  Savior. 

Don't  be  discouraged  if  you  are  under- 
going a  severe  trial  or  test.  Do  not  be 
alarmed  when  you  hear  of  wars  and  com- 
motions and  great  distress  among  the  na- 
tions of  the  earth.  Neither  be  afraid  when 
you  hear  of  the  great  earthquakes  and 
that  men's  hearts  are  failing  them  for 
fear  of  the  things  that  are  coming  upon 
the  earth. 

Oh,  you  that  are  discouraged,  or  you 
that  wrestle  against  the  powers  of  the 
fallen  archangel,  or  you  who  are  weary 
and  worn,  who  have  trudged  through  life 
under  great  burdens,  whether  it  be  ill 
health,  financial  difficulties  or  persecu- 
tions from  an  unfriendly  world,  take  on 
new  courage,  because  when  you  see  these 
things  coming  to  pass  then  look  up  and 
lift  up  your  heads  for  your  redemption 
draweth  nigh. 

God  shall  deliver  His  saints  out  of  the 
great  tribulation,  if  we  can  say  with 
Paul,  "I  have  fought  a  good  fight,  I  have 
finished  my  course,  I  have  kept  the  faith: 
Henceforth  there  is  laid  up  for  me  a 
crown  of  righteousness,  which  the  Lord, 
the  righteous  judge,  shall  give  me  at  that 
day:  and  not  to  me  only,  but  unto  all 
them  also  that  love  his  appearing." 

Luke  21:36,  "Watch  ye  therefore,  and 
pray  always,  that  ye  may  be  accounted 
worthy   to   escape    all    these    things    that 


shall  come  to  pass,  and  to  stand  before  the 
Son  of  man." 

And  in  Rev.  3:10  we  find  these  com- 
forting words,  "Because  thou  has  kept 
the  word  of  my  patience,  I  also  will  keep 
thee  from  the  hour  of  temptation,  which 
shall  come  upon  all  the  world,  to  try  them 
that  dwell  upon  the  earth." 

This  great  event  should  not  come  un- 
expected upon  any  child  of  God,  because 
we  are  not  children  of  darkness  but  chil- 
dren of  light. 

Let  us  all  take  on  new  courage  and 
work,  pray  and  give  more  to  God  and  His 
Church  than  ever  before.  There  is  much 
to  be  done,  and  may  God  keep  us  all  as 
His  servants  to  give  our  all  into  His  serv- 
ice. 

The  Kingbird  and  the  Warblers 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

ping  into  her  clothes,  she  thought  and 
thought;  but  somehow  she  couldn't 
think  of  a  single  thing. 

When  at  last  Editha  entered  the  din- 
ing room,  she  found  that  the  family  was 
already  seated  at  the  table.  And  what  a 
delicious  breakfast  was  being  served! 
Editha  enjoyed  every  mouthful.  As  she 
ate,  she  wondered  if  her  mother  knew 
just  how  much  she  enjoyed  her  cooking. 
Some  day  she  would  have  to  tell  her  just 
how  good  her  meals  always  tasted. 

After  breakfast  Editha  was  soon  ready 
for  school.  She  curled  up  in  an  easy 
chair  to  wait  for  Violet. 

Violet  was  busy  helping  the  little  folks 
with  their  lessons  and  finding  their  caps 
and  mittens.  Some  day  Editha  intended  to 
do  something  nice  for  her  little  brothers 
and  sisters — something  big  and  wonder- 
ful that  they  would  always  remember. 

As  Editha  was  skipping  happily  down 
the  street,  still  thinking  her  own  happy 
thoughts,  she  was  startled  by  a  sudden 
crash  just  ahead  of  her.  A  lady  had 
stumbled  in  attempting  to  cross  the  street 
and  her  packages  now  lay  scattered  upon 
the  sidewalk.  In  an  instant  Violet  was 
busy  collecting  the  scattered  parcels. 

Violet  was  always  finding  people  who 
needed  help  and  this  morning  there  seemed 
to  be  more  than  ever.  She  comforted  a  lit- 
tle boy  who  had  lost  his  penny;  she  helped 
an  elderly  lady  with  her  bundles;  she  as- 
sisted a  lame  woman  to  cross  the  street. 

"But  they  are  such  little  things," 
thought  Editha.  It  seemed  hardly  worth 
one's  while  to  help  just  one  person.  Some 
day  she  would  do  some  really  big  thing 
— something  that  would  make  a  lot  of 
people  happy.  How  everybody  would 
praise  her  and  point  her  out. 

She  was  still  thinking  of  these  things 
as  she  sat  in  the  schoolroom  that  morn- 
ing. Perhaps  that  was  why  she  was  more 
inattentive  than  usual. 

"I  wish  that  you  would  pay  attention 
to  your  lessons!"  exclaimed  her  teacher 
at  length. 


Editha  roused  herself. 

"I  was  just  thinking,"  she  explained. 
"I  was  just  thinking  of  something  big 
which  I  am  going  to  do  some  day." 

The  teacher  smiled.  "You  will  never  do 
anything  big  if  you  keep  on  dreaming," 
she  replied.  "If  you  want  to  do  some- 
thing big  some  day,  you  must  start  in 
doing  little  things  right  now." 

Editha  didn't  want  to  do  little  things. 
She  didn't  think  that  they  were  worth 
while.  Just  the  same  she  couldn't  forget 
her  teacher's  words.  She  kept  thinking 
about  them  all  the  rest  of  the  day  and 
long  after  she  went  to  bed  that  night. 
Perhaps  that  was  why  she  dreamed  such 
a  queer  little  dream,  or  perhaps  the  dream 
was  sent  to  show  her  the  big  mistake 
which  she  was  making  in  life  before  it 
was  too  late  for  her  to  change  her  ways. 

Whatever  the  reason,  Editha  had  no 
sooner  fallen  asleep  than  she  seemed  to  be 
standing  in  a  beautiful  flower-decked 
meadow.  Along  one  side  of  this  meadow 
ran  a  road,  and  over  this  road  people 
were  continually  passing  back  and  forth. 
Close  to  the  road  stood  Violet,  and,  as 
usual,  she  was  doing  many  a  kind  act 
for  those  who  traveled  along  the  road. 

It  seemed  to  Editha  that  she  could  see 
each  little  kind  deed,  and  that  each  one 
grew  wings  and  flew  away. 

Edith  herself  did  not  perform  any 
kind  acts.  The  chances  for  being  kind 
were  all  too  small  for  her. 

The  days  and  years  rolled  by  and  at 
last  came  the  big  chance  for  which  Editha 
had  waited  so  long — the  chance  to  do  a 
kindness  which  would  bring  happiness  in- 
to hundreds  of  lives. 

And  when  Editha  had  performed  her 
kind  deed,  it  also  grew  wings  and  flew 
away. 

But  what  a  thing  of  beauty  Editha's 
kind  act  had  become.  It  was  a  king 
among  birds.  Garbed  in  robes  of  royal 
purple  and  scarlet,  with  a  golden  crown 
upon  its  head,  it  drew  the  attention  and 
admiration  of  all  who  passed  that  way. 

For  a  time  Editha  enjoyed  the  honor 
and  praise  which  were  showered  upon 
her;  then  gradually,  both  she  and  her 
kind  deed  were  forgotten. 

The  years  rolled  on  and  both  Editha 
and  Violet  neared  the  end  of  life.  Then, 
back  into  their  lives,  like  little  birds,  flew 
the  kind  acts  which  they  had  performed. 

By  hundreds  and  by  thousands  came 
the  tiny  deeds  of  kindness  which  Violet 
had  done.  And  what  things  of  beauty 
they  had  become!  They  fluttered  about 
her  like  so  many  gay-colored  birds,  seem- 
ing to  shed  a  soft  radiance  over  her  entire 
life.  The  people  who  passed  along  the  road 
paused  to  look  and  to  smile,  and  each  one 
spoke  a  word  of  praise  or  a  blessing  ere  he 
passed  on. 

"But  when  mine  comes,  then  will  the 
praise  come  to  me,"  cried  Editha. 

But  alas!  her  deed  of  kindness  was  no 
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longer  a  king  among  birds.  A  dull,  grey 
thing,  it  fluttered  down  beside  her.  It  had 
not  been  kept  bright  by  new  deeds  of 
kindness,  so  it  had  faded  more  and  more 
through  the  years,  and  its  beautiful  crown 
had  nearly  disappeared. 

The  people  paused  and  looked  upon  her 
also,  but  it  was  with  looks  of  scorn. 

"She  did  only  one  kind  deed  in  her 
whole  lifetime!"  they  cried,  and  they 
seemed  not  to  care  a  bit  that  that  deed  had 
been  a  large  one. 

"Selfish!  Selfish!"  they  all  cried  as  they 
passed  on. 

Editha  hid  her  head  in  shame,  then  she 
awoke. 

Outside  her  window  the  warblers  were 
flitting  gayly  from  bush  to  bush. 

"Like  Violet's  kind  deeds!"  she  cried. 

Down  in  the  orchard  she  heard  the 
harsh  call  of  a  kingbird. 

"My  one  lone  deed  of  kindness!"  she 
signed. 

"But  it  shall  not  be  alone!"  she  ex- 
claimed, "I  shall  get  ready  for  my  big 
deed  by  doing  many  little  deeds  of  kind- 
ness every  day;  and  if  some  day  I  find 
an  opportunity  to  perform  some  great 
act  of  kindness,  I  shall  keep  it  bright  by 
filling  each  day  with  kind  acts." 

Editha  sprang  from  her  bed  and  has- 
tily donned  her  clothes,  then  she  placed 
Violet's  clothes  close  beside  her  and  tip- 
toed softly  from  the  room. 

"Now,  I'll  hurry  down  and  help  mother 
with  the  breakfast,"  she  laughed  happily, 
"then  I'll — but  I'm  not  going  to  think 
about  what  I'm  going  to  do,  I'll  just  keep 
watch  and  be  ready  to  do  every  single 
act  of  kindness  which  comes  my  way." 
— The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

Telling  the  Good  News  of  Salvation 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

The  little  Christian  boy  is  the  same. 
He  does  not  smoke,  take  the  name  of  the 
Lord  in  vain,  and  wherever  you  find  him 
at  home  or  at  school,  he  is  letting  his  light 
shine.  We  read  of  a  little  boy  who  had  a 
very  wicked  father.  They  were  having  a 
tent  meeting  in  his  neighborhood.  His 
father  told  him  if  he  went  to  the  meeting 
he  would  punish  him.  The  little  boy 
could  hear  the  singing  and  decided  it 
would  be  no  harm  to  just  stand  on  the 
outside.  As  he  drew  near  with  a  sad  heart 
and  saw  the  happy,  smiling  faces  under 
the  tent,  he  forgot  his  father's  warning. 
"When  the  preacher  gave  the  invitation  for 
the  seekers  to  come  forward  he  found 
his  way  to  the  altar  and  that  night  gave 
his  heart  to  Jesus.  He  hurried  home  to  tell 
his  father  of  the  great  joy  that  he  had 
received.  This  wicked  man,  true  to  his 
promise,  cruelly  beat  him.  He  died  a  day 
or  two  later.  He  gave  his  life  for  Jesus 
and  has  gone  to  receive  a  martyr's  crown. 


Under  Whose  Wings 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

"It  isn't  exactly  that,  Hugh,  but  I 
know  you  will  understand,"  he  went  on 
hesitatingly.  "I  have  made  the  question  of 
getting  the  right  wife  a  matter  of  real 
prayer  for  years,  ever  since  I  was  really 
grown  up  I  guess.  I  think  it  makes  an  aw- 
ful difference  in  a  fellow's  life,  especially 
when  he  wants  it  to  count  for  God.  Why 
did  God  permit  me  to  hold  to  Vera  all 
these  years  when  I  might  have  been  hunt- 
ing up  the  right  girl,  and  now  when  I 
have  no  more  time  to  find  the  right  one, 
He  has  suddenly  made  it  plain  that  Vera 
is  not  for  me?  I  am  puzzled  about  Vera.  I 
am  only  puzzled,  and  I  say  it  reverently, 
about  God's  way  with  me  and  why  He  has 
led  me  thus." 

They  were  both  quiet  for  a  minute. 
"You  have  met  lots  of  other  nice  girls, 
and  they  all  fall  for  you  if  you  give  them 
half  a   chance.  Can't  you  think  of  any 
others  that  have  appealed  to  you?" 

"No,  I  cannot.  You  know  how  even 
back  in  that  last  year  in  the  university 
wherever  I  was  attracted  to  some  other 
girl  I  always  told  you  it  seemed  Vera  and 
Vera  only  for  me." 

"I  know,  Bert.  Perhaps  God  has  a  girl 
all  picked  out  for  you  over  there  in  your 
mission  station,  and  He  has  used  Vera  to 
hold  you  steady  until  you  could  meet  the 
right  one." 

"No,  I  don't  think  so.  I  have  looked  at 
pictures  of  most  of  the  missionaries  over 
there  near  my  station, — I  think  all  the 
single  ones,  and  they  don't  appeal  at  all." 
Hugh  burst  into  a  peal  of  laughter. 
"Oh  boy,  but  you're  funny!  You  surely 
have  gone  into  the  thing  seriously." 

The  other  laughed  with  him,  but  went 
on  in  a  serious  tone. 

"I  don't  want  to  go  out  there  without 
a  wife.  I  am  going  to  be  in  a  hospital  in 
one  of  our  most  outlying  stations,  and  I 
will  be  lonesome.  A  fellow  needs  a  wife 
when  he  settles  down  in  this  country,  and 
still  more  he  needs  a  wife  and  home  when 
he  is  cut  off  from  civilization  and  holding 
down  a  hospital  and  mission  station  away 
out  in  the  middle  of  heathendom.  A  cu- 
rious thing  too,  you  know  my  dear  old 
friend,  Mr.  Woodmyer,  who  really  prayed 
me  out  to  the  foreign  field?"  Hugh 
nodded.  "He  says  a  young  fellow  ought  to 
have  a  wife  before  he  goes  to  the  foreign 
field,  and  that  he  has  been  praying  about 
it  and  is  perfectly  sure  God  is  going  to 
give  me  a  wife  and  the  very  best,  before 
I  go.  You  know  I  don't  stagger  at  the 
miracles  in  the  Bible,  and  God  is  the  same 
today.  I  know  Mr.  Woodmyer  is  a  man  of 
God  and  he  gets  answers  to  his  prayers, — 
I  am  one  of  them.  But  since  my  last  talk 
with  him  whenever  I  think  of  it  I  have  a 
real  sympathy  with  the  viewpoint  of — 
who  was  it  that  said — 'Behold,  if  the 
Lord  would  make  windows     in  heaven, 


might  this  thing  be'?  However,  whatever 
comes  or  doesn't  come,  it  is  all  right, — I 
am  not  really  pining  away  for  lack  of  a 
girl.  I  am  just  puzzled  sometimes  when 
I  have  time  to  think  about  it,  and  I  am 
not  likely  to  have  very  much  time  to 
think  about  it,  or  girls  either,  for  the  next 
seven  weeks." 

They  dropped  the  subject  and  chatted 
about  various  things  until  sleep  claimed 
them. 

The  next  morning  Hugh  took  his  friend 
to  his  church.  He  had  told  Herbert  much 
about  this  particular  church  and  pastor 
and  was  delighted  to  be  able  to  share  the 
pleasure  of  hearing  him  with  one  whom 
he  knew  would  so  thoroughly  appreciate 
both  the  man  and  his  message. 

They  had  scarcely  been  ushered  to  their 
seats, — and  Hugh  wondered  afterward 
why  he  had  gone  to  a  section  of  the 
church  where  he  w^s  not  accustomed  to 
sit, — when  he  saw  in  the  seat  directly  in 
front  of  them  Ruth  Birnie  and  a  girl  he 
did  not  know.  Ruth  was  one  of  the  new 
employees  in  the  house  where  Hugh  him- 
self was  for  a  short  time.  He  knew  her  to 
speak  to  and  admired  greatly  her  quiet 
poise  and  her  happy,  friendly  spirit  tinged 
with  a  dignity  and  reserve  that  were  un- 
mistakable. 

After  the  service  he  introduced  Herbert 
Ripley  to  Miss  Birnie  and  they  both  were 
introduced  to  the  other  girl. 

"You  do  not  come  to  this  church  reg- 
ularly, do  you,  Miss  Birnie?  I  do  not  think 
I  have  ever  seen  you  before." 

"No,  I  do  not,"  she  answered.  "I  have 
been  here  once  or  twice,  but  this  morning 
Miss  Raymond  wanted  especially  to  hear 
Dr. — .  She  is  only  in  the  city  over  this 
Stinday  and  she  had  heard  of  him  but  nev- 
er had  an  opportunity  to  hear  him  preach, 
so  I  ran  away  from  my  own  church  and 
came  here  as  she  was  not  sure  of  the 
way." 

They  chatted  a  few  minutes  about  the 
weather  and  the  sermon,  and  the  young 
men  walked  with  them  to  the  street  where 
the  girls  soon  boarded  a  trolley  and  were 
gone. 

"Nice  girl,  that  Miss  Birnie,"  Herbert 
said  in  an  undertone  as  they  walked  away. 

"Yes,  she  is,"  Hugh  answered  absent- 
mindedly,  "but  I  don't  know  much  about 
her." 

THE  MYSTERY  SOLVED 

The  next  morning,  after  an  early 
breakfast,  the  two  friends  walked  to  the 
railroad  station.  When  about  half  way 
there  Hugh  suddenly  said,  "Oh,  Bert,  by 
the  way,  I  forgot  to  bring  you  that  book 
I  borrowed  from  you.  You  ought  to  have 
it  to  read  on  the  train;  you  will  have  lots 
of  time  then  and  not  much  later  on.  I 
am  awfully  sorry,  old  fellow,  I  forgot  it 
when  I  left  the  office  to  meet  you  on  Sat- 
urday. Don't  you  want  to  see  my  office 
where  I  am  holding  forth?  You  know 
that  is  a  famous  old  business  house     we 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


often  heard  of  clear  out  to  the  coast. 
Run  over  with  me, — it  isn't  far.  For  this 
part  of  your  trip  you  know  you  can  take 
a  train  almost  every  hour  and  you  have 
not  bought  your  ticket  yet.  Anyway  you 
decided  to  stop  over  with  your  aunt  for 
a  day  and  buy  your  ticket  from  there, 
didn't  you?" 

"I  believe  I  will,  Hugh.  I  would  like 
to  sec  your  place,"  Herbert  answered 
quite  cheerily. 

As  the  two  hurried  together  through 
the  corridor  in  the  building  where  Hugh 
worked,  they  passed  two  girls  with  papers 
in  their  hands  going  in  the  opposite  di- 
rection. 

"Wasn't  that  Miss  Birnie  we  just 
passed?"  Herbert  asked  quietly  as  they 
went  on. 

"I  suppose  so,"  Hugh  answered  shortly. 

"You  didn't  tell  me  she  worked  at  the 
same  place  you  did." 

"Didn't  I?  Well,  she  does.  I  thought 
you  understood  that.  She  works  in  the 
same  general  office  I  am  in." 

Almost  as  soon  as  he  reached  his  desk 
Hugh  was  called  away,  and  coming  back, 
found  Herbert  seated  in  a  big  chair  with 
his  face  fairly  buried  in  a  large  book. 
Herbert,  always  a  book  lover,  had  quite 
accidentally  found  on  the  shelves  near  his 
friend's  desk  a  volume  of  a  work  of 
which  he  had  heard  much  but  had  never 
seen. 

"You  don't  mind  if  I  read  some  of  this 
book  and  take  a  few  notes,  do  you?"  he 
asked,  scarcely  taking  his  eyes  from  the 
pages. 

"Not  a  bit,  old  chap;  help  yourself." 

"You  know  this  is  the  most  valuable 
thing  that  has  ever  been  written  on  this 
subject,  and  it  is  now  out  of  print." 

"I  am  glad  you  found  it.  You  know  I 
cannot  even  loan  you  a  book  out  of  this 
library,  or  I  would  tell  you  to  take  it 
with  you  and  mail  it  back. 

"I  would  not  want  to  try  to  take  it 
away."  Herbert  responded  without  look- 
ing up. 

An  hour  passed  by.  The  quizzical  look 
on  Hugh's  face  grew  to  one  of  almost 
amazement.  What  had  become  of  all  his 
friend's  haste  to  depart?  Herbert  seemed 
to  be  utterly  absorbed  in  his  book,  and 
occasionally  took  notes.  Now  and  then  he 
made  a  remark,  but  for  the  most  part 
seemed  to  be  oblivious  of  all  around  him. 

Hugh  watched  him  covertly  from  time 
to  time,  and  once,  looking  up,  saw  Her- 
bert's eyes  were  not  on  the  book  but  in- 
tently gazing  across  the  room.  He  fol- 
lowed the  line  of  vision  and  for  the  first 
time  discovered  that  Herbert's  eyes  were 
on  the  face  of  Ruth  Birnie,  who  was 
bending  over  her  work  but  with  a  self- 
conscious  and  tell-tale  flush  on  her  fair 
face. 

Hugh  caught  his  breath  with  an  al- 
most uttered  exclamation  and  a  low 
whistle. 


"Did  you  say  something,  Hugh?"  Her- 
bert inquired  innocently.  But  Hugh  was 
gazing  out  of  the  window  and  whistling 
a  merry  little  tune. 

"No,  Bert,  only  thinking  out  loud  a 
bit,  I  guess." 

Another  hour  passed,  and  Hugh  was 
doing  some  hard  thinking.  He  searched 
in  his  memory  for  all  he  had  ever  heard 
about  Ruth  Birnie.  He  remembered  she 
was  a  graduate  of  a  Bible  training  school 
and  was  expecting  to  go  to  the  foreign 
mission  field,  but  he  had  never  heard  it 
mentioned  in  that  particular  place.  She 
was  a  fine,  sensible  girl  evidently,  and 
just  the  sort  to  go  with  Bert  into  his 
work.  And  as  for  old  Bert  himself,  a  finer, 
better  fellow  never  lived,  good  enough 
for  the  best  girl  in  the  world.  Yes,  he  de- 
cided, they  would  make  a  good  match. 
But  how  in  the  world  was  it  to  come 
about?  Bert  was  to  sail  in  seven  weeks, 
and  even  if  the  girl  were  willing  to  be 
won,  could  he  possibly  hope  to  take  her 
with  him? 

Another  sly  look  at  Herbert,  as  his  eyes 
dropped  again  from  the  girl  back  to  his 
book. 

"Well,  it's  sure  that  girl  that  is  keeping 
him  here." 

Having  fully  satisfied  himself  that  they 
were  worthy  of  each  other,  he  began  to 
puzzle  how  he  might  help.  It  would  soon 
be  noon;  Bert  would  have  to  take  that 
train  or  give  some  kind  of  excuse  for  not 
going.  Hugh  felt  awkward  and  helpless  in 
the  face  of  this  delicate  situation,  unless 
Herbert  chose  to  confide  in  him. 

"The  nerve  of  the  fellow,  to  think  he 
can  put  a  thing  like  that  through  in  the 
short  time  he's  got!  But  if  he  wants  to 
try  at  winning  her,  let  him  go  to  it. 
'Nothing  ventured,  nothing  won.'  I  will 
help  him  if  I  can." 

After  a  long  silence  he  began,  "It  looks 
good  to  see  you  sit  there  and  rest  a  bit, 
Bert.  Why  don't  you  take  a  little  vacation 
before  you  rush  away?" 

Herbert  looked  up  and  said  in  a  grate- 
ful tone,  "Do  you  know  that  is  just  what 
I  was  thinking?  I  have  not  had  a  vaca- 
tion or  any  sort  of  letup  for  about  three 
years,  and  I  know  it  is  hard  work  when 
you  get  to  the  field.  Now  I  have  en- 
joyed this  forenoon  immensely,  just  noth- 
ing at  all  that  had  to  be  done,  and  noth- 
ing whatever  on  my  mind." 

Hugh  could  scarcely  suppress  his  grin 
at  the  "nothing  on  my  mind." 

"Why  don't  you  spend  a  couple  of  days 
with  me?  Dr.  B — ,  the  noted  missionary 
speaker,  is  to  be  in  the  city  tomorrow 
night.  You  would  enjoy  him." 

"Yes,  I  would.  I  will  think  about  it." 

They  went  out  to  lunch  together,  and 
still  nothing  was  said  about  Ruth  Birnie 
or  his  going  away.  During  the  afternoon 
Hugh  was  called  away  from  his  office  for 
half  an  hour,  and  on  his  return  found 
Bert's  chair  empty.  Glancing  around  the 


room,  he  saw  him  standing  by  Ruth  Bir- 
nie's  desk,  evidently  in  happy  conversa- 
tion with  her. 

There  was  an  exalted  look  on  Herbert's 
face  as  he  came  back  presently  to  his  old 
position  near  Hugh's  desk.  Ruth  Birnie, 
with  proper  reserve  towards  a  comparative 
stranger,  was  yet  friendly  to  him,  and 
he  was  satisfied.  Later  in  the  day  they  had 
another  talk  for  a  few  minutes. 

It  was  not  altogether  a  surprise  to 
Hugh  when  that  evening  he  asked  his 
friend  if  he  could  not  stay  overnight  with 
him,  and  Herbert  answered  happily  and 
with  an  unmistakable  note  of  triumph: 

"I  will  be  most  happy  to.  I  have  to 
anyway, — I  am  taking  Miss  Birnie  to  that 
missionary  meeting   tomorrow  night." 

Hugh  had  restrained  his  temptation  to 
tease  all  the  day,  but  this  was  too  much, 
and  he  "let  loose." 

"Bert  Ripley,  what  have  you  got  in 
your  mind?  Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that 
you  expect  to  make  a  capture  of  that  girl 
tomorrow  or  the  next  day  and  then  speed 
away  to  the  coast  and  to  Japan  in  the 
next  couple  of  weeks?" 

"I  don't  know,  Hugh,"  Bert  answered 
slowly.  "It  does  seem  like  a  wild  thought, 
doesn't  it?  It  is  not  just  because  I  am 
going  away  either,  but  that  girl  attracts 
me  more  than  any  girl  I  have  ever  seen  in 
my  life.  I  really  do  not  know  her  yet, 
but  all  that  I  do  know, — wouldn't  I  like 
to  have  her  going  out  to  the  field  with 
me!  Tell  me  everything  you  know  about 
her." 

This  Hugh  was  glad  to  do. 

"One  of  the  girls  in  the  office  that  I 
know  very  well  is  quite  intimate  with 
her.  I  will  find  out  a  bit  more  before  to- 
morrow night.  But  be  careful  not  to  in- 
terest her  too  much  just  in  giving  your- 
self and  her  a  good  time  for  a  day  or  two, 
and  then  go  away  and  forget  her." 

"I  will  be  careful.  And  anyway  I  think 
she  is  one  of  those  sensible  girls  that  a 
fellow  can  be  friends  with  without  her 
thinking  that  he  is  in  love  with  her." 

"May  be,  but  you  cannot  tell." 

The  week  that  followed  was,  from  the 
human  viewpoint,  a  breathless  one  for  at 
least  two  persons.  Such  a  whirlwind 
courtship  had  never  been  seen  in  that  cir- 
cle of  friends.  Ruth  Birnie,  at  first  be- 
cause he  was  Hugh  Bartram's  friend  but 
very  soon  because  she  was  strongly  drawn 
to  him  herself,  accepted  Herbert  Ripley's 
attentions  and  invitations  to  go  to  meet- 
ings and  even  to  take  lunch  with  him 
once  or  twice  and  take  her  out  to  dinner. 
She  was  boarding  with  friends  and  invited 
him  to  spend  one  evening  with  her  there. 
Singularly  their  lives  seemed  fitted  the 
one  to  the  oth^r.  Both  utterly  yielded  to 
God,  putting  His  will  first  always,  with 
a  calm,  sound  reasonableness  and  sense 
checking  every  leading  by  the  written 
Word  of  God,  it  did  not  seem  strange 
to  either  one  that  God  should  lead  them 
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both  through  the  years  that  were  past  and 
in  His  own  way  and  time  bring  them  to- 
gether. If  both  were  entirely  in  His  will, 
what  could  be  easier  or  more  reasonable  to 
expect? 

It  was  impossible  in  the  short  time  they 
had  to  get  to  know  each  other  very  well, 
though  from  the  beginning  they  agreed 
to  be  very  frank,  and  realizing  that  it  was 
a  very  serious  matter  that  faced  them  and 
that  the  life  work  of  both  was  involved, 
they  made  amazing  progress  in  a  short 
time. 

Ruth  confided  in  her  friend  Jean 
Southern. 

"Do  you  think  I  am  taking  an  awful 
chance,  Jean?  You  know  I  have  not  a 
thing  to  judge  him  by  except  what  Mr. 
Bartram  says  and  what  he  tells  me  him- 
self. Some  of  my  friends  think  it  is  awful 
to  give  myself  to  a  man  about  whom  I 
know  so  little.  Do  you?" 

"No,  I  do  not.  If  this  is  God's  will  for 
you,  you  could  not  be  safer  if  you  waited 
ten  years  to  know  him  better.  If  he  sud- 
denly became  a  very  consecrated  Chris- 
tian since  he  met  you,  or  if  you  suddenly 
became  interested  in  foreign  missions  after 
■  you  met  him,  then  I  would  say  be  care- 
ful. But  you  know  from  Hugh  Bartram 
what  an  earnest,  consecrated  Christian 
and  soul-winner  he  was  for  all  those  years, 
and  you  had  prepared  for  work  on  the 
foreign  field  and  were  simply  waiting  for 
God  to  tell  you  where  He  wanted  you  to 
go.  Now  I  think  He  is  telling  you.  A 
long  courtship  is  the  only  safety  for  the 
people  of  the  world,  for  they  hold  the 
matter  entirely  in  their  own  hands  and 
must  judge  for  themselves  if  they  can 
make  the  necessary  adjustment  in  their 
lives.  But  where  two  lives  are  utterly 
yielded  to  God  before  they  ever  meet,  God 
can  work  with  amazing  suddenness,  and 
with  perfect  safety  to  the  happiness  of 
both." 

"That  is  the  way  I  feel." 

"But,  Ruth,  what  about  Mr.  Tiegan?" 

Ruth's  face  grew  sober  and  thoughtful. 
"I  have  thought  a  lot  about  him.  He  is 
just  as  yielded  and  as  consecrated  and 
good  as  Mr.  Ripley,  and  yet  I  did  not 
love  him, — just  could  not,  as  I  guess  I 
do  Mr.  Ripley.  Isn't  it  queer?" 

"It  is  queer.  But  as  love  is  the  most 
necessary  thing  in  a  real  and  happy  mar- 
riage, it  could  not  have  been  God's  will 
for  you,  or  you  would  have  loved  him." 

"I  guess  I  will  have  to  leave  it  there. 
I  told  Mr.  Ripley  about  it,  but  he  seems 
so  perfectly  clear  that  God  permitted  him 
to  stick  to  that  one  girl  out  there  in  his 
home  town  for  six  years  just  to  hold  him 
until  he  could  meet  me.  And  wouldn't 
it  have  been  awful  if  I  had  married  some 
other  man  before  he  came?" 

At  that  they  both  laughed.  This  whole 
thing  had  a  humorous  aspect,  but  every 
one  seemed  to  sense  that  it  was  an  unusu- 


al leading  of  God  in  two  unusual  lives. 

In  less  than  ten  days  their  engagement 
was  announced;  then  Herbert  went  to 
visit  some  relatives  for  a  few  days  while 
Ruth  made  her  hasty  preparations.  Lov- 
ing friends  gladly  assisted  her,  and  the 
Board  which  had  accepted  him  for  the 
field  accepted  her  also,  and  in  a  little 
more  than  a  month  from  the  time  they 
met  they  were  married  and  on  their  way 
to  the  coast,  having  obtained  a  sailing  date 
a  few  weeks  later  than  originally  planned. 

A  happier  couple  never  left  for  the  for- 
eign field  than  Doctor  and  Mrs.  Herbert 
Ripley,  and  the  story  of  their  life  and  la- 
bors there  would  make  a  thrilling  chroni- 
cle of  itself.  God's  blessing  has  been  upon 
them,  souls  have  been  saved  and  believ- 
ers built  up,  as  the  doctor  ministered  to 
suffering  bodies  also  in  the  hospital  in 
that  most  needy  place.  Ruth,  a  happy 
wife  and  mother,  often  thanks  her  heav- 
enly Father  for  the  lessons  of  trust  where- 
by she  came  to  know  Him  as  she  might 
never  have  done  without  them.  And  to- 
gether they  sing,  "They  who  trust  Him 
wholly,  find  Him  wholly  true." 

A  CALL  HEARD  AGAIN 
Betty  Everett  never  could  tell  how  she 
put  through  the  few  remaining  weeks  of 
that  momentous  summer  when  she  gave 
Charlie  his  final  refusal.  Her  heart  seemed 
crushed  and  broken,  not  simply  for  the 
loss  of  Charlie  and  his  love,  but  with  ter- 
rible grief  for  his  continued  and  vehe- 
ment rejection  of  any  need  of  a  Savior. 
His  heart  seemed  so  tender  towards  her, 
but  as  hard  as  stone  toward  the  things  of 
God.  She  could  not  understand  it,  but  as 
she  prayed  and  quietly  trusted  for  guid- 
ance it  became  increasingly  clear  that 
God  was  calling  her  to  give  up  this  friend 
entirely. 

What  the  future  had  in  store  for  her  she 
did  not  know,  but  to  remain  at  home,  and 
see  Charlie  day  after  day  seemed  more 
than  she  could  endure.  Her  family, 
though  nominally  Christian,  were  vexed 
with  her,  for  they  all  liked  Charlie.  They, 
too,  were  troubled  at  his  bitter  attitude, 
but  somewhat  blamed  Betty  for  driving 
him  to  it  by  being  too  insistent  upon 
spiritual  things. 

Betty  was  the  idol  of  her  father's 
heart.  Her  exquisite  beauty  and  charm, 
her  queenly  grace,  her  refined  and  aristo- 
cratic bearing,  were  a  constant  joy  and 
pride  to  him.  He  could  hardly  bear  the 
thought  of  giving  her  to  any  man,  but 
had  about  accepted  Charlie  as  being  as 
nearly  worthy  of  her  as  any  one  of  those 
who  would  surely  seek  to  claim  her.  That 
Betty  had  refused  to  marry  Charlie  did 
not  trouble  him  so  much;  it  only  put 
farther  away  the  evil  day  when  someone 
would  surely  take  her  away  from  him. 
His  only  concern  now  was  her  evident 
grief  and  pining  for  Charlie,  which  he 
feared    would    wear    her    out    and    break 


down  her  health.  That  she  could  love 
him  so,  yet  give  him  up, — this  was  be- 
yond his  understanding. 

It  was  only  because  he  thought  the 
change  would  be  good  for  Betty  and  help 
her  forget  that  he  gave  his  consent  to  her 
going  away  to  a  Bible  training  school.  He 
would  have  granted  her  request  for  a  trip 
to  the  moon  quite  as  readily  if  it  would 
give  her  pleasure  and  take  away  that  look 
of  sadness  from  her  usually  sunny  face. 
He  could  not  quite  figure  out  why  she 
should  feel  a  need  of  anything  more  in 
the  way  of  Bible  study  or  spiritual  train- 
ing. To  him  she  was  an  angel,  and  alto- 
gether too  wonderful  and  good  for  this 
earth  now.  That  Betty  could  have  any 
thought  beyond  the  years  of  school  he 
did  not  dream.  The  only  thing  in  his 
mind  was  to  get  her  happy  again. 

To  Betty  it  was  a  time  of  deep  heart 
searching.  Had  she  pressed  the  thing  too 
strongly  on  Charlie?  Her  heart  assured 
her  that  she  had  not.  It  was  only  that  he 
wanted  her  to  marry  him  or  to  consent 
to  an  open  engagement,  and  this  she  could 
not  do.  Had  she  been  stvibborn?  Should 
she  have  married  him  and  trusted  God  to 
yet  bring  him  to  the  Savior?  No,  she  dared 
not.  She  knew  other  girls  were  doing  that 
all  the  time,  but  with  disastrous  effect 
on  their  own  spiritual  lives  usually,  or  if 
not — yes,  she  knew  some  who  still  retained 
their  deep  interest  in  spiritual  things,  but 
with  saddened  hearts  and  the  conscious- 
ness that  they  had  missed  God's  best  plan 
for  their  lives.  It  was  this  that  she  feared 
for  herself  that  she  might  do. 
(To  be  continued) 

Slate  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

Alabama:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,  Ala. 

Arizona,  California,  Nevada:  Elmer 
Boyd,  8  52  W.  60th  St.,  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

Colorado,  New  Mexico,  Utah:  R.  W. 
Potts,  Box  564,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

Connecticut,  New  Jersey,  Pennsylvan- 
ia, Rhode  Island:  D.  N.  Lykens,  Mines, 
Pa. 

Florida:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jew- 
ell Ave.,  Lakeland,  Fla. 

Georgia:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Ma- 
con, Ga. 

Kansas,  Oklahoma:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt. 
1,  Seminole,  Okla. 

Kentucky:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,  Somerset,  Ky. 

Illmois:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland St.,  \V.  Frankfort,  111. 

Louisiana:  "Ezra.  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe, La. 

Maine,  Neiv  Hampshire,  Vermont, 
Massachusetts:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Bloomingdale, 
128  Brackett  St.,  Portland,  Me. 

Missouri:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt 
St.,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

North  Carolina:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
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2  581,  Charlotte,  N.  C. 

North  Dakota:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lig- 
nite, N.  Dak. 

Ohio:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut 
St.,  Hamilton,  Ohio. 

South  Carolina:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

South  Dakota:  A.  H.  Thompson,  Get- 

Texas:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar 
St.,  Dallas,  Texas. 

Virginia:  A.  W.  Brummitt,  Box  1057, 
Pulaski,  Va. 

West  Virginia:  Max  Atkins,  Box  986, 
Beckley,  W.  Va. 

Arkansas:  Ruff  Gentry,  Higden,  Ark. 

Delaware,  Maryland:  Russell  Bonne- 
ville, 8th  and  6th  Sts.,  Crisfield,  Md. 


"FOR  HIS  GLORY" 

A  play  written  by  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb  in 
the  interest  of  missions.  This  play  was 
written  from  the  story,  "For  His  Glory," 
which  has  been  published  by  request  in 
two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
will  like  this  play.  Price  2  5  c. 

INSTRUCTIONS    FOR    B.   T.   S.   SCHOLAR- 
SHIP CONTESTANTS 

Some  inquiry  has  been  made  about  the 
subscription  contest: 

FIRST  PRIZE:  A  full  year's  expense 
to  Bible  Training  School  at  Sevierville, 
Tenn.,  that  is,  board,  room  and  tuition 
for  the  one  securing  the  most  yearly  sub- 
scriptions. 

SECOND  PRIZE:  Tuition  for  one  year 
in  Bible  School  for  the  student  securing 
the  largest  number  of  subscribers.  Sub- 
scription price  $1.00  each. 

To  those  who  enter  the  contest  and  do 
not  win,  we  will  give  10c  on  every  sub- 
scription sent  in,  provided  you  send  at 
least  fifty  subscriptions.  This  will  at  least 
help  you  earn  something  for  your  school 
expenses.  We  are  anxious  to  help  you  all 
we  can. — Editor. 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.  W.  O.  Boheler,  Lavonia,  Ga. 

Swellah  Smith,  R.  R.,  Troy,  Tenn. 

Carroll  James,  Rt.  2,  Box  91,  Forrest 
City,  Ark. 

Graham  L.  Stilwell,  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Hilda  Criner,  Arnett,  W.  Va. 

Marie  Roberts,  934  W.  States  St.,  Che- 
boygan, Mich. 

Laura  Griggs,  Sedan,  N.  Mex. 

Geneva  Kennedy,  11th  St.,  Judson, 
Greenville,  S.  C. 

Jessie  Singleton,  2407  Decatur  Ave., 
Ft.  Worth,  Tex. 

Lenn  Edward  Smith,  219  Coach  St., 
Rt.  2,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

Doris  Parrish,  1509  33rd  Ave.,  Tampa, 
Fla. 

Bennie  Delay,  834  W.  Marietta  St.,  At- 
lanta, Ga. 

Mildred  Richie,  Rt.  4,  St.  Elmo,  Tenn. 


Herman  Clark,  Jr.,  Sevierville,   Tenn. 

Betty  Jo  Brown,  c|o  Lawson  Bros. 
Store,  Townsend,  Tenn. 

J.  C.  Bean,  601  E.  10th  St.,  Kannapolis, 
N.  C. 

Notice 

We  have  some  wonderful  letters  and 
contributions  here  that  we  have  been  un- 
able to  publish  up  to  this  time.  We  are 
so  sorry  about  it.  Don't  get  discouraged 
but  continue  to  write  us  and  perhaps 
yours  will  be  chosen  the  next  time.  All 
writers  experience  these  disappointments 
and  it  is  the  ones  who  persevere  with  pa- 
tience who  will  be  our  great  writers  some 
day.  We  wish  that  each  of  you  could  be 
an  editor  for  just  a  little  while  and  know 
how  hard  it  is  to  have  to  choose  the  ma- 
terial from  so  many  good  contributions. 

Bound   Lighted   Pathways 

Bound  Lighted  Pathway  books,  1938- 
39,  have  been  reduced  to  5  0c.  Send  for 
your  copy  at  once.  They  will  not  last 
long  at  this  price. 

Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 


The  Story  of  My  Life 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 

How  a  Presbyterian  minister's  wife  was 
led  into  the  holiness  way.  You  will  enjoy 
this  little  book.  Send  one  to  that  friend 
whom  you  are  trying  to  win  for  Christ. 
Order  today  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker  St.,   Cleveland,   Tenn.   Price   35c. 


"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5c. 

Notice  to  Gideons 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon  you 
do  not  need  to  order  again  unless  you  de- 
sire to  change  your  order.  Your  papers 
will  be  sent  to  you  each  month.  If  you  do 
write  to  order  more  or  less  papers,  please 
mention  what  issue  you  are  ordering. 

New  Gideons 

Miss  Lorene  Justice,  Freeburn,  Ky. 

Grace  Jones,  Whiteside,   Tenn. 

Gertrude  G.  Stevens,  Jamboree,  Ky. 

Luella  Brown,   Knoxville,  Tenn. 

Miss   Geraldine   Thomas,   Pembroke,   Bermuda. 

Orrie  Wooten,  Eastman,   Ga. 

Leona   DeGolyer,   Tennille,   Ga. 

Velma   Clemons,    Sevierville,   Tenn. 

Mrs.  Helen  Byers,   Parkersburg,  W.   Va. 

Mrs.   Lois  Best,  Milan,   Ga. 

Mrs.   Mary   Herndon,   Jasonville,   Ind. 

Mrs.   Minnie  Matheny,   Charleston,   W.   Va. 

Clay  Stewart,  Lewistown,  Idaho. 

Mrs.  C.  H.  Sharp,  Seminole,  Okla. 


Mrs.   Bcrnicc  Blankcnship,   Rome,  Ga. 

Everett  Marler,  Laurens,  S.  C. 

George  Thacker,  Covington,   Ky. 

Bob    Dawson,    Bradshaw,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.  J.  L.   Arnold,   Pembroke,  Ga. 

Jeffery   Simpson,  Closplint,   Ky. 

John  Midkiff,  Jonben,  W.   Va. 

Archie   Cooke,    Columbia,    S.    C. 

Mrs.  F.  P.  Chesser,  Chelsea,  Ala. 

Gertrude   Hayes,   Warrior,   Ala. 

Anita  Catterton,  Waverly  Mills,  S.  C. 

Mrs.   Lucille   Couch,   Rogersville,   Tenn. 

Earl  Childs,  West  Frankfort,  111. 

Mrs.  W.  B.  Webb,  Catlettsburg,  Ky. 

Gertrude  Grubb,  Woodman,  Ky. 

Pearl  Skinner,  Clewiston,  Fla. 

Wanda  Lynn  Carey,  Bisbee,  Ariz. 

Violet  Speck,  Dover,  Ohio. 

Lee   Judd,    Kathleen,   Fla. 

Talmage  Whittemore,  Barnardsville,  N.  C. 

Rosalene  Livingston,  Paw  Creek,  N.  C. 

J.    H.    Caddell,   W.    Durham,   N.   C. 

La  Vera  Kerce,  Detroit,  Mich. 

Sylvia  Meers,   Toledo,  Ohio. 

Mrs.  A.  C.  Godwan,  Hemingway,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Edward   Sullivan,  Jr.,  York,  Pa. 

Hilda   Thomas,   Hagerstown,   Md. 

Charles  Bowen,   Lebanon,   S.   Dak. 

Inez   Perry,   Alton   Park,   Tenn. 

Mrs.  J.  E.  Ross,  Hazlehurst,  Ga. 

Miss  Josie  Kiker,  Flat  Creek,  Ala. 

Mrs.  Olen  Greathouse,   Kincaid,  111. 

Charlie  McGuire,  Keysville,  Va. 

Mrs.   Odell   Swayner,   Belmont,   N.   C. 

John   Thompson,   Chattanooga,   Tenn. 

Ralph   Acridge,   Coffeyville,   Kans. 

Walter  Aldrich,  Alvin,  111. 

S.   R.  Williams,  Sebastian,  Fla. 

E.  B.  Chrisby,  Morristown,  Tenn. 

Laura  Belle  Cannon,  Spartanburg,  S.   C. 

Mary  F.  Harrell,  Alvin,  111. 

Betty   Carrigan,   Alvin,   111. 

Mrs.   J.  W.   Watson,  Raleigh,  N.   C. 

Mrs.  Belle  Osborne,  Atlanta,  Ga. 

Mrs.  Joe  M.  Cleghorn,  Trion,  Ga. 

Mrs.   Margaret   Joyner,  Harrisburg,  111. 

Mrs.  Nora  Burt,  Shawneetown,  111. 

Mrs.   Earl   Mounts,   Vulcan,   W.   Va. 

Homer  Boyod,  McRae,  Ga. 

Miss   Mavis   Smith,   Jewel    Ridge,   Va. 

Mrs.   L.   H.   Brewer,   Doddsville,  Miss. 

Mrs.  A.  L.  Lunsford,  Lake  Placid,  Fla. 

Louise  Miller,   Punta  Gorda,  Fla. 

Joel   Messer,   Fyffe,   Ala. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  gl.OO  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted  to  the  general  welfare  and  spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published  Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSB 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


ALDA   B.   HARRISON,   Editor 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 


SUBSCRIPTION  RATB 

Single  subscription,  per  year #1.00 

Rolls  of  14 #1.00 


Entered  *a  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Pott 
Office,    Cleveland,   Tenn. 
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Birds  of  a  Feather 

The  amazing  similarity  in  the  careers 
of  Hitler  and  Mussolini  is  pointed  out  by 
Mr.  Ripley  of  "Believe  It  or  Not."  Both 
were  born  of  humble  parents;  both  were 
homeless  in  youth;  both  flunked  in  the 
study  of  their  native  language;  both 
worked  as  hod  carriers  and  bricklayers' 
assistants  in  Austria;  both  fought  in  the 
Great  War  and  were  dispatch  runners, 
being  slightly  wounded,  but  neither  rose 
higher  than  corporal;  both  fathers  died 
in  a  public  inn  while  drinking;  both  were 
newspaper  editors;  both  were  convicted 
of  high  treason  and  served  time  in  a  for- 
tress; and  both  became  rulers  through 
their  powers  of  oratory. — Pentecostal 
Evangel. 

It  was  wise  statesmanship  that,  by 
practically  unanimous  vote,  the  French 
House  of  Deputies  and  the  Senate  voted 
the  expulsion  of  all  reds  from  their 
legislative  bodies  as  well  as  from  various 
municipal  posts. 

It  is  also  signs  of  returning  sanity  that 
in  Spain  and  Italy  the  press  openly  sanc- 
tions the  sending  of  help  to  Finland.  Spain 
and  Italy  would  not  welcome  the  march 
of  Red  Russia  into  Western  Europe. 

The  wise  Christian  statesman  is  begin- 
ning to  ask,  Is  not  Fascism,  Nazism  and 
Communism  the  same  at  heart?  Is  Hitler 
the  champion  of  a  brown  Bolshevism, 
Mussolini  of  a  black  Bolshevism  and  Sta- 
lin Fascist  Bolshevism?  All  these,  together 
with  Japan,  are  on  a  rampage  of  confisca- 
tion of  private  property.  The  Christian 
statesman  can  see  the  real  issues  in  these 
troublesome  times:  God  or  Marx;  Mein 
Kampf  or  1  Corinthians  13.  The  only  sal- 
vation of  these  troublesome  times  is  John 
3,  "Ye  must  be  born  again." 

One  of  our  greatest  religious  papers  in 
America  says:  "The  greatest  contempo- 
rary life  of  Lincoln  is  undoubtedly  Sande- 
burg's  remarkable  four  volumes  off  the 
press  just  before  Christmas.  This  book 
gives  abundant  evidence  that  Lincoln  was 
indeed  a  Christian  man,  a  man  of  definite 
Christian  faith. 

1  have  from  the  beginning  of  this  war 
felt  that  the  American  who  in  heart  is 
neutral  is  a  traitor  to  freedom,  the  Chris- 
tian religion  and  civilization. 

The  shocking  story  of  the  mass  mur- 
der of  Christians  in  Poland  establishes  the 
fact  that  Germans  are  barbarous. 

The  dreaded  Nazi  Gestapo,  the  secret 
police  that  are  directing  the  depopulation 
of  western  Poland  to  make  room  for  a 
substitute  population  of  transplanted  Ger- 
mans, are  conducting  a  colossal  terror  far 


worse  than  is  recorded  in  the  history  of 
the  dark  ages. 

Brutal  as  past  wars  have  been,  even  the 
most  barbarous  conquerors  have  shown 
some  consideration  for  conquered  peoples, 
clergy,  civilian,  non-combatants.  But  in 
Poland  there  is  apparently  a  deliberate 
plan  to  exterminate  a  people  and  destroy 
their  culture,  tradition,  and  language. 

The  report  tells  of  the  enslavement  of 
men  and  boys  in  forced  labor  of  a  sort 
that  brings  on  slow  death.  Women  and 
children,  the  infirm  and  the  sick,  are 
exposed  to  hardships  resulting  in  disease 
and  death. 

Executions  are  ordered  on  the  slightest 
pretext.  As  this  report  with  its  undeniable 
facts  burns  its  indictment  into  the  pages 
of  history,  we  wonder  who  will  dare  to 
defend  this  inhuman  application  of  Hit- 
lerism  to  a  once  great  nation. 

With  such  evidence  before  us,  what 
person  who  believes  in  the  preservation  of 
the  ideal  of  Christian  civilization  can 
find  fault  with  the  resolve  that  Hitler- 
ism  and  Nazism  must  be  abolished? 

Mighty  spiritual  revivals  have  broken 
out  in  Finland  since  the  commencement 
of  hostilities  with  Soviet  Russia.  Ninety- 
six  per  cent  of  the  Finnish  population  are 
Lutherans. 

Government  figures  show  that  our  na- 
tional income  since  1932  has  increased 
from  about  forty  billions  to  sixty-eight 
billions  last  year  or  an  increase  of  about 
71  per  cent. 

It  is  reported  that  when  the  three  kings 
of  Sweden,  Denmark  and  Norway  and 
the  president  of  Finland  met  in  Stockholm 
recently  to  discuss  the  present  European 
war,  all  attended  a  service  of  worship 
and  prayer  in  the  royal  church,  while  the 
massed  crowds  outside  sang  that  great 
hymn  of  Luther's,  "A  Mighty  Fortress  Is 
Our  God." — Missionary  Alliance  Weekly. 

It  is  related  that  last  year  it  cost  every 
American  family  $79.96  to  be  governed. 
What  has  it  cost  Jewish  families  in  Ger- 
many in  recent  years  to  be  governed  by 
Hitler?  What  is  it  costing  Poland  to  be 
governed  by  Germany  now? 

Out  of  the  600,000  Jews  who  lived  in 
Germany  in  1933  only  300,000  are  at 
liberty;  200,000  immigrated,  30,000  are 
detained  in  prison  and  concentration 
camps,  20,000  have  committed  suicide, 
8,000  it  is  alleged,  were  murdered,  and 
90,000  died. 

Of  the  300,000  Jews  in  Austria  only 
140,000  are  still  at  liberty;  13  0,000  have 
immigrated,  10,000  are  in  concentration 
camps  and  prisons,  10,000  have  commit- 


ted suicide  and  5,000  were  murdered. 
There  are  about  15,000  Jewish  refugees  in 
Shanghai,  China. 

Sir  Herbert  Emerson  relates  that  the 
United  States  had  received  almost  as  many 
refugees  from  Nazi  persecution  as  Pales- 
tine had  taken  since  1933. 

It  is  said  that  "Gone  With  the  Wind," 
is  one  of  the  best  selling  books  in  Ger- 
many. 

It  is  further  noted  that  in  America 
crowds  are  flocking  to  theaters  in  many 
cities  to  see  the  picture,  "Gone  With  the 
Wind"  which  seems  to  be  holding  interest 
in  the  confederate  war  to  a  height  equal- 
ing or.  even  surpassing  that  of  the  present 
European  conflict. 

The  Christian  Advocate  relates  that 
Egyptian  officials  destroyed  half  a  mil- 
lion dollars  worth  of  narcotics  in  Octo- 
ber. 

So  far  as  is  known  this  is  the  largest 
quantity  of  drugs  ever  to  be  destroyed  at 
one  time. 

Approximately  1100  pounds  of  hashish 
were  burned,  fifteen  pounds  of  cocain 
dumped  into  the  sea. 

According  to  figures  made  public  re- 
cently by  the  Associated  Press,  cotton 
now  has  more  than  one  thousand  major 
uses.  It  is  also  estimated  that  99  per  cent 
of  the  world's  population  uses  cotton  in 
one  form  or  another. — Christian  Observ- 
er. 

The  Jewish  Examiner  is  authority  for 
the  statement  that  the  Samaritans  in 
Palestine,  who  today  number  only  a  little 
over  100,  constitute  the  only  community 
which  still  observes  the  law  as  written  in 
the  Pentateuch  literally  in  all  its  precepts, 
including  worship  by  animal  sacrifice. 

These  Samaritans  are  not  allowed  to 
marry  outside  their  own  little  company. 

The  Watchman  Examiner  states  that 
America  spends  $13.00  per  capita  annu- 
ally for  education.  She  spends  $40.00  per 
capita  annually  for  intoxicants.  There 
were  23  5  more  major  crimes  per  day  in 
the  United  States  in  1937  than  in  1936. 

Government  Indictment  of  the 
Brewers 

1.  "  .  .  .  furnished  large  sums  of 
money  for  the  purpose  of  secretly  con- 
trolling newspapers  and  periodicals." 

2.  "  .  .  .  frequently  succeeded  in  con- 
trolling primaries,  elections  and  political 
organizations." 

3.  "  .  .  .  contributed  enormous  sums 
of  money  to  political  campaigns  in  viola- 
tions of  the  .   .   .   states  ..." 
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Resignation 


There  is  no  flock,  however  watched  and  tended, 

But  one  dead  lamb  is  there. 
There  is  no  fireside,  howsoe'er  defended, 

But   has   one   vacant   chair. 

The  earth  is  full  of  farewells  to  the  dying, 

And  mournings  for  the  dead; 
The  heart  of  Rachel  for  her  children  crying 

Will  not  be  comforted. 

Let  us  be  patient.  These  severe  afflictions 

Not  from  the  ground  arise; 
But  oftentimes  celestial  benedictions 

Assume  this  dark  disguise. 

We  see  but  dimly  through  the  mists  and  vapors, 

Amid  these  earthly  damps; 
What  seem  to  us  but  sad  funeral  tapers 

May  be  heaven's  distant  lamps. 

There  is  no  death.  What  seems  so  is  transition; 

This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  a  suburb  of  the  life  elysian 

Whose  portal  we  call  death. 

She  is  not  dead — the  child  of  our  affection — 

But  gone  into  that  school 
Where  she  no  longer  needs  our  poor  protection, 

And  Christ  Himself  doth  rule. 

In  that  great  cloister's  stillness  and  seclusion, 

By  guardian  angels  led, 
Safe  from  temptation,  safe  from  sin's  pollution, 

She  lives,  whom  we  call  dead. 


Day  after  day  we  think  what  she  is  doing 

In  those  bright  realms  of  air; 
Year  after  year,  her  tender  steps  pursuing, 

Behold  her  grown  more   fair. 

Thus  do  we  walk  with  her,  and  keep  unbroken 

The  bond  which  nature  gives; 
Thinking  that  our  remembrance,   though  un- 
spoken, 

May  reach  her  where  she  lives. 

Not   as   a    child   shall    we   again    behold   her; 

For  when  with  raptures  wild 
In  our  embraces  we  again  enfold  her, 

She  will   not  be  a  child; 

But  a  fair  maiden,  in  her  Father's  mansion. 

Clothed   with   celestial   grace; 
And  beautiful  with  all  the  soul's  expansion 

Shall  we  behold  her  face. 

And  though  at  times  impetuous  with  emotion, 

And  anguish  long  suppressed, 
The   swelling   heart   heaves,   moaning    like    the 
ocean, 

That  will  not  be  at  rest. 

We  will  be  patient,  and  assuage  the  feeling 

We  may  not  wholly  stay; 
By  silence  sanctifying,  not  concealing, 

The  grief  that  must  have  way. 

— Longfellow. 
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dren.  One  of  them  has  been  an  invalid  for 
twenty-five  years  and  she  has  been  a 
faithful  mother  and  deserves  recognition 
as  one  of  the  good  mothers  of  our  land. 
Her  beautiful  white  hair  and  sweet  face 
make  a  lovely  picture  to  place  on  memo- 
ry's wall. 

Come  with  me  while  we  walk  through 
memory's  portrait  gallery.  Over  here  on 
memory's  wall  I  see  the  picture  of  my 
own  dear  mother,  one  of  the  dearest  in  all 
the  world.  Her  resting  place  is  hundreds 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 

DEAR  Boys  and  Girls.  God  bless 
you. 

Another  Mother's  Day  is  here. 
Another  year  has  come  and  gone 
since  we  last  celebrated  Mother's 
Day.  God  bless  the  mothers  of  our 
land.  On  our  front  cover  page  we 
see  a  beautiful  young  mother  and 
her  babe.  We  imagine  as  we  look  in- 
to her  face  she  is  thinking  serious- 
ly of  the  rearing  of  this  child 
and  wondering  just  how  she  can  in- 
still into  the  heart  of  little  Betty 
the  truths  that  will  make  her  a 
blessing  to  this  needy  world.  Per- 
haps she  is  breathing  a  prayer  for 
God  to  help  her.  Our  young  mother 
is  Mrs.  Milford  Miller  of  Cleveland, 
Tenn.  She  is  one  of  the  thousands  of 
young  mothers  who  need  our 
prayers  in  these  perilous  days. 

We  hear   so  many   of   the   older 
mothers  say,  "Well,  I'm  glad  I  do 
not  have  a  family  to  rear  in  these 
days."  Yes,  it  is  a  serious  thing,  but 
God  is  still  on  the  throne  and  it  is 
possible  for  Him  to  help  and  sustain 
by  His  power  the  mother  who  will 
put  her  trust  in  Him.  Perhaps  you 
might  feel  that  it  would  have  been 
more  appropriate  to  have  had  a  little 
son  in  the  cradle  to  represent  the 
ones  to  rule  the  world,     but  it  is 
motherhood  we  are  thinking  of  at 
this  time.  It  is  good  motherhood  we 
need   as   long   as    time      shall      last 
and  little  Betty  and  all  the  other  lit- 
tle girls  must  be  reared  to  rock  the 
cradle  of  future  generations.  Next  month 
we  want  to  bring  to  you  our  sons'  and 
fathers'    responsibility.      Don't    miss    this 
number,  the  only  magazine  I  have  ever 
known  to  dedicate     a  special     issue     to 
fathers.  Do  you  know  of  one?  If  you  do 
write  me.  I  want  to  subscribe  right  away. 

On  another  page  we  are  illustrating  one 
of  our  favorite  poems,  "Mother  at  the 
Gate."  Our  photo  is  Mrs.  Bertha  Bryant 
of  Cleveland,  Tennessee.  Sister  Bryant  is 
the  widowed  mother  of  four  living  chil- 


I  WANT  TO  GO  BACK  TO  THE  OLD  HOME 

"I  want  to  go  back  to  the  old  home 

That  was  mine  when  a  boy,  years  ago; 
There  were  hollyhocks  by  the  gateway 

In  a  tall  and  stately  row, 
And  over  the  windows  and  doorway 

The  morning-glories  grew 
So  thickly  that  scarcely  a   sunbeam 

Could  contrive  to  struggle  through. 

"By  the  well  in  the  garden  corner 

A  hop-vine  spread  the  shade, 
And  poppies  danced  when  the  winds  blew 

In  silken  gowns  arrayed. 
And  I  used  to  think,  I  remember, 

That  the  cricket  chirped  a  tune 
For  the  poppy  maids  to  dance  by 

In  the  moonlit  nights  of  June. 

"Lilacs  grew  by  the  doorway 

So  tall  that  they  touched  the  eaves, 
And   the   moon    made   flickering   shadows 

On  the  floor  thro'  their  wind-stirred  leaves. 
And  sometimes  I   heard  them  tapping 

At  the  pane  at  dead  of  night, 
And  fancied  they  said,  'Let  us  in,  lad,' 

And  covered  my  head  in  fright! 

"Oh,   I  want  to  go  back  to  the  old  home 

And  sit  by  my  mother's  knee 
And  forget  the  long,  long  years  between 

The  dear  old  days  and  me! 
Oh,  for  a  poppy  blossom 

Out  of  the  garden  old, 
To  weave  the  spell  about  me 

That  lurked  in  its  silken  fold! 

"I  want  to  go  back  to  the  old  home, 

Though   I   know  they  have  gone  away 
Who  lived  and  loved  in  the  old  time — 

But  were   I   there  today 
I  could  dream  them  back  to  the   hearthstone, 

I  could  see  my  mother's  face, 
And  forget  my  homesick  longings 

In  the  peace  of  the  dear  old  place." 

God's  Revivalist  and  Bible  Advocate 


of  miles  away  and  I  cannot  be  near  to 
place  flowers  upon  the  mound,  but  I  am 
giving  these  few  words  to  represent  the 
flowers  I  should  like  to  place  there.  I  pic- 
ture her  the  last  time  I  saw  her  in  good 
health.  As  we  left  for  California  after 
visiting  at  the  old  home,  Mother  stood  at 
the  gate  and  waved  after  we  had  bid  her 
good-bye.  This  picture  of  Mother  has  im- 
mortalized for  me  the  beautiful  poem 
"Mother  at  the  Gate,"  and  I  am  passing  it 
on  to  you. 


The  next  time  I  saw  my  mother  she  was 
on  her  deathbed,  and  now  I  am  looking 
back  through  the  years  to  these  two  por-  I 
traits.  Both  are  sad,  for  they  were  both 
good-bye  portraits,  and  "good-bye"  is  a 
sad  word  we  must  all  say  sooner  or  later 
to  the  best  friend  we  have  on  earth. 

But  I  am  visualizing  a  picture  of  the 
beautiful  Eastern  Gate,  when  it  shall 
swing  open  and  Mother  meets  me  there. 
I'd  be  sorry  to  disappoint  her,  wouldn't 
you?  She  was  a  good  mother. 

"Oh,  the  joys  of  that  glad  meeting 
With  the  saints  who  for  us  wait, 
What  a  blessed  happy  meeting 
Just  inside  the  Eastern  Gate." 

I  am  sure  that  as  you  walk  with 
me  through  this  gallery  the  first 
picture  you  see  will  be  that  of  your 
own  dear  mother. 

Young  mother,  what  kind  of  por- 
trait are  you  making  upon  the  mem- 
ory of  your  own  precious  child  as 
you  live  from  day  to  day? 

Now  let  us  pass  hurriedly  along 
through  this  gallery. 

Not  long  before  the  death  of 
John  Quincy  Adams,  a  gentleman 
said  to  him,  "I  have  found  out  who 
made  you!"  "What  do  you  mean?" 
inquired  the  former.  "I  have  been 
reading  the  published  letters  of  your 
mother,"  was  the  reply.  The  old 
man's  eyes  flashed  brightly.  He 
arose  and  said,  "Yes,  sir,  all  that 
is  good  in  me  I  owe  to  my  mother!" 
"I  suppose,"  said  a  little  child, 
"God  could  not  look  after  every- 
body, so  He  made  mothers  to  help 
Him." 

"A  kiss  from  my  mother,"  said 
West,  the  artist,  "made  me  a  paint- 
er." 

A  student  was  about  to  enter  a 
theological  college.  "Through  what 
minister's  preaching  were  you  con- 
verted?" was  one  of  the  questions 
put  to  him.  "Through  no  man's 
preaching;  but  through  my  moth- 
er's practicing,"  was  his  reply. 

"My  mother?  'What  was  she 
like?'  did  you  ask?"  said  an  old  sail- 
or. "Ah,  a  better  mother  never 
lived!  She  taught  me  to  pray  as  a 
little  chap  at  her  knee,  and,  though  she 
died  long  ago  and  I  am  a  gray-haired  man 
now,  I  have  never  forgotten  the  prayers 
she  taught  me!  I  pray  that  prayer  still.  A 
good  mother  she  was,  and  no  mistake!  I 
owe  so  much  to  her  teaching." 

"My  dear  child,"  said  a  lady,  one  cold, 
wet  night,  to  a  ragged  little  girl  who 
was  sitting  on  the  curbstone  outside  a 
large  public  house  in  a  London  slum. 
"My  dear  child,  why  don't  you  go  home 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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It  was  during  this  time  of  heart-search- 
ing that  there  came  to  her  mind  an  al- 
most forgotten  incident  of  her  first  year 
in  college.  With  several  other  students 
she  had  gone  to  hear  a  noted  missionary 
who  was  laboring  in  a  group  of  islands  in 
the  South  Seas.  The  islands  and  their  peo- 
ple were  scarcely  known, — she  had  never 
heard  of  them  except  as  a  speck  in  the 
ocean  on  the  map  in  her  geography.  But 
this  man  had  found  there  thouasnd  of  peo- 
ple, cannibals,  it  was  true,  but  human,  for 
whom  the  Savior  died  quite  as  much  as  for 
those  in  favored  America.  Through  years 
of  toil  and  hardship  he  and  his  family  had 
labored  alone,  finding  at  last  these  people, 
at  first  so  low  a  sto  seem  scarcely 
human,  had  yet  hearts  that  could  respond 
to  the  gospel,  and  when  saved  they  grew 
into  Christians  whose  simple  faith  and 
earnest  zeal  for  the  salvation  of  others 
would  put  to  shame  many  of  far  greater 
gifts  and  talents.  They  were  often  weak 
and  much  tempted,  but  there  had  grown 
up  a  strong  little  church  of  true  believ- 
ers eager  to  know  more  of  the  wonderful 
Book  that  had  so  transformed  their  lives, 
and  there  was  a  group  of  strong  young 
Christians,  some  of  whom  hoped  to  take 
the  first  news  of  the  gospel  to  those 
among  the  hills  far  inland  who  had  never 
even  heard  the  name  of  Jesus. 

Betty  had  been  much  impressed  with 
the  marvelous  change  that  had  come  to 
these  people,  and  the  missionary's  picture 
of  the  little  children,  singularly  lovable 
for  so  debased  a  people,  needing  to  be 
taught  about  the  things  of  God,  had  made 
a  mighty  appeal.  She  had  gone  back  to  her 
room  and,  she  remembered,  cried  over  it. 
The  need  seemed  so  great.  Then  she  felt 
God  spoke  to  her  and  told  her  to  go  to 
them  and  help  them.  After  a  little  while 
of  almost  fright  at  the  thought,  and  con- 
siderable indecision,  she  told  the  Lord  that 
she  would  go  after  she  had  finished  with 
college  and  if  her  parents  would  let  her. 

But  years  had  passed,  her  college  days 
were  full,  and  absorbed  in  her  studies  and 
the  social  life  of  those  happy  years,  the  vi- 
sion had  faded  until  she  had  no  longer  any 
desire  to  go  to  those  terrible  far-away 
isles,  nor  to  any  other  more  attractive 
mission  field.  She  really  hadn't  thought  of 
it  for  a  year  past,  when  Charlie  seemed  to 
fill  all  the  horizon  of  her  life.  But,  sub- 
merged in  this  time  of  darkness  and  pain, 


there  came  to  the  conscious  surface  of 
her  life  an  image,  a  vision,  even  as  in  the 
dark  room  and  the  transforming  bath  the 
photographer's  plate  responds  to  the  scene 
to  which  it  has  once  been  exposed,  and 
the  lines  develop  and  grow  clearer  and 
more  ditinct  until  the  picture  is  fixed. 
She  had  thought  it  gone  forever,  and  was 
almost  startled  to  find  it  had  been  lying 
there  all  those  busy,  happy  years,  hidden 
but  not  lost. 

She  was  thankful  that  for  the  few 
weeks  before  going  away  she  was  too  busy 
with  shop  and  dress-making  and  packing 
to  have  time  to  think  very  much.  Her 
pain  at  leaving  Charlie  did  not  seem  to 
lessen,  but  she  tried  to  be  cheerful  for 
her  family's  sake. 

The  last  day  had  come.  Charlie  had 
avoided  her  lately,  but  he  had  to  go  with 


FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God's  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody- 
goody,"  and  appear  "pious"  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ   at   the  center. 

REV.  ROBERT  C.  McQUILKIN, 
Dean  of  Columbia  Bible  School,  Columbia, 
S.   C. 


the  little  group  that  went  to  the  station 
to  see  her  off.  There  were  tears  in  his 
honest  eyes  as  he  looked  into  her  brim- 
ming ones,  but  he  could  not  say  a  word. 
There  was  some  fun  and  excitement  in 
getting  settled  in  the  great  Bible  school, 
and  Betty  was  soon  interested  in  the  other 
students  and  strongly  attracted  to  some 
of  them.  She  had  a  pleasant  room  and  was 
able  to  give  it  those  deft  touches  which 
made  it  a  spot  of  brightness  and  beauty 
to  herself  and  to  others  not  so  fortunate. 
She  was  a  good  student,  and  her  years 
since  college  had  only  given  her  an  added 
zest  for  study,  so  she  entered  into  the  life 
of  the  school  with  enthusiasm. 

Her  beauty  and  sweetness  and  her  al- 
most unconscious  charm  and  grace  caused 
some  of  the  teachers  to  shake  their  heads 
dubiously.  Would  she  last?  She  attracted 


attention  wherever  she  went,  and  the 
fact  that  she  dressed  very  quietly  and  in 
perfect  taste  only  served  to  enhance  her 
loveliness  and  give  the  added  charm  of 
distinction.  The  men  students,  fine  earn- 
est fellows,  were  particularly  susceptible 
to  her,  but  she  was  accustomed  to  that 
homage  and  treated  them  all  alike  with 
impartial  friendliness.  She  accepted  the 
escort  of  none.  In  her  various  trips  about 
the  city  she  rarely  went  alone,  but  among 
the  students  there  were  always  girls  glad 
and  willing  to  accompany  her. 

Part  of  the  training  of  the  school  was 
in  some  form  of  practical  work,  and  un- 
less the  student  had  a  decided  preference, 
this  was  usually  assigned  them.  Betty  had, 
upon  entering  the  school,  signified  her  in- 
tention of  preparing  for  foreign  mission- 
ary work  and  had  mentioned  those  islands 
as  her  desired  field.  She  fancied  she  saw 
a  look  of  surprise  when  she  mentioned  her 
field,  so  she  never  spoke  of  it  again.  It 
was  regarded  as  a  lonely,  unattractive, 
if  needy,  spot.  She  found  that  the  mis- 
sionary she  had  heard  had  spoken  at  the 
school  and  his  work  was  well  known  and 
highly  regarded.  But  that  anyone  so  love- 
ly, cultured  and  refined  should  choose 
this  as  her  field  seemed  strange  indeed. 
She  looked  as  though  she  had  spent  her 
life  in  a  palace,  among  lovely,  congenial 
folk.  Had  she  ever  come  into  contact 
with  dirty,  miserable,  degraded,  unlove- 
ly people?  Would  her  love  stand  the  test? 
No.  Would  her  willing  consecration  allow 
God  to  fill  her  with  His  own  love  for  the 
unlovable  and  give  her  grace  for  this 
need?  That  remained  to  be  seen. 

Was  it  only  an  accident,  or  were  they 
testing  her  out,  or  was  it  a  part  of  God's 
great  plan  for  her  life,  she  wondered,  that 
she  was  requested  to  assist  in  a  little  Ital- 
ian mission  in  a  poor  section  of  the  city. 
She  knew  some  of  the  girls  taught  or 
otherwise  assisted  in  some  of  the  large  city 
churches.  She  said  nothing,  however,  but 
at  the  appointed  time,  accompanied  by 
four  or  five  of  the  other  students,  made 
her  way  to  the  small  room  in  a  tiny  street 
which  was  to  be  the  scene  of  her  first  at- 
tempt at  actual  mission  work.  The  girls 
were  told  not  to  go  to  or  to  come  away 
from  the  mission  at  night  alone,  but  al- 
ways in  company  with  one  or  two  others. 
It  was  not  a  dangerous  neighborhood,  but 
it  was  deemed  wisest  and  best  not  to  go 
through  those  streets  alone  after  night- 
fall. 

The  mission  itself  was  attractive 
enough  inside  in  spite  of  its  sordid  sur- 
roundings. The  man  who  almost  alone  was 
carrying  it  on  except  for  the  help  of  the 
students  from  the  school,  believed  that 
whether  or  not  cleanliness  was  next  to 
godliness,  it  was  somehow  related.  The 
room  was  kept  spotless,  and  this  in  spite 
of  the  far  from  spotless  condition  of 
those  who  frequented  it.  This  had  a  very 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Sacred  Memories 

Sacred   are   the   mem'ries — and    I'm    sure 

they  come  to  all, 
Memories  of  mothers   that   with   joy   we 

can  recall; 
Never  will  there  ever  be  more  blessed  ones 

I  say, 
Sacred  are  the  mem'ries,  and  they  cannot 

fade  away. 

Mother's  Day  throughout   the  land   will 

bring  great  joys  to  hearts, 
Magic  is  the  power  that  to  most  it  now 

imparts; 
During  days  of  childhood  we  love  golden 

gleam — 
Beautiful  the  sacrifice     to  bring     about 

some  dream. 

Sacred  are  the  mem'ries  throughout  the 
passing  years, 

Mothers  were  our  comrades  thro'  sunshine 
and  thro'  tears; 

Love  so  dear  will  always  bring  joy  to  un- 
told hearts, 

Sacred  are  the  mem'ries  that  Mother's 
Day  imparts. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  1 
A  Home  Not  Made  With  Hands 

"Know  ye  not  that  your  body  is  the 
temple  of  the  Holy  Ghost."  1  Cor.  6:19. 

In  a  letter  to  the  Corinthians  Paul, 
the  great  missionary,  once  said  that  our 
bodies  are  the  temple  of  God  and  His 
Spirit  dwells  within  us.  Paul  thought  that 
we  should  take  the  best  possible  care  of 
our  bodies  as  it  is  a  house  for  God  to  live 
in.  How  can  we  do  this?  By  not  using  to- 
bacco in  any  form,  alcoholic  liquors,  over- 
eating or  anything  that  would  injure  our 
health.  God  has  given  us  many  beautiful 


and  good  things  to  use  and  enjoy.  We 
should  be  happy  and  contented  and  keep 
our  minds,  hearts  and  bodies  pure  and 
clean  so  that  we  can  please  Him  here  on 
earth  and  make  heaven  our  home. 

There  is  another  house  we  should  re- 
member to  reverence  and  that  is  the 
church.  We  call  this  God's  house  because 
this  is  a  place  where  we  go  to  worship 
Him.  Thousands  of  little  boys  and  girls 
gather  together  every  Sunday  morning  to 
learn  about  Jesus.  We  should  be  careful 
not  to  do  anything  in  this  house  that 
would  be  displeasing  to  Him.  It  is  not  a 
place  to  play,  tear  up  song  books,  mark 
on  the  benches,  throw  paper  on  the  floor, 
but  it  is  a  sacred  place  and  we  should  re- 
member that  this  is  God's  house  and  He  is 
watching  us.  May  we  like  David  come  to 
the  house  of  the  Lord  with  thanksgiving 
and  praises. 

Questions: 

What  did  Paul  say  about  our  bodies? 
The  Holy  Spirit  dwells  therein.  Why  did 
Paul  think  we  should  take  good  care  of 
our  bodies?  Because  it  is  the  house  where 
God  lives  if  we  have  salvation.  What 
other  house  should  we  reverence?  The 
church.  What  house  is  this?  The  house  of 
God.  Should  we  conduct  ourselves  in  any 
way  to  displease  God  while  in  the  house  of 
God?  No.  We  should  be  very  careful  as 
it  is  the  house  of  God. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  2 
Following  Jesus 

"Then  said  Jesus  unto  his  disciples,  If 
any  man  will  come  after  me,  let  him  deny 
himself,  and  take  up  his  cross,  and  fol- 
loxv  me."  Matt.  16:24. 

Once  a  little  girl  was  asked  what  it 
meant  to  follow  Jesus.  She  answered,  "It 
means  to  do  as  Jesus  did  while  He  was 
here  on  this  earth."  What  did  Jesus  do? 
If  we  follow  Him  we  must  learn  some- 
thing about  what  He  did.  Jesus  meant  for 
us  to  do  good.  He  pleased  not  Himself. 
He  denied  Himself  to  serve  others.  He 
bore  hardships,  unkindness,  disloyalty, 
even  death  on  the  cross — in  order  that  He 
might  give  eternal  life  to  us.  He  healed 
the  sick,  opened  the  blind  eyes;  unstopped 
deaf  ears,  dead  people  were  raised  to  life. 
He  suffered  great  persecutions.  To  follow 
Jesus  means  doing  as  He  did,  that  is  help- 
ing others  in  every  way  we  can  by  doing 
our  duties  faithfully.  It  means  giving  up 
our  own  pleasures  to  serve  others.  It  means 
taking  up  our  cross,  bearing  heavy  bur- 
dens cheerfully.  Even  little  boys  and  girls 
can  have  the  pleasure  of  following  Him 
and  walking  in  His  footsteps.  By  follow- 
ing Him  we  shall  make  our  lives  beauti- 
ful, good  and  a  blessing  to  others. 


The  Lighted  Pathway! 

Questions: 
What  was  a  little  girl  asked?  What  it 
meant  to  follow  Jesus.  What  does  it  mean, 
children?  We  will  leave  this  question  for 
you  to  answer.  Must  we  learn  about  Je- 
sus to  follow  Him?  Yes.  Did  Jesus  please' 
Himself?  No.  Whom  did  He  please?  God, I 
His  Father.  Whom  should  we  please  to- 
day? Jesus,  and  by  pleasing  Jesus  we  will 
please  the  Father  also.  Why  did  Jesus 
come  to  this  earth  and  suffer  and  die? 
That  we  might  have  eternal  life. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
The  Answer  to  a  Mother's  Prayer 

Matt.  H:21-39 

When  you  are  in  trouble  and  afflicted, 
who  on  earth  can  love  and  comfort  you 
like  mother?  Be  good  to  her,  you  will  missl 
her  when  she  is  gone.  A  certain  Gentile 
woman  had  a  daughter  who  was  vexed 
with  a  devil.  She  heard  of  the  great  mira- 
cles that  Jesus  was  performing,  how  He 
cast  out  devils,  and  healed  all  manner  of 
diseases.  She  knew  thousands  of  people 
were  thronging  to  hear  Him.  She  believed 
if  she  could  only  meet  Him  and  plead 
her  case  that  her  daughter  would  be 
healed. 

Jesus  and  the  disciples  entered  a  pri- 
vate home  and  thought  they  were  hid, 
but  this  mother  found  Him.  She  fell  at 
His  feet  and  pleaded  for  Him  to  have 
mercy  on  her  and  heal  her  daughter.  At 
first  Jesus  would  not  answer  but  she  cried 
out  the  more,  so  much  so  that  the  disci- 
ples told  Him  to  send  her  away.  They 
thought  that  a  Gentile  woman,  one  who. 
did  not  belong  to  the  race  of  Israel,  was 
not  worthy  of  the  Lord's  care. 

Jesus  told  her  it  was  not  meet  to  take 
the  children's  bread  and  give  it  to  the 
dogs.  She  told  Him  that  was  true  but  the 
dogs  ate  the  crumbs  that  fell  from  their 
master's  table.  Did  the  loving,  sympa- 
thetic Savior  turn  this  poor,  broken- 
hearted mother  away?  No,  He  told  her  she 
had  great  faith  and  that  her  daughter  was 
healed.  When  she  arrived  at  home  she 
found  her  daughter  well.  How  she  must 
have  rejoiced  to  find  her  prayer  answered. 
Questions: 

How  was  this  mother's  daughter  af- 
flicted? She  was  vexed  with  a  devil.  Did 
Jesus  cast  out  the  devil?  Yes. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   4 
Let  Your  Light  Shine 

Matt.   5:16 

"Let  your  light  so  shine  before  men, 
that  they  may  see  your  good  works,  and 
glorify  your  Father  which  is  in  heaven." 

This  means  that  we  are  to  live  each  day 
in  a  way  that  people  will  see  our  good 
works  and  believe  in  God. 

You  may  think  because  you  are  a  little 
boy  or  girl  that  this  verse  does  not  apply 
to  you.  This  lesson  is  for  you.  You  can 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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ONLY  KINDNESS 

Irene  Gray 


"But   what   about  our  skating?"  Dixie 
and  Clara  asked  in  the  same  breath. 


Nell,  a  short,  plump,  brown-eyed  girl, 
ind  her  two  friends,  Clara  and  Dixie, 
were  on  their  way  to  the  skating  rink 
when  they  met  the  little  yellow-headed 
boy  crying  like  his  heart  was  broken. 
Nell  took  the  little  fellow  by  the  hand 
and  wiped  away  his  tears,  saying,  "Don't 
cry,  sonny.  What  is  your  name?" 

"Jimmy,"  sobbed  the  little  boy.  "I 
want  my  mamma!  Where  is  my  mam- 
ma?" 

"Come  along  with  me,  Jimmy,  and  we 
will  find  your  mamma.  Won't  you  tell 
me  your  mother's  name?"  Nell  asked 
coaxingly. 

"Just  mamma,"  answered  the  child  and 
he  didn't  seem  to  know  his  mother's 
name  or  the  rest  of  his  name.  He  looked 
to  be  about  three  years  old,  and  he  was 
very  frightened  and  completely  lost. 

Dixie,  the  tall  smiling  blonde  of  the 
three  pals,  suggested  taking  the  little 
blue-eyed  boy  to  the  first  policeman  they 
could  find  so  they  could  hurry  on  to 
their  skating. 

But  Nell  was  more  interested  in  the 
lost  child  than  she  was  in  skating.  "Jim- 
my, won't  you  tell  me  about  your  home? 
Do  you  have  a  big,  white  house?"  she 
asked  the  little  boy  gently. 

"My  house  is  red.  And  I  have  a  little 
sister,  Nan,"  Jimmy  stopped  crying  long 
enough  to  explain. 

"That's  fine!"  exclaimed  Nell.  "I  ex- 
pect your  house  is  red  brick.  Now  tell  me 
the  name  of  the  street  you  live  on." 

"Mamma  told  me  it  was  Seventh," 
Jimmy  was  crying  harder  than  ever  from 
talking  about  his  home  and  mother. 

Just  then  Clara,  who  was  a  dark,  viv- 
id girl,  spied  an  officer  on  the  other  cor- 
ner and  hurried  over  to  him,  telling  him 
about  finding  the  lost  child. 

"Officer,  Jimmie  says  he  lives  in  a  red 
house  on  Seventh,"  explained  Nell,  "but 
I  don't  know  whether  it  is  Seventh  Ave- 
nue or  Seventh  Street.  He  can't  remem- 
ber his  name  although  he  says  he  has  a 
little  sister  named   Nan." 

"I'll  take  him  to  headquarters  and  see 
if  his  mother  has  reported  him  lost,  if  not 
we  will  drive  to  all  the  red  houses  on 
both  Seventh  Avenue  and  Seventh  Street 
and  inquire,"  the  kindly  man  assured  the 
girls. 

"Jimmy,  this  nice  man  will  take  you 
home,"  Nell  tried  to  put  the  small  hand 
into  the  huge  hand  of  the  policeman,  but 
Jimmy  sobbed  and  hung  on  tightly  to  her 
hand. 

"Sir,  may  I  go  with  you  to  take  him 
home?"  asked  Nell. 


"Oh,  I  can  go  skating  any  time  but  I 
just  can't  leave  poor  little  Jimmy  crying 
like  this.  Please  may  I  go  along?"  Nell 
Was  very  much  in  earnest. 

"I  suppose  you  may  come  along,  any- 
way it  seems  that  Jimmy  intends  to  take 
you,"   smiled   the  big  policeman. 

Nell,  Jimmy,  and  the  officer  of  the  law 
went  away  in  search  of  Jimmy's  moth- 
er, while  Dixie  and  Clara  went  on  to  the 
skating   rink. 

"Nell  is  just  that  way,  you  can't  de- 
pend on  her  for  any  fun  if  she  finds  a 
lost  child  or  a  stray  kitten  in  the  vicin- 
ity," Dixie  fussed. 

The  next  afternoon  the  three  girls 
planned  to  go  shopping  after  school. 
They  went  to  Clara's  home  to  leave  their 
books,  and  found  Betty,  Clara's  little  sis- 
ter, in  bed  with  a  sprained  ankle. 

"O  Bet,  I'm,  so  sorry,"  Clara  ex- 
claimed, but  she  rushed  on  upstairs  to 
get  ready  to  go  to  town. 

Nell  sat  down  beside  Betty's  bed  to 
tell  her  a  story.  "I'll  tell  you  about  Jim- 
my, the  little  boy  we  found  yesterday." 
But  she  had  only  started  when  Clara  and 
Dixie   came    running   down   the   stairs. 

"Come  on,  Nell,  we'll  have  to  run  to 
catch  the  bus,"  they  were  rushing  to- 
ward the  door. 

Little  Betty's  eyes  filled  with  tears.  "I 
did  want  to  hear  about  you  taking  Jim^ 
my  home,"  she  said  in  a  small  voice. 

Nell  made  a  quick  decision.  "Run  on, 
girls,  and  catch  the  bus.  I'll  catch  the 
next  one  and  meet  you  in  Lacy's  depart- 
ment  store." 

"All  right,"  Dixie  and  Clara  agreed 
disgustedly,  for  they  knew  there  was  no 
use  trying  to  change  Nell  since  there  was 
a  little  injured  girl  to  be  soothed  and  a 
story  to  be  told.  Nell  really  got  more 
pleasure  out  of  helping  others  than  she 
did  anything  else. 

"Nell  aggravates  me,  but  she  is  the 
kindliest  girl  in  the  world,"  Clara  told 
Dixie  as  they  settled  themselves  in  the 
bus. 

Nell  told  little  Betty  how  Jimmy's 
mother  had  already  called  police  head- 
quarters and  left  his  description.  Then 
she  and  the  policeman  had  gone  home 
with  the  little  fellow,  and  Jimmy  had 
gone  to  sleep  in  her  arms  on  the  way 
home.  And  how  happy  Jimmy  was  to  see 
his  mother  again,  and  how  glad  Jimmy's 
mother  was  to  have  her  small  son  home 
safe.  Betty  said  it  was  the  nicest  story 
she  ever  heard  and  wanted  Nell  to  bring 
Jimmy  to  see  her.  She  was  smiling  in 
spite     of  her  sprained  ankle  when   Nell 


started  to  leave. 

Betty's  mother  told  Nell  at  the  door, 
"You  have  done  more  toward  cheering 
up  Betty  than  has  her  whole  family.  I 
want  to  thank  you  for  being  so  kind  to 
her.  Run  along  now  and  meet  the  girls, 
but   come   to  see   Betty   again." 

Nell  got  on  the  bus  glowing  with  hap- 
piness, for  doing  a  small  kindness  always 
made  her  bubble  over  with  joy.  "It's 
well  worth  all  the  time  and  effort  I  put 
into  helping  others  just  to  feel  this  hap- 
piness," mused  Nell.  "Besides  I  couldn't 
keep  my  self  respect  if  I  wasn't  kind  to 
children." 

Nell  met  the  other  girls  and  they  had 
a  gay  time  shopping. 

When  Nell  got  home  there  was  a 
special  delivery  letter  and  box  waiting  for 
her.  There  was  a  scratching  noise  in  the 
box.  She  was  so  excited  she  could  hardly 
open  the  box.  Inside  was  the  cutest  chow 
puppy  Nell  had  ever  seen. 

"Let  me  read  that  letter,  it  will  ex- 
plain everything."  Nell  tore  it  open  with 
trembling  hands. 

It  was  from  Jimmy  and  his  mother. 
"Jimmy  liked  you  so  much  he  wants  to 
give  you  one  of  his  puppies,"  wrote  Jim- 
my's mother.  "We  both  want  you  to  visit 
us  again  for  I  would  like  to  know  you 
better.  Your  kindness  to  my  little  boy  is 
greatly   appreciated." 

Nell's  soft  brown  eyes  were  shining  and 
her  face  was  luminous  with  happiness  as 
she  picked  up  the  puppy  and  whispered, 
'  'Twas  only  kindness." — Ft.  Myers,  Fla. 

A   Child's   Prayer   Answered 

In  the  little  country  home  where  six- 
year-old  Bessie  lived,  there  was  trouble.  It 
was  a  very  sad  kind  of  trouble;  the  kind 
of  trouble  that  makes  your  heart  ache  all 
the  time.  Although  Bessie's  was  a  Chris- 
tian home,  where  all  her  family  knew 
about  God,  yet  this  great  trouble  made 
them  all  sad,  and  no  wonder,  for  Bessie's 
mother  was  very  seriously  ill.  The  doctor 
came  every  day  and  there  were  nurses  and 
helpers  to  do  the  work  and  take  care  of 
the  sick  mother.  That  spring  and  sum- 
mer was  all  spoiled  because  of  that  terrible 
sickness.  Every  morning  the  children 
asked,  "How  is  mother?"  and  walked 
about  the  house  very  softly  so  as  not  to 
disturb  her  rest. 

iThen  came  a  day  when  a  kind  auntie 
gathered  all  the  children  into  a  room, 
then  silently  led  them  into  mother's 
room.  She  lay  still  and  white  on  the  bed, 
and  every  one  stood  back  and  let  the  chil- 
dren come  up  to  the  bedside.  As  they 
stood  there  weeping  bitter  tears,  for  she 
was  not  at  all  like  the  mother  they  had 
known  a  few  weeks  ago,  it  seemed  their 
little  hearts  would  break.  Suddenly  she 
opened  her  eyes  and  signed  each  one  of 
them  to  come  nearer.  Her  weak  voice 
comforted  them,  each  in  turn.  After  that 
the  aunt  took  them  out  of  the  room  and 
(Continued  on  page  24) 


[Page  6] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


'iKelps  for  tempted  and  ^ried 


TUNING  IN 

The  radio  set  holds  a  magic  for  me, 

Enshrouded  in  utterest  mystery. 

The  music  and  sermons  are  drawn  from  the 
air 

In  cities  and  villages — everywhere. 

The  tuning  takes  patience  and  much  leisure 
time 

Till  the  ether  waves  bring  us  some  far  away 
chime; 

For  we  never  tire  of  hunting  for  joy 

But  tune  on  at  once  all  the  chorus  that  an- 
noy, 

For  we  hear  the  music  of  cello  and  flute 

From  the  land  of  the  palm  tree  and  tropical 
fruit, 

And  from  lands  of  blizzards  and  deep- 
drifted  snow 

Comes  a  rollicking  polka,  a  virge  deep  and 
slow. 

God's  wonderful  Spirit  is  all  in  the  air, 

You  cannot  see  it  only  through  prayer. 

So  you'd   better   pay   time   and   patience   for 

toll, 
Than  gain  the  world  and  lose  your  own  soul. 
Tune  in  and  of  His  blessings  get  your  share, 
Though  often  the  static  is  great  in  the  air. 
There  are  burdens  and  trials  to  meet  caused 

by  sin, 
But  it's  well  worth  your  time,   if  you'll  stop 

and  tune  in. 

— Mrs.  Roy  Milum,   Harrison,  Ark. 


If  You  Faint  in  the  Day 

of     Adversity,     Thy 

Strength    Is    Small 

Proverbs   24:10 
Margaret  Bogart 

In  this  day  with  all  its 
age-old  problems  and  many 
new  ones,  we  need  standing 
grace.  In  Psalm  37:3  David 
says,  "Trust  in  the  Lord, 
and  do  good;  so  shalt  thou 
dwell  in  the  land,  and  verily 
thou  shalt  be  fed."  If  we 
faint  in  the  day  of  adver- 
sity, is  it  the  Lord's  fault? 
He  gives  His  people  through 
His  Word  and  prayer  staple 
things  if  they  will  seek  Him 
and  let  Him  feed  them.  In 
His  Word  is  a  divine  wis- 
dom and  revelation  meeting 
every  need  our  life  will 
have.  We  need  not  fall  or 
live  under  our  privileges  in 
grace  if  we  keep  close  to 
Him! 

"Life  is  so  hard  these 
days,"  many  say,  "there  are 
more  different  things  to 
meet  than  ever  before!" 
How  true  this  is.  All  Chris- 
tians are  going  to  need  to 
stand  up  for  their  convic- 
tions in  a  world  that  some- 


times does  little  standing  for  its  Maker. 
They  are  going  to  be  strangers  and  aliens 
on  this  earth.  Yet,  thank  God,  like  Elijah, 
although  they  may  seem  forsaken,  they'll 
see  along  the  way  that  God  has  still  some 
other  faithful  ones  who  have  not  bowed 
their  knees  to  Baal. 

Must  we  feel  discouraged  and  hopeless 
if  we  have  fallen?  There  is  always  new 
hope  and  courage  to  reach,  for  if  one  is 
sorry  for  falling  and  wants  to  do  better, 
Jesus  does  not  cast  such  a  one  aside,  but 
is  ready  and  willing  not  only  to  forgive 
our  failures  but  also  to  forget  them.  The 
above  verse  says,  "Thy  strength  is  small." 
We  have  all  at  some  time  in  our  lives 
failed  miserably  and  felt  helpless  and 
ashamed  of  ourselves.  Our  strength  may 
be  small,  but  we  can  draw  on  His  mighty 
strength.  Real  victory  comes  when  we 
realize  our  weaknesses  and  do  not  try  so 
hard  to  do  things  in  our  own  strength, 
but  His! 

Many  people  still  think  that  to  live 
right  requires  just  our  human  will  power, 
but  that  is  not  enough  to  live  a  victorious 
Christian  life.  In  a  sense,  God  does  not 
need  our  obedience  and  will  if  He  is  to 
help   us  become  overcomers.      There   are 


How  unconscious  we  often  ore  as  we  go  along  in  our  Chris- 
tian life  of  the  many,  many  snares  and  traps  that  the  enemy 
has  set  for  us!  How  often  our  feet  would  slip  into  one  of  those 
snares  but  for  the  hand  of  our  God  who  holds  us  up!  How 
thankful  we  should  be  for  the  hand  of  God  that  so  tenderly 
leads  over  the  rough  and  thorny  paths  where  we  would  become 
entangled  were  it  not  for  Him! 


things  human  self  cannot  do,  heights  we 
can  never  reach  unless  Jesus  takes  us  byi 
the  hand  and  leads  us  on.  God  says  in 
Isaiah  41:13,  "For  I  the  Lord  thy  God 
will  hold  thy  right  hand,  saying  unto 
thee,  Fear  not;  I  will  help  thee."  He  is 
talking  to  the  Jews  here,  but  spiritually 
and  because  we  are  His  adopted  children 
grafted  into  His  kingdom,  we  too  may 
take  it. 

May  the  prayer  of  our  hearts  be  as 
David's,  "Hold  up  my  goings  in  thy 
paths,  that  my  footsteps  slip  not."  Why 
does  not  God  want  us  to  fall  all  the 
while?  We  know  if  a  little  baby  is  learn- 
ing to  walk  we  have  to  be  careful  that 
he  is  not  frightened  too  much  or  takes 
too  many  falls.  Some  have  been  known 
to  be  very  slow  because  they  became 
frightened  and  lost  their  confidence 
through  taking  too  many  tumbles.  God 
wants  His  children  to  be  strong  and 
healthy  and,  just  like  human  mothers,  He 
wants  to  shield  them  from  being  hurt  or 
hindered. 

We  all  know  that  we  have  much  more 
confidence  in  the  person  who  lives  daily 
a  steady,  consecrated  walk  before  us.  We 
look  up  to  him  and  God  is  glorified 
through  his  life.  He  cannot 
use  fainting,  discouraged, 
weak  and  failing  people  to 
glorify  Him.  It's  comforting 
to  find  people  in  the  same 
rut  as  we  are  sometimes,  but 
they  can  never  help  us  out 
or  they  themselves  would  be 
out.  We  listen  to  people 
who,  we  know,  have  proof 
that  what  they  are  selling  in 
a  business  or  professing  in  a 
spiritual  world  is  the  real 
thing  and  will  work. 

Sometimes  if  we  stay  in 
the  rut  of  discouragement 
too  long  we  see  that  we  are 
becoming  defeated  Chris- 
tians. All  people  may  get 
discouraged  but  to  stay  that 
way  when  we  have  God's 
promises  and  the  privilege 
of  prayer  is  not  honoring 
God  or  showing  to  the 
watching  world  all  His 
glories  and  faithfulness. 
What  a  testimony  it  is  when 
we  see  a  saint  in  the  midst 
of  great  difficulty  get  up 
in  the  prayer  meeting  and 
say,  "The  battle's  on,  but 
I  have  found  in  every  place 
of  discouragement  His  en- 
( Continued  on  page  33) 
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WRJTE  TO  THE  CHILDREN 

And  Encourage  Them  to  Write  to 

You 

By  Mabel  Brown 

Children  love  to  get  letters,  souvenir 
postals,  Sunday  School  notices — in  short, 
ilmost  anything  can  bring  delight  to  a 
[:hild's  heart  simply  by  coming  through 
:he  mail  with  his  name  on  it,  just  as  if 
le  were  an  important  grownup. 

This  pleasure  at  getting  mail  of  one's 
3wn  is  often  spoken  of  in  books  for  Sun- 
Jay  School  teachers,  pointing  out  the  pos- 
sibility of  giving  happiness  to  the  little 
scholars  by  writing  to 
them,  and  also  showing 
what  good  can  be  done 
by  a  Sunday  School 
teacher's  letters.  All  this 
is  very  well  worth  say- 
ing, and  far  be  it  from 
me  to  contradict  or  be- 
little it,  but  I  would  like 
to  emphasize  another 
phase  of  the  same  sub- 
ject and  point  out  the 
advantages  of  sending 
letters  to  one's  own  chil- 
dren whenever  one  hap- 
pens to  be  away  from 
them  for  any  length  of 
time. 

A  letter  from  mother 
;>r  daddy  gives  even  more 
pleasure  than  a  letter 
from  teacher,  because 
:hildren  very  properly 
love  their  parents  more 
than  they  love  even  the 
:>est  and  most  lovable 
Sunday  School  teacher.  A 
postal  card  from  the 
:ity  where  daddy's  busi- 
less  has  taken  him  will  be  gleefully  re- 
vived and  warmly  cherished.  If  mother 
joes  to  grandma's  and  can  not  take  all 
:he  children  with  her,  let  her  send  a  postal 
:o  each  of  the  stay-at-homes.  Even  if  she 
>nly  goes  to  spend  the  day  and  gets  home 
before  the  postals  do,  the  pleasure  they 
vill  give  will  many  times  repay  the 
:rouble  and  expense  of  sending  them.. 

Giving  pleasure  to  a  child  may  well  be 
:onsidered  an  end  in  itself  and  worth 
working  for,  even  if  no  other  good  results 
follow,  but  in  this  case  other  good  re- 
mits often  do  follow. 

Keeping  on  friendly  terms  with  our 
:hildren  is  a  thing  much  to  be  desired, 
igainst  the  time  when  they  will  need  a 
friend  and  might  not  know  where  to  turn 
f  they  had  not  grown  up  with  the  idea 
:hat  mother  and  daddy  have  their  happi- 


ness much  at  heart;  and  these  little  tok- 
ens of  our  affection  will  do  a  great  deal 
toward  that  end. 

The  educational  value  of  souvenir  post- 
als is  so  obvious  as  scarcely  to  need  stat- 
ing. Simply  compare  the  merits  of  such 
a  postal  with  the  impersonal  photographs 
in  a  plain,  ordinary,  geography  book,  and 
you  will  readily  see  how  the  postal  you 
sent  has  a  life  and  emotional  appeal  which 
is  entirely  lacking  in  the  geography's  il- 
lustrations. 

In  addition  to  these  advantages  there  is 
another  yet  more  important  thought  not 


ORPHANS  OF  THE  LIVING 

By  Edgar  A.  Guest 

We  think  of  orphans  only  as  the   little  girls  and   lads 

Who  haven't  any  mothers  or  who  haven't  any  dads. 

They  are  grouped  with  other  children  and  in  groups  they're  put  to  bed 

With  some   stranger,   paid   to   listen,   when    their   little   prayers  are   said. 

All  the  grownups  look  with  pity  on  such  lonely  children  small 

And  declare  to  be  an  orphan   is  the  saddest  fate  of  all. 

But  sometimes   I    look   about  me  and   in   sorrow   hang   my  head 
As  I  gaze  on  something  sadder  than  the  orphans  of  the  dead. 
For  more  pitiful  and  tragic,  as  the   long  days  come  and  go, 
Are  the  orphans  of  the  parents  they  are  not  allowed  to  know. 
They're  the  orphans  of  the  living,  left  alone  to  romp  and  play, 
From  their  fathers  and  their  mothers  by  ambition  shut  away. 

They  have  fathers  who  are  busy  and  so  weighted  down  with  cares 
That  they  haven't  time  to   listen   to  a   little  child's  affairs. 
They  have  mothers  who  imagine  life  could  give  them  if  it  would 
Something   richer,   something   better  than    the   joys   of   motherhood. 
So  their  children   learn  from  strangers  and  by  strangers'  hands  are  fed, 
And  the  nurse,  for  so  much  money,   nightly  tucks  them  into  bed. 

Lord,  I  would  not  grow  so  busy  that  I  cannot  drop  my  task 
To  answer  every  question  which   that  child  of  mine  can   ask. 
Let  me  never  serve  ambition  here  so  selfishly,   I  pray, 
That  I   cannot  stop  to  listen  to  the  things  my  children  say. 
For  whatever  cares  beset  them,   let  them   know   I'm  standing   by. 
I   don't  want  to  make  them  orphans  till   the  day   !   come  to  die. 


always  to  be  found: 

Sometimes — not  always,  but  sometimes 
— a  letter  to  a  child  can  work  for  his 
spiritual  development  as  nothing  else 
would.  When  mother  is  away  from  home 
or  when  the  child  himself  is  away,  her 
letters  may  carry  a  strong  emotional  ap- 
peal, just  because  of  this  separation. 
When  daddy,  in  the  press  of  business,  yet 
finds  time  to  pen  a  few  words  of  exhorta- 
tion, this  shows  that  he  considers  it  a 
matter  of  great  importance. 

So  we  see  that  writing  to  our  children 
will  always  give  them  pleasure;  it  will 
always  be  of  use  in  establishing  and  main- 
taining friendly  relations;  it  will  probably 
be  educational,  and  it  may  be  instrumen- 
tal in  leading  the  children  to  Christ  or 
strengthening  them  in  their  Christian 
life.  Considering  all  these  reasons,  isn't  it 
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worth  the  time,  trouble     and     the  very 
small  expense? 

One  thing  which  made  me  think  so  is 
an  old  book  I  was  reading  recently,  which 
touched  upon  this  subject  and  then  set 
about  to  illustrate;  but  the  only  illustra- 
tion— or  at  least  the  most  striking  illus- 
tration— which  the  writer  could  find  was 
not  a  letter  from  a  Sunday  School  teach- 
er, but  a  letter  from  the  child's  father. 

Then  followed  a  very  pretty  little 
story,  as  told  to  that  writer  by  the  recipi- 
ent of  the  letter,  who  still  cherished  the 
memory  of  it  long  after  she  had  left 
childhood  behind  her,  and  who  said  it  had 
been  a  large  factor  in  her  decision  of 
Christ. 

That  was  a  very  good  story,  but  since 
the  book  was  addressed  to  Sunday  School 
teachers,     why  didn't  its     author  find  a 
story  about  some  letter  which  a  Sunday 
School  teacher  had  writ- 
ten? 

Perhaps  he  didn't 
know  any — which  brings 
me  back  to  what  I  said 
before:  that  a  parent's 
letters  have  more  influ- 
ence over  a  child  and 
will  be  longer  remem- 
bered than  those  written 
by  his  teacher.  I  don't 
doubt  many  useful  let- 
ters are  written  by  Sun- 
day School  teachers,  and 
many  enjoyable  postals 
are  sent  by  them  to  their 
scholars,  but  I  think  par- 
ents can  do  even  more 
good  and  give  even  more 
happiness  than  the  teach- 
ers can. 

When  I  was  a  little 
girl,  my  Sunday  School 
teacher  went  abroad  and 
sent  me  several  postal 
cards  from  foreign  lands. 
When  she  came  back,  she 
brought  me  a  present. 
Both  the  cards  and  the 
present  gave  me  much  pleasure,  but  not 
nearly  as  much  as  the  cards  my  father 
used  to  send  whenever  he  was  away  from 
home. 

My  father  went  to  Washington  several 
times  and  to  a  number  of  cities  in  the 
Middle  West,  and  each  time  he  sent  post- 
al-card views  to  every  one  of  us.  He 
went  to  Pennsylvania  for  a  day,  and  (be- 
ing afraid  he  wouldn't  have  time  or  op- 
portunity to  buy  postals  there)  he  bought 
them  in  New  York  and  mailed  them  in 
Pennsylvania.  Mine  shows  a  comparative- 
ly uninteresting  ferry  house,  and  had  not 
even  the  merits  of  being  educational,  for 
I  learned  nothing  from  it.  I  had  seen  that 
ferry  house  hundreds  of  times,  and  the 
picture  taught  me  nothing  I  didn't  al- 
ready know;  but  it  gave  me  intense  sat' 
(Continued  on  page  33) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 


By  Frederick  P.  Wood 
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(Continued  from   last  issue) 

Thus  He  will  carry  out  His  two-fold 
process,  He  will  take  away  the  evil,  and 
substitute  for  it  the  good,  even  His  own 
holiness. 

A  famous  artist  had  a  young  friend 
who  was  up  at  Oxford.  One  day  he  went 
to  the  university  to  see  this  undergradu- 
ate. On  arriving  at  his  rooms,  he  found 
that  he  was  out.  Looking  round  the  walls, 
he  was  disappointed  in  the  style  of  the 
pictures.  The  things  in  a  man's  room  often 
reveal  his  thinking.  In  this  case  they 
showed  a  taste  for  the  low  and  impure. 

The  artist  did  not  say  a  word  when  the 
young  man  came  in.  They  sat  talking  of 
other  things,  but  on  his  return  to  Lon- 
don he  sent  one  of  his  own  beautiful  pic- 
tures as  a  gift  to  the  undergraduate.  Of 
course  it  was  greatly  appreciated,  and 
before  long  the  other  pictures  came  down. 
The  incongruity  of  the  whole  thing  soon 
challenged  the  young  man's  sense  of  what 
was  fitting.  Very  soon  there  were  none  of 
the  impure  pictures  left  on  the  walls. 

So  with  all  who  live  in  constant  fellow- 
ship with  Christ.  They  become  like  Him. 
Every  unworthy,  unlovely,  uncharitable 
thing  is  challenged  by  His  presence,  driv- 
en out  and  replaced  by  those  that  are 
"true,  honest,  just,  pure,  lovely  and  of 
good  report." 

In  the  olden  days  of  the  Holy  Grail, 
the  quest  was  the  dominant  ambition  of 
many.  They  left  all  to  seek  for  that  vi- 
sion. Nothing  else  mattered.  But  their 
quest  was  only  for  a  vision  of  a  sacred 
relic  known  as  "The  Holy  Thing." 
Through  it  they  hoped  for  a  blessing,  but 
only  those  who  were  utterly  pure  in  heart 
could  join  in  the  search.  Again  and  again 
in  Tennyson's  poem,  "The  Holy  Grail," 
after  some  moral  failure  on  the  part  of 
one  of  the  knights  of  King  Arthur's 
Court,  come  the  pathetic  words,  "The 
quest  is  not  for  thee." 

Thank  God  the  quest  for  holiness  is  for 
all.  No  sin  of  the  past  and  no  temptation 
of  the  present  need  exclude  any,  but  in 
contrast  with  the  legendary  quest  for 
''The  Holy  Thing,"  "we  would  seek  Je- 
sus," for  true  holiness  is  only  found  in  the 
Holy  One. 

THE  HIGHEST  LIFE— DEMON- 
STRATION 

When  Spencer  Walton,  the  founder  of 


the  South  Africa  General  Mission,  passed 
to  his  reward,  he  left  a  diary  which  was 
found  amongst  his  private  papers.  On  the 
first  day  of  the  new  year,  he  had  written 
the  following  words:  "The  will  of  God, 
nothing  less,  nothing  more,  nothing  else." 
In  choosing  this  motto  for  what  proved 
to  be  his  last  year  on  earth,  he  summed  up 
the  driving  purpose  of  his  whole  life.  Few 
men  have  so  wonderfully  demonstrated 
how  "good,  and  acceptable  and  perfect" 
is  the  will  of  God  for  all  who  make  it  the 
governing  principle  of  their  lives. 

God  surely  desires  that  every  one  of  us 
should,  in  the  same  way,  demonstrate  to 
those  around  us  how  really  worth  while  is 

"Make  me  a  captive,  Lord, 
And  then  I  shall  be  free; 
Force  me  to  render  up  my  sword, 
And  I  shall  conqueror  be. 
I  sink  in  life's  alarms 
When  by  myself  I  stand; 
Imprison  me  within  thine  arms, 
And  strong  shall  be  my  hand. 

"My  heart  is  weak  and  poor; 

Until  its  Master  finds, 

It  has  no  spring  or  action  sure — 

It  varies  with  the  wind. 

It  cannot  freely  move 

Till  thou  hast  wrought  its   chain; 

Enslave  it  with  thy  matchless  love, 

And  deathless  it  shall  reign. 

"My  will  is  not  mine  own, 

Till  thou  hast  made  it  thine; 

If  it  would  reach  the  monarch's  throne 

It  must  its  crown  resign. 

It  only  stands  unbent 

Amid  the  clashing  strife, 

When  on  thy  bosom  it  has  leant, 

And  found  in  thee  its  life." 

— G.  Matheson. 

the  life  which  is  lived  wholly  within  the 
circle  of  the  will  of  God. 

A  missionary  in  China  was  giving  a  les- 
son one  day,  not  to  children,  but  to  some 
"grownups."  He  was  teaching  them  the 
meaning  of  comparative  language;  for  ex- 
ample, good,  better,  best.  One  of  the 
words  which  he  gave  them  was  "ill,"  and 
one  of  the  Chinese  pupils  wrote  "ill, 
worse,  dead."  That  was  his  idea  of  the  de- 
grees of  comparison! 

On  certain  occasions  the  Apostle  Paul 
seemed  to  find  comparative  language  as 
difficult  as  that  Chinaman.  Paul  had  a 
wonderful  vocabulary,  and  was  a  master 
of  language  and  phrasing,  but  whenever 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

he  tried  to  describe  the  infinite  blessings 
that  are  ours  in  Christ,  he  seemed  utterly 
unable  to  find  adequate  words  with  which 
to  express  all  that  was  in  his  heart.  Some 
times  he  even  coined  words,  and  piled 
them  up  in  his  desire  to  give  utterance  to 
the  wonder  of  his  theme. 

For  instance:  "He  is  able  to  do  exceed- 
ing abundantly  above  all  that  we  ask  or 
think,"  or  "God  is  able  to  make  all  grace 
abound  toward  you;  that  ye,  always  hav- 
ing all  sufficiency  in  all  things,  may 
abound  unto  every  good  work,"  2  Cor.  9 


So  here,  when  Paul  would  speak  of  the 
blessedness  of  doing  God's  will,  he  says 
that  it  is  "good,  and  acceptable,  and  per- 
fect." 

Is  it  not  amazing  that  through  your 
little  life  and  mine,  with  all  our  weak- 
nesses, there  may  be  demonstrated  to  the 
world  the  perfection  of  the  will  of  the 
Almighty  God? 

You  will  observe  that  this  character- 
istic of  the  highest  life  follows  the  others 
in  perfect  sequence.  Separation  comes 
first,  for  God  can  neither  transform  us  in 
character,  nor  demonstrate  in  our  careers 
His  perfect  will  so  long  as  we  allow  the 
world  and  its  ways  to  control  us.  We  can 
only  proclaim  to  the  world  the  liberty 
which  Christ  gives,  when  we  ourselves 
have  ceased  to  be  in  bondage  to  the  world. 
"The  value  of  our  ministry  to  the  world 
will  always  be  proportionate  with  our  in- 
dependence of  it.  The  only  people  who  can 
impress  the  world  for  God  are  those  who 
are  not  themselves  impressed  by  it." 

So  the  order  is  first  separation,  then 
transformation,  and  then  demonstration. 

In  working  out  His  plan  of  transfor- 
mation, the  Lord  always  has  an  object  in 
mind,  and  that  is  service  for  His  king- 
dom. "Holiness  is  wholeness,"  says  Dr. 
Stuart  Holden,  "and  wholeness  is  usablc- 
ness.  Any  holiness  which  merely  begins 
and  ends  with  myself,  which  has  no  issue 
in  sacrifice  and  service  for  the  salvation 
and  blessing  of  others  is  little  more  than 
refined  selfishness,  and  has  absolutely 
nothing  in  common  with  the  holy  life  to 
which  God  summons  His  people." 

The  work  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  moulding, 
fashioning,  humbling,  transforming  and 
transfiguring,  as  He  imparts  to  us  the 
holiness  of  Christ,  is  all  with  a  view  to 
our  becoming  clean  channels  through 
which  His  grace  can  flow  to  the  world. 

Demonstration  then  is  to  be  the  pro- 
duct, the  inevitable  outcome  of  separation 
and   transformation. 

Astronomers  tell  us  that  one  of  the 
most  interesting  discoveries  made  by  them 
was  that  of  the  planet  Neptune.  Uranus 
was  discovered  in  1781  by  Herschel  but 
it  was  not  until  1846  that  Le  Verrier  and 
Adams,  working  independently,  found 
Neptune.  They  noticed  that  the  orbit  of 
(Continued,  on  page  32) 
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Heaven  As  Bob  Taylor  Dreamed  It 

The  following  was  written  by  the  late 
Robert  L.  Taylor  and  is  preserved  as  a 
gem  of  his  master  oratorical  productions: 

"What  heaven  is,  I  know  not;  but  1 
have  long  dreamed  of  its  purple  hills  and 
its  fields  of  light  blossoming  with  im- 
mortal beauty,  of  its  brooks  of  laughter, 
and  its  rivers  of  song  and  its  palace  of 
eternal  love.  I  have  long  dreamed  that 
every  bird  which  sings  its  life  out  here, 
may  sing  forever  there  in  the  tree  of  life 
and  every  consecrated  soul  that  suffers 
here  may  rest  among  its  flowers,  and  live 
and  love  forever.  I  long  have  dreamed  of 
opal  towers  and  burnished  domes;  but 
what  care  I  for  gates  of  pearls  or  streets  of 
gold,  I  can  meet  the  loved  ones  who  have 
blessed  me  here,  and  see  the  glorified  faces 
of  father  and  mother  and  the  boy  broth- 
er who  died  among  the  bursting  buds  of 
hope,  and  take  in  my  arms  again,  my 
baby  who  fell  asleep  ere  her  little  tongue 
had  learned  to  lisp  'Our  Father  who  art 
in  heaven.'  What  care  I  for  crown  of  stars 
and  harp  of  gold,  if  I  can  love  and  laugh 
and  sing  with  them  forever  in  the  smile 
of  my  Savior  and  my  God." — Sent  in  by 
W.  G.  Rankin. 

Our   Lord's   Mother — But 

A  Romanist  soldier  was  lying  wounded 
in  France,  when  a  chaplain  went  near 
him,  and  the  wounded  man  said,  "I  don't 
want  you — you  don't  believe  in  'Our 
Mother.'  "  Said  the  chaplain,  "We  respect 
Mary  as  the  mother  of  our  Lord,  but  you 
look  as  if  you  need  the  doctor."  "Yes," 
said  the  man.  The  chaplain  answered, 
"Will  you  have  the  doctor,  or  the  doc- 
tor's mother?"  We  need  Jesus  Christ,  the 
great  Physician,  more  than  His  mother. 
— The  Christian  Herald. 

Sousa's    Favorite    Story 

He  was  sitting  in  his  hotel  room  one 
summer  evening  when  he  heard  a  hand 
organ  on  the  street  just  below  his  win- 
dow. It  was  playing  his  favorite  march, 
"The  Stars  and  Stripes  Forever."  But  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  slowly  dragged 
from  the  organ  enraged  him.  Finally  he 
could  stand  it  no  longer  and  dashed  to 
the  street. 

"Here,  here,"  he  called  to  the  sleepy, 
lazy  grinder,  "that  is  no  way  to  play  that 
march!" 

He  seized  the  handle  of  the  organ  and 
began  whirling  it  vigorously.  The  old 
martial  spirit  surged  into  the  music. 

The  vender  of  airs  bowed     low     and, 


smiled. 

The  next  night  Sousa  heard  the  organ 
again.  This  time  the  tune  was  crashing 
out  in  the  right  tempo.  He  looked  out  of 
his  window,  mildly  amused,  but  to  his 
surprise  saw  a  great  crowd  had  gathered 
around  the  fast-grinding  player.  He  went 
down  again  to  see  what  it  was  all  about. 
He  quickly  saw.  Over  the  organ  the 
grinder  had  his  name  on  a  large  card  and 
under  it  in  equally  big  letters  had  been 
added; 

"Pupil  of  John  Philip  Sousa." 
Friend,  does  your  life  speak  to  others 
the  fact  that  you  have  been  with  Christ 
and  learned  of  Him?' — Selected. 

A  Good  Reason 

Hilda  Richmond 
A  freckled  youth  asked  for  a  certain 
kind  of  starch  in  a  grocery  store  and  was 
informed  that  they  were  temporarily  out 
of  that  brand  and  then  presented  some- 
thing just  as  good.  As  only  a  small  pack- 
age was  wanted  and  it  was  a  busy  day  the 
boy's  anxiety  for  that  particular  kind 
seemed  needless.  In  the  storeroom  was  a 
box  unopened,  but  the  clerk  was  inclined 
to  argue  that  something  just  as  good 
would  do  until  the  box  could  be  un- 
packed, so  he  asked  the  thirteen-year-old 
just  why  nothing  else  would  do. 

The  boy  explained  that  when  he  was  at 
home  he   lived   in   the   town   where   that 
starch  was  manufactured,  and  he  worked 
for  the  firm,  so  he  was  anxious  to  help 
them  along.  The  proprietor  of  the  grocery 
said  that  the  box  would     be  opened     to 
gratify  the  boy,  no  matter  how  busy  they 
were.  "A  very  good  reason  for  wanting 
that  particular  kind,"  said  the  owner  of 
the  store.   "I  wish  all  our  workers  were 
that   loyal   to  us.   Hang   to  that   notion, 
my  lad,  and  you  will  not  always  be  a  mes- 
senger boy  in  that  big  plant,  I'm  sure." 
So  the  boy  with      the     sprinkling     of 
freckles   went   back   to   the   home   where 
he  was  visiting  radiantly  happy  and  sat- 
isfied. He  had  not  only  gained  his  point 
and  helped  his  employer,     but  had  been 
praised    for   an   old-fashioned    virtue   in- 
stead of  being  laughed  at  for  a  foolish  no- 
tion.  And   if   that   boy  carries   that   idea 
through  life  it  is  not  hard  to  believe  that 
the  grocer's  prophecy  about  him  will  be 
fulfilled.  And  if  he  carries  that  principle 
into  the  spiritual  realm  of  his  being  he 
will  be  a  good  soldier  of  Jesus  Christ  in  a 
day  when  loyal  soldiers  are  greatly  needed. 
. — Youth's  Comrade. 


Not  Lost 

A  little  girl,  whose  baby  brother  had 
just  died,  asked  her  mother  where  baby 
was  gone.  The  mother  said,  "Oh,  to  be 
with  Jesus."  A  few  days  after,  a  friend  of 
the  mother's  called,  and  the  mother  said  to 
the  friend,  "Oh,  I  am  so  grieved  to  have 
lost  my  baby."  The  little  girl  looked  up 
into  her  mother's  face,  which  was  wet 
with  tears,  and  asked,  "Mother,  is  a  thing 
lost  when  you  know  where  it  is?"  "No, 
of  course  not,  dear."  "Well,  Mother,  you 
told  me  that  baby  had  gone  to  be  with 
Jesus;  how  then  can  he  be  lost?" — The 
Sunday  School  Times. 

They  Loved  Him  Utterly 

A  celebrated  Japanese  statesman  once 
said,  "We  do  not  worship  our  emperor, 
we  only  love  him  utterly.  The  command- 
er before  Port  Arthur  one  day  called  for 
volunteers  to  cut  the  barbed  wire  entan- 
glements. 'You  will  never  come  back,'  he 
said.  'Nor  can  you  carry  a  gun.  You  will 
take  your  place  and  cut  one  or  two  wires 
and  fall  dead.  Another  will  take  your 
place  and  cut  one  or  two  wires  more.  But 
you  will  know  that  upon  your  dead  bodies 
the  armies  of  your  emperor  will  march  to 
victory.'  Whole  regiments  volunteered  for 
these  'sure  death'  parties.  If  you  Christians 
loved  your  God  as  we  love  our  emperor, 
you  would  have  long  since  taken  the 
world  for  Him." — Herald  of  Light. 

Don't  Let  Me  Go  Back  Empty 

Robert  Moffat,  the  great  missionary  to 
Africa,  once  told  this  story: 

"Not  long  ago  a  woman  came  to  me 
after  having  walked  fifteen  miles,  and 
said  that  she  wished  for  a  New  Testa- 
ment. I  said  to  her: 

"  'My  good  woman,  there  is  not  a  copy 
to  be  had.' 

"  'What!  Must  I  return  empty  hand- 
ed?' 

"  'I  fear  you  must.' 

"  'Oh,'  she  said,  'I  borrowed  a  copy 
once,  but  the  owner  came  and  took  it 
away,  and  now  I  sit  with  my  family, 
sorrowful,  because  we  have  no  Book  to 
talk  to  us.  Now  we  are  far  from  anyone 
else.  We  are  living  at  a  cattle  outpost, 
with  no  one  to  teach  us  but  the  Book. 
Oh,  go  and  try  to  find  a  Book!  Oh,  go 
and  try  to  find  a  Book!  Oh,  my  brother, 
do  go  and  try  to  find  a  Book  for  me! 
Surely  there  is  one  to  be  found.  Do  not 
let  me  go  back  empty.' 

"I  felt  deeply  for  her,  for  she  spoke  so 
earnestly,  and  I  said:  'Wait  a  little,  and 
I  will  see  what  I  can  do.' 

"I  searched  here  and  there  and  at  last 
found  a  copy  and  brought  it  to  the  good 
woman.  Oh,  if  you  could  have  seen  how 
her  eyes  brightened,  how  she  clasped  my 
hands  and  kissed  them  over  and  over 
again.  Away  she  went  with  the  Book,  re- 
joicing, with  a  heart  overflowing  with 
gratitude." — Missionary  News, 
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On  The  Wings  of  Memory 


Miss  Kittie  L.  Brackett 

(This   poem   is   dedicated   to  my  invalid  sister,   Mrs.     W.    G.     Rankin, 
Okla.,    and    all    other   shut-in    mothers.) 


Edmond, 


There  hangs  on  the  ivalls  of  memory 
A  scene  of  my  childhood  days; 

Whenever  I'm  sad  or  lonely, 
On  this  beautiful  scene  1  gaze. 

In  fancy,  I  see  a  cottage 

Unpainted,  and  bare,  and  old, 

With  chinks,  where  the  winds  of  winter 
Come  whistling  in,  chill  and  cold. 

And  next,  there  appears,  in  fancy, 
A  roam,  in  that  cottage  small — 

A  room,  which  is  bleak  and  dingy, 

With  broken,  and  smoke-stained  walls. 

But  there,  in  the  midst  of  the  picture, 

I  see,  in  a  big  wheel -chair, 
A  lady  so  sweet  and  smiling, 

That  she  seems  like  a  misfit  there. 

Around  her,  I  see  the  faces 

Of  neighbors,  who've  gathered  there — 
Of  laughing  and  happy  children, 

Of  women,  about  to  prepare 

The  food  they  have  brought;  and  later 

Around  the  table,  I  see 
The  happy  and  smiling  faces 

Of  that  little  company. 

For  ne'er  came  a  day  of  feasting, 
That  the  people,  young  and  old, 


Did  not  vote  to  go  and  spend  it 
In  that  cottage,  bleak  and  cold. 

And  ne'er  was  a  person  troubled, 
Or  saddened  by  grief  or  pain, 

But  a  visit  to  that  cottage 

Would  gladden  his  heart  again. 

For  her  smile  made  us  all  feel  happy; 

It  brightened  up  the  gloom; 
'Twas  like  a  ray  of  sunlight 

In  that  dark  and  dismal  room; 

Of  the  many  hearts  it  gladdened, 
I  can't  tell,  or  even  begin: 

But  that  smile  was  just  the  reflection 
Of  her  happy  heart  within: 

And  nothing  of  pain  or  sorrow 
Could  ever  its  brightness  dim — 

For  it  came  from  blessed  communion, 
And   companionship  with  Him. 

And  still  on  the  wings  of  mem'ry, 

I  go,  as  in  days  of  old, 
Whenever  I'm   sad  or  lonely, 

To  that  cottage,  bleak  and  cold. 

And  still,  my  heart  is  lightened 
As  I  gaze  on  that  face  the  while, 

For  I  see  the  love  of  the  Savior 
Reflected  in  that  smile. 


MOTHER'S  PRAYERS 

Mrs.  Audre  Pitts 

Gerald  Thorne  was  a  young  radio  an- 
nouncer. Only  lately  he  had  been  given 
the  task  of  announcing  for  the  Gospel 
Trio  which  broadcasted  over  that  station 
each  morning. 

"Great  stuff — a  fellow  like  me  an- 
nouncing for  a  gospel  trio,"  he  mused  to 
himself  when  the  task  was  assigned.  He 
thought  of  his  mother.  She'd  like  it. 
She  was  a  wonderful  Christian  woman 
and  had  been  praying  for  years  for  her 
son.  But  religion  wasn't  for  him,  he  had 
often  told  himself.  It  was  all  right  for 
women  and  softies  and  perhaps,  too,  for 
poor,  uneducated  men  who  could  not  sup- 
port themselves  and  their  families  and 
had  to  depend  on  the  Lord  to  do  it  for 
them.  But  he  had  greater  ambitions  and 
could  not  handicap  himself  with  religion. 

He  knew  the  boys  in  the  trio  only 
slightly.  Their  programs  were  a  compar- 
atively new  feature  from  that  station. 
But  they  seemed  like  fine,  manly  fellows 
and  he  couldn't  help  wondering  why  they 
should  be  content  to  spend  their  lives 
just  singing  gospel  songs  and  preaching. 
Often  they  were  in  evangelistic  work — 
singing  from  the  station  in  the  morning 
and  holding  services  in  surrounding 
churches  in  the  evenings.  Well,  he  sup- 


posed it  was  all  right  if  that  was  what 
they  wanted  to  do,  but  he  thought  he 
could  find  other  ways  to  spend  his  eve- 
nings. He  would  announce  their  pro- 
grams but  it  would  end  there. 

He  found  upon  closer  acquaintance 
with  the  young  men  of  the  trio  that  they 
were  indeed  fine  fellows —  nothing  softie 
about  them,  he  had  to  admit.  As  their 
work  brought  them  into  more  of  a  fel- 
lowship he  found  his  admiration  for  them 
steadily  growing;  and  as  he  listened  to 
their  songs  each  morning  he  found  him- 
self wondering  a  little.  Maybe — just  may- 
be— there  was  really  something  to  this 
Christianity  business  after  all.  Maybe  that 
was  why  his  mother  had  always  been  so 
in  earnest  about  it  all;  why  she  had  al- 
ways been  so  anxious  for  him  to  become 
a  Christian;  why  he  had  heard  her  pray- 
ing in  her  room  nights  when  he  had  been 
at  home.  He  had  known  that  those 
prayers  were  for  him,  but  somehow  he 
hadn't  really  seen  the  need  of  it.  He  was 
a  clean,  moral,  honest  young  man.  He 
wouldn't  harm  any  one.  But  as  he  heard 
the  trio  day  after  day  singing  "The  Old 
Account  Was  Settled  Long  Ago"  or 
"Take  Up  Thy  Cross  and  Follow  Me"  he 
became  aware  of  a  vague  uneasiness. 

He  tried  to  pass  it  off  by  analyzing  it 
as  homesickness.  Hearing  all  the  old  songs 
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his  mother  used  to  sing  around  the  home 
made  him  homesick  to  see  her,  he  rea- 
soned, so  he  wrote  long  letters  to  her;  and 
when  that  failed  to  satisfy,  he  decided 
that  he  hadn't  been  going  about  enough. 
He  was  getting  restive  from  lack  of  rec- 
reation. So  then  every  evening  found  him 
at  the  movies,  the  dance,  or  some  other 
place  of  amusement.  That,  too,  failed  to 
ease  his  growing  unrest.  It  was  not  exact- 
ly soothing  to  come  to  the  studio  after  a 
night  spent  in  such  places  and  listen  to 
gospel  songs.  At  last  he  came  to  the  con- 
clusion that  it  must  be  some  physical  con- 
dition. Some  unknown  ailment  must  be 
affecting  his  nerves.  So  he  went  to  see  a 
doctor. 

The  doctor  shrugged  after  having  giv- 
en him  a  thorough  examination.  "Noth- 
ing wrong  that  I  can  see,"  he  said,  "ex- 
cept that  it's  evident  you've  been  smok- 
ing too  much  and  not  getting  enough 
rest.  Better  cut  out  the  smokes  and  get 
more  sleep." 

Gerald  left  the  doctor's  office  in  more 
of  a  quandary  than  before.  Get  more 
sleep — if  the  doctor  only  knew  that  ev- 
ery time  he  closed  his  eyes  he  could  see  his 
mother,  and  that  even  the  blare  of  a  jazz 
orchestra  at  a  dance  couldn't  drown  out 
the  sound  in  his  ears  of  her  voice  lifted 
in  prayer  for  "Jerry."  "Cut  out  the 
smokes" — when  it  was  the  only  thing 
that  steadied  his  nerves  for  a  moment. 

If  he  could  only  get  away  somewhere. 
But  that  was  impossible.  He  had  his  job 
here  and  couldn't  go.  He  thought  about 
asking  to  be  released  from  announcing  for 
the  trio.  But  if  he  did  the  manager  would 
want  to  know  why.  And  he  couldn't  tell 
him  that  he  was  getting  all  nervous  ana 
upset  from  listening  to  the  trio  sing 
their  hymns.  No,  he  could  not  do  that  but 
what  could  he  do? 

That  evening  the  boys  asked  him  to  go 
with  them  to  their  meeting.  They  had 
asked  him  at  other  times  but  he  had  al- 
ways refused.  However  this  time  he  con- 
sented to  go.  It  couldn't  make  him  feel 
any  worse  he  was  sure,  and  it  would  please 
his  mother  if  she  knew  it.  She  had  been 
so  pleased  when  he  had  written  her  that 
he  was  announcing  on  the  gospel  program 
and  wrote  that  she  always  listened  in. 
Gerald  read  between  the  lines  and  thought 
it  probable  that  she  sat  there  praying  for 
him  as  she  listened. 

He  had  never  heard  the  boys  preach 
before  but  as  Tom,  the  youngest  of  the 
trio,  brought  the  message  that  evening 
he  realized  that  here  was  a  fellow  who 
knew  what  he  was  talking  about.  Al- 
though the  gospel  message  was  simple,  it 
was  delivered  with  a  fire  and  fervor  that 
burned  its  way  into  his  heart  as  he  sat 
listening.  And,  listening,  he  at  last  ac- 
knowledged what  had  been  the  matter 
with  him.  It  hadn't  been  homesickness, 
(C^rrtinued  on.  page  33) 
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The  writer's  apology:  (This  article  is 
not  intended  for  fact,  but  is  a  result  of 
the  writer's  imagination  and  love  for  our 
Bible  School.  Though  it  may  seem  fan- 
tastic and  elaborate,  search  for  its  truths 
and  not  for  its  flaws;  for  perhaps  we  were 
so  visited — who  knows?) 

The  solitary  Figure  pauses  beside  the 
river  and  rubs  His  hand  across  His 
troubled  brow.  He  places  His  hand 
against  the  rough,  gnarled  trunk  of  a 
tree,  and  rests  in  the  moonlight,  pensive- 
ly looking  into  the  water. 

From  the  lofty  peaks  of  near-by  moun- 
tains there  blows  a  soft  breeze  of  budding 
spring,  driving  before  it  thin  white  clouds 
of  early  night.  The  moon  and  stars  are 
often  hidden  from  view  as  they  dip  them- 
selves in  the  soft  clouds  gliding  silently 
through  the  heavens.  When  they  are  again 
seen,  they  sparkle  and  glitter  anew, 
quaintly  studding  the  light  blue  sky. 

The  water  of  the  woodland  river  glis- 
tens in  the  moonlight  like  some  highly 
polished  gem  as  it  courses  from  the 
mighty  mountains  through  the  wooded 
valleys  and  plains.  Over  the  rocks,  whis- 
pering and  murmuring,  it  winds  its  way 
through  the  night. 

The  banks  that  border  the  river  are 
cool,  and  carpeted  with  grass  that  teems 
with  new  spring.  Along  the  banks  grow 
budding  trees,  thrusting  their  fibrous 
roots  into  the  rushing  waters  and  lifting 
their  leafy  boughs  in  a  sacred  awe  to  the 
God  of  nature.  As  the  wind  blows 
through  them  they  sway  and  dance,  sigh 
and  whisper  a  melodious  tune  of  new- 
born spring. 

Since  the  blushing  sun  hid  its  face  be- 
neath the  rugged  rim  of  the  blue  horizon, 
a  great  sacred  silence  has  gripped  the 
countryside.  Since  the  birds  hushed  their 
symphony  of  twittering  song,  to  steal 
away  to  their  nests,  a  heavenly,  reverent 
air  has  enshrouded  the  land.  Even  the  soft 
wind  is  a  breath  of  celestial  perfumes. 
The  twinkling  stars  say,  "Glory,  glory," 
and  the  waters  proclaim,  "Holy  peace." 
Mother  Nature,  in  her  fullest,  yields  to 
this  strange,  exotic  atmosphere  of  glory, 
which  is  created  by  the  Figure  at  the  riv- 
er's edge. 

This  silent  Figure  turns  from  the  riv- 
erside and  continues  His  journey.  He  fol- 
lows the  route  of  the  river  a  few  rods  to 
a  large  plain  of  new-tilled  earth,  and 
pauses  once  more  to  survey  His  surround- 
ings. 

For  many  acres  the  tilled  valley  lies 
before  Him,  bordered  by  hills  and  trees 
which  are  silhouetted  against  the  moon- 
lit sky.  Far  across  the  terrace,  standing 
nobly  on  a  hill,  there  rises     a     majestic 


structure — as  valiant  as  some  medieval 
castle  that  weathered  the  assaults  of  ene- 
my knights,  yet  missioned  forth  gallant 
horsemen  and  swordsmen  who  conquered 
all  adversaries. 

Resplendent  in  the  moonlight,  the  sil- 
ver steeple  towers  heavenward,  like  a 
sentinel,  guarding  the  bulk  of  the  build- 
ing. Many  lights  shine  from  within,  in- 
dicating bustling  life  inside.  Lights,  too, 
shine  from  the  two  neighboring  struc- 
tures of  less  significance,  which  border 
the  central  citadel. 

The  anxious-faced  Figure  starts  slow- 
ly toward  the  dominant  structures.  He 
straightly    plods    His    weary    way    across 
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the  terraced  plain,  as  the  breeze  plays  His 
cloak  about  Him  and  the  clods  crumble 
under  His  sandaled  feet. 

While  He  crosses  the  field  and  ap- 
proaches the  brave  structural  trio,  soft 
music  drifts  from  the  central  building  in- 
to the  night.  Softly  and  slowly  a  band  of 
excellent  musicians  create  a  whisper  of 
heaven's  music.  Like  a  pent-up  flood  it 
swells  out  through  the  soft  spring  air, 
then  recedes  into  continued  softness. 
Passing  on,  the  figure  hears  some  remote 
quartet  as  it  sings  in  practice.  The  har- 
mony is  without  flaw,  and  the  music  an 
impartation  from  heaven  as  the  voices 
blend  indistinguishably. 

He  walks  around  the  large  brick  build- 
ing, past  four  majestic  white  columns, 
and  peers  through  a  lighted  window.  In 
the  room,  at  a  large  oaken  desk,  sits  a 
kind<-faced  man  of  middle-age.  The  locks 
that  fall  on  his  forehead  are  streaked  with 
grey,  and  the  stern  lines  that  mark  his 
round  face  denote  years  of  patient  work, 
and  a  firm  determination.     His  makeup 


is  that  of  a  staunch  skipper  that  has 
brought  his  schooner  through  many  a 
rough,  wintry  blast  and  is  not  afraid  of 
those  to  come. 

A  transient  smile  brushes  across  the 
lips  of  the  Visitor  as  He  leaves  the  win- 
dow and  walks  across  the  grassy  lawn  to 
the  southeastern  building.  He  goes  to  a 
lighted  window  of  the  brick  structure 
and  peers  into  it. 

Sitting  on  the  bed  of  the  small  room 
are  two  girls,  side  by  side.  Their  cheeks 
are  wet  with  tears  that  have  streamed 
from  their  eyes.  One  girl  puts  her  arm 
about  the  other  in  an  embrace  of  love  as 
she  listens  to  a  narrative  of  immediate 
and  personal  pathos.  Then  she  offers 
words  of  sympathy  and  encouragement. 
She  advises  and  encourages  her  doleful 
companion  not  to  be  despondent.  To- 
gether, they  talk  and  cry — expressing 
love  that  is  divinely  incarnated.  The 
grieved  one  buries  her  face  on  the  bosom 
of  her  friend  and  jerks  with  convulsive 
sobs  while  the  friend  lovingly  embraces 
her.  She  lifts  her  tearful  eyes  toward 
heaven  in  a  silent  prayer  for  comfort  and 
cheer. 

Quietly  the  Visitor  steps  from  the  win- 
dow and  treads  the  grassy  lawn  past  sev- 
eral windows,  looking  in  each.  From  one 
that  is  dark  a  girl's  prayer  greets  His 
ears — a  humble,  heartfelt  plea  for  a 
blessing.  His  microscopic  sight  penetrates 
the  darkness  and  sees  a  young  girl  kneel- 
ing at  her  bedside,  her  face  turned  to 
heaven  in  faithful,  persevering  prayer. 

Then  He  goes  on  to  other  windows, 
and  sees  diligent  study,  Bible  searching, 
and  other  spiritual  activities.  He  hears 
singing  of  hymns  and  utterances  of 
prayer.  Through  one  window  He  sees .  a 
girl  solemnly  mend  a  threadbare  garment. 
The  clothing  she  wears  is  frayed  and  thin 
— showing  months  of  constant  wear.  The 
girl  is  clean  and  neat,  her  clothing  fresh- 
ly laundered  and  ironed,  for  she  is  a  per- 
son to  conceal  her  poverty  rather  than 
flaunt  it  for  sympathy.  Though  her  room 
is  lightly  furnished,  the  dominant  object 
is  a  motto:  "Jesus  Will  Supply  My 
Needs."  Destitution  does  not  waver  her 
faith;  for  as  she  hums  a  song  of  praise, 
she  realizes  God  will  provide. 

Carefully  the  Visitor  continues  His  in- 
spection. When  His  circuit  of  the  build- 
ing is  completed,  He  again  goes  past  the 
central  structure,  and  the  stately  col- 
umns, to  the  third  of  the  group.  Ap- 
proaching it,  the  music  of  a  piano  meets 
His  ears,  and  He  quickens  His  steps.  With 
the  soft  music  filling  His  ears,  He  begins 
His  survey  of  the  third  building. 

The  Visitor  sees  many  boys  in  acts  of 
piety  and  preparation  for  the  summer.  In 
one  room  a  group  of  boys  is  gathered  with 
their  instruments,  making  music  for  the 
glory  of  God.  There  are  no  sad  counte- 
( Continued  on  page  25) 
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Rev.  and  Mrs.  Hoyle  L.  Case 

Letter  From   India 

Written  Feb.   2,   1940. 

Warmest  Christian  greetings  to  the  Y.  P. 

E.  at  Cleveland,  Term.: 

We  trust  you  will  not  object  to  a  few 
lines  from  us,  for  we  know  you  have 
been  laboring  with  us  in  prayer  for  this 
work  and  we  want  you  to  know  we 
greatly  appreciate  it.  By  the  grace  of  God 
and  the  support  of  your  prayers,  we  are 
still  in  a  vigorous  and  victorious  battle 
against  the  enemy  of  righteousness  in 
this  heathen  land.  Each  victory  prepares 
us  for  a  greater  battle  just  ahead,  but  we 
know  that  final  victory  is  ours  through 
the  victorious  name  of  Christ  our  Lord. 
We  are  looking  forward  to  that  time,  not 
far  away,  when  the  harvest  shall  be  gath- 
ered and  we  shall  be  able  to  lay  some 
sheaves  at  His  precious  feet. 

It  is  now  eight  months  ago  since  we 
moved  to  ourselves  here  in  North  Trav- 
ancore  to  evangelize  in  this  district  and 
encourage  the  several  believers  in  the  sta- 
tions already  established  by  Brother  Cook 
in  these  parts.  We  praise  God  for  the  in- 
crease He  has  given  us  for  our  labors  dur- 
ing this  short  time.  We  have  baptized 
several  new  converts  in  water  and  some 
have  received  the  Holy  Ghost.  God  has 
given  us  three  new  stations  which  are 
progressing     nicely.      We  have  had  two 


weeks  of  Bible  study  here  in  Muvatupu- 
zha,  visited  all  the  old  stations  at  least 
once  and  some  several  times,  held  wom- 
en's meetings,  and  encouraged  the  Sun- 
day School  work,  conducted  a  two  weeks' 
convention  in  Madras,  the  third  largest 
city  in  India,  also  one  week  in  Madura, 
the  city  of  temples,  and  several  villages 
out  from  there.  For  the  past  two  months 
local  conventions  in  the  various  districts 
of  our  work  all  over  Travancore  have 
been  held.  In  Brother  Cook's  absence,  at 
his  request,  the  preaching  in  these  con- 
ventions rested  upon  Hoyle,  so  he  has 
spent  from  Thursday  through  Sunday  of 
every  week  in  a  district  convention  in 
various  parts  of  Travancore.  We  have 
just  returned  from  our  annual  convention 
which  is  to  these  people  what  the  Gen- 
eral Assembly  is  to  you  (or  us,  should  we 
say?).  We  just  wish  you  could  have 
attended  that  convention.  Surely  with 
amazement  you  would  have  beheld  that 
vast  audience,  all  seated  on  the  ground, 
singing,  clapping  their  hands,  and  rejoic- 
ing in  the  Lord,  their  faces  aglow  with 
His  presence.  At  several  of  the  services 
there  were  between  8,000  and  10,000 
people  present.  There  was  splendid  order 
without  the  help  of  even  one  policeman, 
though  we  are  sure  many  in  the  back  did 
not  hear  because  we  had  no  amplifier.  In 
addition  to  all  the  field  work,  we  have 
been  very  busy  at  home  putting  as  much 
time  as  possible  into  language  study,  and 
God  has  blessed  us  with  some  knowledge 
of  it,  so  that  we  can  understand  some 
what  the  people  say  and  talk  a  little  to 
them. 

Next  week  the  North  Travancore 
district  convention  will  be  held  here  and 
this  will  end  the  conventions  for  this  sea- 
son. Our  hottest  season  is  from  March  to 
June,  but  even  now  the  heat  is  terrific, 
but  praise  God,  He  is  giving  us  strength 
to  perform  our  duties  (which  we  regard 
as  happy  privileges)  even  in  this  difficult 
climate. 

Perhaps  you  do  not  know  that  the  larg- 
est percentage  of  Christians  in  India  live 
in  Travancore.  Even  so,  many  villages 
are  purely  heathen.  However,  we  live 
in  a  Christian  community,  three  different 
Christian  churches  right  at  our  door,  but 
with  a  Mohammedan  family  on  one  side 
of  us  and  a  Hindu  family  on  the  other 
side!  Of  course,  there  is  plenty  of  work 
to  be  done  among  these  nominal  Chris- 
tians, showing  them  the  need  of  a  "born 
again"  experience,  a  real  change  of  heart 
and  not  mere  confession  with  the  lips, 
and  then  the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
But  there's  a  call  ringing  louder  in  our 


hearts  and  the  burden  grows  heavier  for 
those  villagers  yet  without  having  heard 
the  name  of  Jesus.  A  few  of  these  have 
been  reached  this  year,  but  if  the  Lord 
tarries,  by  this  time  next  year  we  hope 
to  see  a  far  greater  number  of  them  res- 
cued, redeemed,  and  rejoicing  in  Him, 
We  are  planning  to  go  out  into  the  vil- 
lages and  live  with  the  people  for  a  week 
or  two  at  a  time,  doing  open  air  preach- 
ing, personal  work,  distributing  gospels 
and  tracts,  and  visiting  in  the  name  of 
Jesus  every  Hindu  and  Mohammedan 
home  into  which  we  can  gain  entrance. 
As  soon  as  the  Lord  opens  the  way,  we 
are  ready  to  go  into  this  work.  So  this  is 
our  special  request  for  your  prayers. 

Please  accept  our  heartfelt  thanks  for 
the  liberal  offering  you  sent  us,  also  for 
your  kind  thoughts  of  us  and  your  ear- 
nest and  continued  prayers.  We  want 
you  to  rejoice  with  us  in  the  victories 
won,  accomplishments  attained  in  which 
you  share  a  great  part.  Fail  us  not;  be 
not  weary  in  well  doing,  but  continue 
to  labor  on  with  us  that  the  harvest  may 
be  plenteous  and  your  reward  full  when 
we  stand  before  our  soon-coming  King. 
— Yours  laboring  for  the  salvation  of  the 
lost  in  India,  Hoyle  and  Mildred  Case, 
Muvatupuzha,   Travancore,   South  India. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  church  at  Salem  had  an  all-day 
service  and  Y.P.E.  rally  on  the  evening 
of  January  2  5. 

Brother  J.  B.  Camp,  our  state  overseer, 
preached  us  a  wonderful  sermon  for  the 
young  people.  The  Lord  blessed  in  a  won- 
derful way,  one  was  saved  and  one  re- 
claimed. 

Salem  church  won  the  district  banner 
both  for  December  and  January. 

We  thank  the  Lord  for  our  young  pas- 
tor, Brother  Oscar  Backman,  and  his 
precious  wife. 

The  church  here  at  Salem,  young  and 
old,  appreciates  the  Lighted  Pathway 
very  much  and  can  hardly  wait  from 
one  month  to  another  to  get  it. 

Please  pray  for  us  that  souls  will  be 
saved. — Burnice    Lee,    Salem,    Oregon. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  We,  the 
Church  of  God  at  Linton,  Ind.,  are  very 
happy  for  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  the 
good  that  it  is  doing  for  our  young  peo- 
ple. There  is  a  great  interest  shown  by 
those  who  read  it. 

We  have  a  wonderful  Young  People's 
Endeavor  here  and  the  Lord  blesses  us  in 
every  service. — R.  J.  Staats,  overseer  of 
Indiana. 


NOTE:  We  are  having  thirty  thousand 
papers  of  the  Mother's  Day  issue  pub- 
lished. Double  your  order  and  help  us 
place  these  where  they  will  do  the  most 
good. 


May,  1940 
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Dear  Lighted  Pathway  Readers: 

It  has  been  a  long  time  since  I  have 
written  to  you.  We  are  now  near  Moth- 
er's Day.  I  wonder  how  many  of  us  really 
appreciate  mother  as  we  should.  I  am  sure 
that  she  fills  a  valuable  place  in  the  home. 

I  want  to  tell  you  just  a  few  words 
about  our  Y.P.E.  in  Cambridge.  Many  of 
us  still  have  mother  with  us,  but  so  many 
do  not,  so  for  the  past  few  years  we  have 
on  Mother's  Day  given  our  pastor's  wife 
a  shower.  It  makes  her  so  happy  because 
oftentimes  she  is  many  hundreds  of  miles 
away  from  her  own  mother,  even  though 
she  still  lives.  I  think  that  this  is  a  good 
plan  to  follow.  We  give  her  the  same 
kind  of  gifts  as  one  would  give  his  own 
mother. 

I  want  to  see  the  Y.P.E.  in  Cambridge 
grow  and  take  on  new  life  till  the  young 
people  who  come  in  our  midst  can  see 
Jesus  and  want  Him  too.  Pray  for  us  that 
we  will  do  more  for  Jesus. — Yours  in  His 
name,   Margaret  Lewis,   Cambridge,   Md. 

Note:  This  is  a  good  idea  Margaret, 
and  we  hope  many  of  our  pastors'  wives 
will  be  remembered  in  this  way. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  precious  name  of  our 
Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ  and  in  the 
fellowship  of  the  great  Church  of  God. 

Just  a  few  lines  to  report  victory  in 
our  Y.P.E.  work  in  the  state  of  Idaho. 
Last  Friday  night  we  had  our  first  Y.P.E. 
state  rally  which  was  truly  a  success. 
Each  church  had  its  part  in  it,  some  had 
short  plays,  others  special  songs,  sermon- 
ettes,   testimonies   and   poems. 

Our  young  people  of  Winchester  gave 
a  missionary  play  and  a  good  missionary 
offering  was  taken.  Truly  God  was  with 
us  even  from  the  very  beginning  and  the 
Holy  Ghost  was  manifest  in  a  precious 
way.  One  soul  was  saved. 

We  truly  praise  God  for  our  precious 
state  superintendent,  Sister  Francis  Dek- 
le.  God  was  truly  good  to  send  her  to  this 
needy  Northwest.  We  just  pray  God  will 
raise  up  many  more  consecrated  young 
people  to  proclaim  the  unsearchable  rich- 
es of  Christ  in  this  territory.  This  cer- 
tainly is  an  exceptionally  needy  field. 

Pray  for  us  that  God  will  have  His 
way  in  our  Y.P.E.  and  that  through  it 
many  young  people  in  this  great  North- 
west will  find  their  way  to  the  foot  of 
the  cross. — Mrs.  Mildred  Ellsworth,  Win- 
chester, Ida. 

Dearest   Sister   Harrison: 

This  morning  my  heart  is  full  of  joy 
thinking  of  only     a     few  days  until  we 


celebrate  one  of  the  most  beautiful  days 
of  the  year,  that  is,  Mother's  Day.  I  look 
forward  to  this  day  because  we  should 
celebrate  it  with  love  from  our  hearts. 
These  dear  old  grey-haired  mothers  need 
a  day  of  appreciation  and  a  beautiful 
bunch  of  flowers. 

Each  day  I  come  in  contact  with  these 
beautiful  old  tottering  mothers  as  they 
come  in  our  grocery  store.  Some  stop  for 
a  chat.  I  hear  them  tell  of  the  worries 
their  boys  and  girls  are  causing  them. 
Some  speak  happy  because  their  children 
are  making  a  high  goal  in  life. 

I  am  made  to  appreciate  my  own  pre- 
cious mother  more  than  I  ever  did  by  the 
Editor's  message  in  last  year's  Mother's 
Day  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  am 
very  thankful  she  is  with  me  another 
Mother's  Day  as  I  see  the  grey  streaks 
running  through  her  beautiful  wavy 
hair.  I  think  of  the  sacrifice  she  has  made 
for  me  and  I  highly  admire  her.  She  car- 
ries a  burden  for  her  sons  who  are  lost, 
but  I  believe  mother's  prayers  will  be 
heard. 

We  were  left  alone  with  mother  in 
1932  and  she  didn't  have  sufficient 
funds  to  give  us  the  education  we  want- 
ed, but  she  was  untiring  in  her  efforts  to 
lead  us  right.  I'm  glad  to  say  she  is  not 
a  worldly  mother. — Mrs.  Mary  Ray  Law- 
son,   Townsend,   Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison  and  Young  People 

Everywhere: 

I  am  glad  to  represent  the  Y.P.E.  of 
Sesser,  111.  We  are  just  a  small  group  and 
not  many  are  Christians,  but  you  never 
find  a  group  so  willing  and  ready  to  do 
their  best  when  called  upon.  We  are  glad 
to  report  that  we  are  rising  in  number 
with  a  good  increase.  We  not  only  re- 
ceived the  district  Y.P.E.  banner,  but  also 
the  state  banner  and  Sunday  School  ban- 
ner. We  are  giving  God  the  praise  and  all 
the  glory  and  looking  forward  to  the 
salvation  of  our  young  people  and,  in 
fact,  greater  things  from  Him  in  the  fu- 
ture. 

I  also  want  to  thank  God  for  His  won- 
derful healing  power  I  have  witnessed 
this  month.  I  had  an  attack  of  appendici- 
tis and  the  doctor  said,  "Operate  imme- 
diately." I  had  our  good  pastor  and  wife 
and  several  saints  of  God  to  come  and 
we  prayed  until  God  heard  and  healed.  I 
am  rather  weak  as  yet  but  praise  the 
Lord  His  power  is  yet  the  same,  He's  still 
on  the  throne  and  always  mindful  of  His 
own.  Remember  me  in  your  prayers. — 
Miss  Viola  Loker,  Sesser,  111. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We,  the  young  people  of  Ft.  Worth, 
Tex.,  send  our  greetings  to  you,  and  wish 
to  tell  you  how  much  we  enjoy  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  We  surely  enjoy  read- 
ing the  good  messages  you  write  each 
month.  Please  pray  for  us.  May  God  bless 
you. — Mrs.  R.  A.  Fielden,  Ft.  Worth, 
Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  regular  reader  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  and  enjoy  reading  it  very  much. 
I  wish  that  it  were  possible  that  every 
sinner  in  the  world  could  get  this  fine  pa- 
per in  their  homes.  I  think  it  would 
change  them  from  a  sinner  to  a  child  of 
God.  I  have  been  reading  this  paper  for 
the  last  three  years  and  enjoy  reading  it 
better  every  month. 

The  pages  that  interest  me  most  are 
The  Editor's  Message,  Helps  for  Tempted 
and  Tried  and  the  Inner  Circle  page. 
These  pages  are  real  food  to  my  soul  and 
help  me  from  day  to  day. 

I  praise  the  Lord  for  salvation.  I  want 
to  be  an  instrument  in  God's  hand  so  He 
can  use  me  anywhere.  I  want  to  be  ready 
to  go  when  He  comes.  Pray  for  me  and 
our  Y.  P.  E.  that  God  will  still  continue 
to  bless  us,  and  that  lost  souls  may  seek 
Jesus. 

May  God  bless  you.  —  Mrs.  Louise 
Evans,  Columbus,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  would  like  to  sound  a  note  of  praise 
for  the  greatest  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  rally  we  have  ever  attended,  which 
convened  at  the  Church  of  God  in  Cam- 
den, S.  C,  Sunday,  Feb.  11.  The  reports 
from  every  church  on  the  district 
showed  that  the  young  people  on  the 
Columbia  district  were  really  working  for 
God.  Each  church  had  twenty-five  min- 
utes on  the  program.  Each  church  by 
its  splendid  response  showed  its  work  is 
progressing  under  the  leadership  of 
Brother  Wade,  district  superintendent, 
and  Brother  Carmel  Weed,  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  School  superintendent.  —  Henry 
Brewer,  pastor  at  Camden. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  truly  praise  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  has  been  a  blessing  to  me.  It 
has  been  a  comforter,  help  and  guide.  I 
thank  the  Lord  for  the  Church  of  God 
where  we  can  go  and  worship  our  dear 
Savior. 

I  feel  like  it  will  not  be  long  before 
the  Lord  comes  and,  Christians,  we  must 
work  for  Him  while  we  have  the  chance. 
I  really  praise  the  Lord  for  the  time  He 
saved,  sanctified  and  filled  me  with  the 
Holy  Ghost. 

Jesus  is  our  really  true  friend,  He  will 
be  with  us  through  trials  and  tempta- 
tions and  He  will  never  forsake  or  leave 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Our  %  ffi  S.  <£oets 

In  Memory  of  Our  Darling,  Wilda  Ann 


(Dedicated  to  all  mothers  who  have  lost  a  little 
darling  since  last  Mother's  Day.) 

Mother  is  writing  this,  darling,  just  for  you, 
Wanted  to  call  your  name  the  whole  way  through. 
I  remember  the  times  when  you  would  say, 
"Read  about   Wilda  Ann,"  while  in  your  play. 

No  other  baby  was  just  the  same, 

No  other   baby   had   your   name. 

We  named   my   darling   little   Wilda   Ann, 

And   now  she  is  over  in  heaven's  fair  land. 

Mother   and    daddy,   sister,   and   brother 
Loved  you  better  than  any  other; 
Your  auntie  loved  you,  all  the  rest  did  too, 
We'll  miss  you,  little  Wilda  Ann,  this  whole  life 
through. 

Little  Wilda  Ann,  I  can  see  you  yet, 
Heaven's    darling,   my   own    little   pet; 
And  oh,  how  I  miss  you,  God  only  knows, 
As  I  gather  your  toys  and  your  little  clothes. 

How  I  miss  your  playthings  around  my  feet, 
And   your  baby  voice  as  it  echoed  so  sweet, 
And  your  little  picture  as  I  see  you  there 
Standing  and  twisting  your  baby  hair. 

And  daddy  remembers  the  times  you've  said, 
"I  want  a  penny,"  as  he'd  take  you  to  bed; 
And  daddy  would  answer,  "I  haven't  any." 
You'd  say,  "Daddy,  let's  see  is  you  dot  a  penny." 

We're  still  missing  you  more  than  ever,  little  dear, 
Though    we    know    you    suffered    so    much    while 

here; 
Precious  Wilda  Ann,  your  sufferings  are  o'er, 
And   we'll  meet   you  soon,  dear,   on  heaven's   fair 

shore. 

When  I've  come  to  the  crossing  and  changing  of 

lands, 
You'll  be  waiting  for  me  with  outstretched  hands; 
My  baby,  Wilda  Ann,  with  your  eyes  so  blue, 
Mother   and   daddy   are  coming   to   you. 

Wilda  Ann  was  the  daughter  of  Rev.  and  Mrs. 
W.  W.  Yoder,  Shawnee,  Okla. 


Remember  Mother 

Mrs.  Viola  Bunker 

Dear  old-fashoined  mother 
Worth  her  weight  in  gold, 
How  her  love  protects  us 
Now  as  in  days  of  old. 

Often  sad  and  lonely 
With  loved  ones  far  away, 
If  you  love  her  now,  my  child, 
Send  her  flowers  today. 

Maybe  dear  old  mother's 
Gone  to  realms  above, 
Perhaps  your  heart  is  aching 
Thinking  of  her  love. 

How   she   often   helped    you, 
As  for  you  she  prayed, 
If  you  love  her  memory, 
Wear   a   flower   today. 


—Bitely,  Mich. 


My  Mother  Never  Prayed   For  Me 

Charles   G.   Paschal 
(All   rights   to  set  to  music   reserved   by   author) 


We'd   sung   a   song  of  a   sweet   mother, 
Who  we'd  like  to  hear  pray  again; 
When  one  of  the  boys  touched  a  brother, 
And  said  as  tears  his  cheeks  did  stain: 
"I   hesitate   to  say,   I   falter, 
It  nearly  breaks  my  heart  you  see; 
We  never  had  a  family  altar. 
My  mother  never  prayed   for   me. 

"My  father  was   a  noted   gambler, 
My  mother   was   of  dancing   fame; 
At  fourteen  I  became  a  rambler, 
At  all  the  haunts  of  vice  and  shame: 
At  twenty   I   had   learned   the   tackles 
That  gangsters   use  and  of  their  fare; 
That's  why  I  wear  the  stripes  and  shackles, 
We  never  had   a  family  prayer. 

"There   was    no   'dear   old    tear-stained    Bible' 

A-lying  on  our  parlor  shelf; 

Religion  was  to  us  a  libel, 

No  other  god  we  had  but  self: 

I  never  heard  my  mother  praying, 

She   only    used    God's   name    in   vain; 

So  I  could  not  be  truly  saying, 

'I'd  like  to  hear  her  pray.' 

"We  never  went  to  any  churches. 
I  never  heard  a  sermon  preached; 
Until  you  men  came  on  your  'Searches,' 
And  His  dear  Word  my  sad  heart  reached; 
So  when   you  sing  your   song   of   mother 
It's  almost  more  than  I  can  bear; 
It  breaks  my  heart  to  tell  you,  brother, 
She  never  called   my  name  in  prayer. 

"Poor  mother  died  one  night   a-screaming, 
And   father   filled   a   drunkard's   grave; 
And  left  me  in  this  world  a-dreaming 
With  nothing  but  a  liquor  crave: 
And   so  in  sin   my   heart   did   harden, 
Until   I  landed   here  you  see; 
All   because,   as   I've  told   the  warden, 
My  mother  never  prayed  for  me." 

When  he  got  through  we  all  were  crying, 

The  warden,  too,  and  every  guard; 

The  prisoners  all,  though  they  were  trying 

So  bravely  not  to  take  it  hard: 

And   very   soon    this   new-made   brother 

Was  pardoned  and  upon  his  way 

To  tell   the  thoughtless,   foolish   mother 

That   mothers   certainly   ought   to   pray. 

NOTE:    This    poem    is    based    upon    the    testi 
mony  of  an  ex-convict  preacher  named  Black. 


A  Mother's  Prayer 

Blessed  Jesus,  how  I  love  you, 
And  I  know  you  love  me  too; 
I've  tried  so  hard  to  rear  my  family 
So    they'll    always    think   of    you. 

I  have  three  darling  babies 
That  have  gone  on  before, 
And  I  do  so  want  to  meet  them, 
On  the  streets  of  shining  gold. 

Please,   dear  Jesus,   hear  my  story, 
Touch  the  hearts  of  all  the  rest, 
So  we'll  meet  to  part  no  never 
In  that  land  of  purest  blest. 

I'm  writing  this  because  I  feel 
My  time  is  drawing  nigh, 
And  I  long  to  reach  that  happy  home 
Away  beyond  the  sky. 

I  want  to  be  with  the  ones  we  cherished 
And  those  we  loved  so  well, 


Where  there'll  be  no  sad  partings 
And  we'll  never  say  farewell. 

— Composed  by  Mrs.  Stella  Hammond,  mother  of 
Junior  and  Lester,  Davis,  W.  Va. 

NOTE:  You  will  find  Junior  and  Lester  Ham- 
mond's picture  in  the  March  issue  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Mother,  we  trust  your  boys  will  meet 
you  there. — Editor. 


That  Little  Mother  of  Mine 

She  was  always  neat  and   tidy, 
Where'er  she  chanced   to  be, 
She  was  always  kind  and  friendly, 
To  every  one  she  would  sec. 

Her   hands   were  never   idle, 
Some  work  she  would  find  to  do, 
Her  house  must  be  in  order, 
Her    flowers   she    tended    too. 

You  would  think  her  very  busy, 
But   she   always    found    the   time 
To  visit  with  the  neighbors, 
To  make  friends  she  was   the  kind. 

Her   church  she  loved   so   dearly, 
And  each  Sabbath  you  would  find 
Seated   near   the   front, 
That  little  mother  of  mine. 

In  sickness  she  was  always  there, 

And    by    the   bed    would    kneel, 

And   point   them   to   the   "Lamb   of   God," 

Who  both  soul  and  body  heals. 

One  day  the  Master  said,  "It's  enough, 
Your  work  on  earth   is  done." 
And  I  think  I  catch  a  vision  of  her 
Wearing    a    starry    crown. 

— Name    misplaced. 


Is  Mother  Growing  Old? 

They   say   that   mother   is   growing   old, 

I've  heard  them  tell  it  times  untold, 

In  language  plain  and  bold. 

This   frail   old   shell   in   which   she   dwells 

Is  growing  old   I   know   full   well, 

But  mother  is  not  the  shell. 

What   if  her   hair  is   turning  grey? 

Grey  hairs   are  honorable  they  say, 

What  if  her  eyesight   is  growing   dim? 

Mother   still   can   see   to   follow   Him, 

Who  sacrificed  His  life  for  all 

Upon  the  cross  of  Calvary. 

What  should  she  care  if  time's  old  plough 

Has  left  its  furrows  on  her  brow? 

Another   house  not   made  with   hand, 

Awaits  her  in  the  glory  land. 

What  though  mother  falters  in  her  walk? 

What  though  her  tongue  refuse  to  talk? 

She  still  will  tread  the  narrow  way, 

She  still  can  watch  and  praise  and  pray. 

Mother's  hearing  may  not  be  keen, 

As  in  the     past  it  may  have  been, 

Still  she  can  hear  our  Savior  say, 

In   whispers  soft,   "This   is   the  way." 

The  outward  man  does  what  he  can 

To  lengthen  our  life's  short  span, 

Shall  perish   and   return  to  dust, 

As   everything   in   nature   must. 

The  inward  man,  the  Scriptures  say, 

Is  growing  stronger  every  day; 

Then  how  can  mother  be  growing  old, 

When   safe   within  our   Savior's   fold? 

Ere  long  her  soul  shall   fly  away, 

And   leave   this   tenement  of  clay. 

This  robe  of  flesh  she'll  drop  and   rise 

To  seize  the  everlasting  prize. 

Mother  will  meet  you  on  the  streets  of  gold, 

And  prove  that  she  is  not  growing  old. 

— Thad  Vuckett,  Toledo,  Ohio. 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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As   I   thought   of   our   prison   page,    I 
wondered  just  what  to  use  that  would  be 
a  blessing  to  those  who  are  behind  prison 
bars.  As  I  thought  about  it,  a 
great     desire  came  over     me  to 
have  a  heart-to-heart  talk  with 
you  myself. 

Thousands  of  mothers  are 
praying  today  for  their  boys 
who  have  taken  the  wrong  way 
at  the  crossroads.  They  are  writ- 
ing letters  of  admonition.  Their 
letters  are  covered  with  tear- 
drops that  have  fallen  as  the  pen 
made  its  way  across  its  pages. 
Thank  God  for  praying  mothers, 
but  there  are  other  boys  and 
girls  whose  mothers  do  not  pray. 
There  are  mothers  who  have 
gone  on  before  who  left  this 
world  with  a  prayer  upon  their 
lips  for  their  wayward  boys. 
Mother's  prayers  can  never  die. 
They  must  be  answered,  and  we 
are  praying  that  as  this  Mother's 
Day  issue  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way falls  into  your  hands  that 
God  will  answer  her  prayers. 
Perhaps  she  has  prayed  as  one 
mother  I  know  prayed,  "Lord, 
save  my  boy  if  you  must  take 
him  through  the  penitentiary  to 
do  it."  Better  go  there  where 
drink  cannot  come,  where  evil 
habits  must  be  curbed,  so  that 
God  may  get  your  attention  un- 
til He  can  speak  to  your  heart. 


But  we  are  thinking  of  the  boys  and 
girls  behind  prison  bars  who  did  not  have 
a  Christian  mother  to  pray.  I  wonder  if 
the  good  Christian  mothers  of  our  land 
would  not  join  with  me  in  prayer  for 
them.  Perhaps  mother  passed  away  when 
they  were  small  or  they  were  not  Chris- 
tians and  they  were  reared  without  a  good 
mother's  influence. 

Boys  and  girls,  men  and  women  behind 
prison  bars,  we  do  not  come  to  you  feel- 
ing that  we  are  above  you,  drawing  aside 
for  fear  of  degrading  ourselves  by  being 
in  your  presence,  but  we  realize  we  are 
only  sinners  saved  by  grace.  Had  it  not 
been  for  His  grace  and  love  to  us,  we, 
too,  might  have  been  where  you  are.  Will 
you  not  let  Jesus  speak  to  your  heart 
through  this  Lighted  Pathway  as  it  falls 
into  your  hands,  and  may  it  be  the  means 
by  which  you  may  be  brought  to  Christ? 
But  you  say,  "I  have  years  to  pass  in  this 
prison;  what  good  would  it  do?"  Jesus 
Christ  can  make  the  floors  in  that  old 
prison  turn  to  gold.  The  great  iron  bars 
that  fasten  you  in  will  seem  studded  with 
diamonds  and  His  presence  will  be  so  real 
that  that  cell  you  are  in  will  seem  like 
heaven  on  earth.  He  will  put  a  new  song 
into  your  mouth,  even  praises  unto  your 
God.  He  will  make  you  a  living  witness 

THE  NINETY  AND  NINE 


There  were  ninety  and  nine  that  safely  lay 

In  the  shelter  of  the  fold, 

But  one  was  out  on  the  hills  away, 

Far  off  from  the  gates  of  gold; 

Away  on  the  mountains  wild  and  bare, 

Away  from  the  tender  Shepherd's  care. 

"Lord,  thou  hast  here  thy  ninety  and  nine; 

Are  they  not  enough  for  Thee?" 

But  the  Shepherd  made  answer: 

"Tis  of  mine  has  wandered  away  from  me: 

And  although  the  road  be  rough  and  steep 

I  go  to  the  desert  to  find  my  sheep." 

But  none  of  the  ransomed  ever  knew 

How  deep  were  the  waters  crossed; 

Or  how  dark  was  the  night  that  the  Lord  passed  through 

Ere  He  found  His  sheep  that  was  lost. 

Out  in  the  desert  He  heard  its  cry — 

Sick  and  helpless,  and  ready  to  die. 

"Lord,  whence  are  those  blood-drops  all  the  way 
That  mark  out  the  mountain's  track?" 
"They  were  shed  for  one  who  had  gone  astray 
Ere  the  Shepherd  could  bring  him  back." 
"Lord,  whence  are  thy  hands  so  rent  and  torn?" 
"They  are  pierced  tonight  by  many  a  thorn." 

But  all  thro'  the  mountains,  thunder-riven, 

And  up  from  the  rocky  steep, 

There  rose  a  cry  to  the  gate  of  heaven, 

"Rejoice!  I  have  found  my  sheep!" 

And  the  angels  echoed  around  the  throne, 

"Rejoice,  for  the  Lord  brings  back  His  own!" 


NOTE:  We  are  praying  that  God  will  send  our  Christian 
boys  and  girls  into  the  prisons  everywhere  to  sing  this  song. 
Other  suggested  songs,  "Mother's  Prayers  Have  Followed  Me,'1 
and  that  good  old  song,  "Lord,  I'm  Coming  Home." 
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to  those  around  you  of  His  saving  grace. 
And  some  morning,  like  Paul  and  Silas, 
you  might  find  the  prison  doors  wide 
open  to  let  you  through,  who  knows? 
This  salvation  has  been  tried  behind  pris- 
on bars  and  many  wonderful  soul  win- 
ners have  come  from  their  ranks.  If  ever 
there  was  a  story  that  illustrates  the 
abounding  grace  of  God  in  a  transformed 
life,  it  is  found  in  the  story  of  Jerry  Mc- 
Auley,  a  man  who  began  life  as  a  river 
thief,  and  who  subsequently  became  a 
great  and  successful  missionary  among 
the  submerged  and  depraved  in  New 
York.  It  is  a  story  more  fascinating  than 
a  romance  because  it  relates  in  simple 
terms  the  life  of  one  of  the  most  re- 
markable men  in  the  country.  If  you  are 
interested  in  prison  work  or  have  a  loved 
one  there,  you  could  not  do  a  greater 
thing  than  send  one  of  these  books,  "The 
Life  of  Jerry  McAuley."  Order  from  the 
Church  of  God  Publishing  House.  Price 
$1.50. 

Boys  and  girls,  God  loves  you  and  He 
is  seeking  the  wandering  ones.  He  is 
knocking  at  your  heart's  door.  Will  you 
not  let  Him  in? 

We  would  like  to  dedicate  a  page  of 
our  paper  each  month  to  prison  work  and 
would  like  to  hear  from  saved  boys  and 
girls  who  are  in  prison.  If  you  have  been 
washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Crucified  One 
you   are  our   brother     and      our     sister. 
God  bless  you.  If  you  are  not  saved,  re- 
member that  we  are  interested  in  you  and 
love  your  soul.  God  loves     you 
and  gave  His  life  a  ransom  for 
you.      What    more      could   you 
want?  We  wish  that  we  might 
be  able  to  step  into  every  prison 
on   this   Mother's   Day   and   tell 
the  story  of     Jesus     for     that 
mother  of  yours,  but  that  is  not 
possible,    but    we   are   glad    that 
we  can  come  to  you  with  this 
little  message. 

The  beautiful  song,  "The 
Ninety  and  Nine,"  has  been  a 
favorite  of  mine  all  through  the 
years.  We  trust  it  will  touch 
your  hearts  as  you  realize  how 
great  the  love  of  God  is  for  you. 
"For  God  so  loved  the  world, 
that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life."  Let  us  quote  it 
this  way:  "For  God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only  be- 
gotten Son,  that believ- 
eth in  him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life."  Will 
you  please  use  your  name  on 
these  two  blank  lines  and  bring 
this  verse  down  as  a  personal 
message  to  you?  Again  God  bless 
you. — Editor. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Reading  Circle 


The  Man   Nobody   Knows 

It  will  help  any  man  to  read  the  Gos- 
pels as  if  he  had  never  read  them  before. 
In  a  recent  book  a  man  records  the  effect 
upon  his  mind  of  doing  that  very  thing. 
He  tried  to  forget  everything  he  had 
heard  about  Jesus  and  to  allow  the  Gos- 
pels to  make  their  own  impression  upon 
him.  He  rose  from  the  reading  with  new 
insight  into  the  meaning  of  Jesus'  life, 
a  new  reverence  for  Him  as  Master,  and 
a  sense  of  refreshment  in  his  own  relig- 
ious life.  He  feels  that  he  had  never 
known  Jesus  before.  He  fears  that  Jesus 
still  is  "the  Man  nobody  knows."  Why 
not  try  it  for  yourself?  Why  not  take 
the  Gospels  today  and  read  them  with  an 
open  mind?  You  will  find  it  a  stimulat- 
ing process. 

How  Reodest  Thou? 

A  young  lady,  asked  by  her  friend  to 
explain  what  is  meant  by  devotional 
reading  of  the  Bible,  made  answer  as  fol- 
lows: 

"Yesterday  morning  I  received  a  letter 
from  one  to  whom  I  had  given  my  heart 
and  devoted  my  life.  I  freely  confess  to 
you  that  I  have  read  that  letter  five  times, 
not  because  I  did  not  understand  it  at 
the  first  reading,  nor  because  I  expected 
to  commend  myself  to  the  author  by 
frequent  reading  of  his  epistle.  It  was  not 
with  me  a  question  of  duty,  but  simply 
one  of  pleasure.  I  read  it  because  I  am 
devoted  to  the  one  who  wrote  it. 

"To  read  the  Bible  with  the  same  mo- 
tive is  to  read  it  devotionally,  and  to  the 
one  who  reads  it  in  that  spirit  it  is  indeed 
a  Love  Letter." — United  Presbyterian. 

We  get  used  to  certain  books  and  pa- 
pers and  come  to  feel  that  we  cannot  do 
without  them.  When  God  tells  us  not  to 
read  them  any  more  we  may  feel  that  we 
are  making  a  sacrifice,  but  that  is  not 
so,  for  the  reading  matter  that  we  shall 
have  in  place  of  what  we  are  giving  up 
will  be  much  better  than  the  reading 
matter  we  gave  up. 

A  Gift  to  Mother 

"Mother,"  by  Edgar  A.  Guest,  is  a 
book  of  beautiful  poems  with  beautifully 
embossed  title.  Tied  with  silk  cord.  It 
comes  in  a  nice  envelope  suitable  for  a 
gift  to  mother.  Price,  50c. 

Order  of  The  Church  of  God  Publish- 
ing House,  Cleveland,  Tennessee. 


Read  the  Bible  Through  This  Year 

We  are  suggesting  to  our  Reading  Cir- 
cle members  that  they  read  the  Bible 
through  this  year.  Here  are  the  readings 
for  May: 

Morning  Evening 

May      1  1   Sam.        3-5  Ps.      9-10 

May     2  1   Sam.        6-8  Ps.    11-12 

May     3  1    Sam.        9-10  Ps.   13-15 

May     4  1    Sam.  11-13  Ps.    16-17 

May      5  1    Sam.  14  Ps.    18 

May     6  1    Sam.  15-16  Ps.    19-20 

May     7  1    Sam.  17  Ps.   21-22 

May     8  1    Sam.  18-19  Ps.  23-25 

May     9  1    Sam.  20-21  Ps.   26-27 

May   10  1    Sam.  22-23  Ps.  28-30 

May   11  1    Sam.  24-25  Ps.   31 

May   12  1    Sam.  26-27  Ps.   32-33 

May   13  1    Sam.  28-29  Ps.   34 

May   14  1    Sam.  30-31  Ps.   3  5-36 

May   15  2   Sam.        1-2  Ps.   37 

May   16  2   Sam.        3-4  Ps.   38-39 

May   17  2  Sam.        5-6  Ps.  40-41 

May   18  2   Sam.        7-8  Ps.  42-43 

May   19  2    Sam.       9-10  Ps.  44 

May  20  2    Sam.  11-12  Ps.  45-46 

May  21  2    Sam.  13-14  Ps.  47-48 

May  22  2    Sam.  15-16  Ps.  49 

May  23  2    Sam.  17-18  Ps.   50 

May  24  2    Sam.  19-20  Ps.    51-52 

May  25  2    Sam.  21-22  Ps.    53-55 

May  26  2    Sam.  23-24  Ps.   56-58 

May  27  1   Kings      1-2  Ps.    59-60 

May  28  1   Kings      3-4  Ps.   61-63 

May  29  1   Kings      5-6  Ps.   64-65 

May  30  1   Kings     7-8  Ps.   66-67 

May  31  1    Kings     9-10  Ps.  68 

Suggested   Books  for  the  Month 

"Christian  Hero  Series."  These  favor- 
ite biographies  of  twelve  famous  Chris- 
tian heroes  should  be  in  your  church  and 
home  libraries. 

They  are  as  follows: 

SIX  GREAT  MISSIONARIES 

Duo-tone  blue,  grained  bindings,  gold 
titles. 

William  Carey — Prophet  to  India,  by 
Russell  Olt. 

John  G.  Paton — Hero  of  the  South 
Seas,  by  Bessie  L.  Byrum. 


Adoniram  Judson — Apostle  of  Burma, 
by  L.  Helen  Percy. 

fames  Hudson  Taylor — Pioneer  Mis- 
sionary of  Inland  China,  by  Gloria  G. 
Hunnex. 

Henry  Martyn — Apostle  to  Moham- 
medans, by  Amy  K.  Lopez. 

David    Livingstone  —  Missionary  -  Ex- 
plorer to  Africa,  by  J.  Kleeberger. 
SIX  MASTER  PREACHERS 

Duo-tone  maroon  grained  bindings, 
gold  titles. 

John  Bunyan — The  Immortal  Dream- 
er, by  W.  B.  McCreary. 

D.  L.  Moody — The  Soul  Winner,  by 
A.  T.  Rowe. 

Martin  Luther — Lion-Hearted  Reform- 
er, by  J.  A.  Morrison. 

Charles  H.  Spurgeon  —  Prince  of 
Preachers,  by  Elver  F.  Adcock. 

John  Wesley — The  Christian  Hero,  by 
E.  E.  Egermeier. 

George  Whitefield — Preacher  to  Mil- 
lions, by  M.  M.  Caldwell. 

Young  people  will  aspire  to  a  nobler 
life  of  service  as  they  follow  the  white 
flag  of  Christianity  around  the  world. 
Competent  writers  vividly  tell  of  the  tri- 
als, victories  and  accomplishments  in  the 
lives  of  these  long-to-be-remembered 
leaders. 

Ministers  and  Bible  students  will  prize 
this  valuable  addition  to  any  library. 
Much  time  and  expense  are  saved  you. 
Each  title  gives  in  128  pages  a  brief,  but 
comprehensive,  biography  to  enrich  ser- 
mons and  readers'  lives.  Price  per  single 
copy  75c;  complete  set  of  twelve,  $9.00. 
$9.00. 

"Bible  Story  Book,"  by  Elsie  M.  Eger- 
meier. A  complete  narration  from  Gene- 
sis to  Revelation  for  young  and  old. 
Price,    $2.95. 

"Story  Of  The  Bible,"  by  Rev.  Jesse 
Lyman  Hurlbut,  D.D.  A  complete  Bible 
story,  running  from  Genesis  to  Revela- 
tion, told  in  the  simple  language  of  to- 
day for  young  and  old.  Price,   $2.00. 

"Beautiful  Girlhood,"  by  Mabel  Hale. 

Many  young  feet  that  travel  this  way 
are  often  fearful  and  uncertain,  or  will- 
ful and  bold.  Each  and  all  have  need  of 
guidance;  they  need  a  helping  hand  a- 
long  the  way.  This  book  is  sent  forth 
with  a  sincere  desire  to  be  a  blessing. 
Price,   $1.00. 

"At  The  Crossroads,"  by  Minnie  E. 
Ludwig.  Price,   $1.00. 

"The  Girl  Who  Pound  Herself,"  by 
Jack  Lynn.  Price,   50c. 

"The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David" 
by  Rev.  J.  H.  Ingraham.  Price,  3  5c. 

"In  His  Steps,"  by  Charles  M.  Sheldon. 
Price,  3  5  c. 

"Under  Whose  Wings,"  by  Zenobia 
Bird. 

The     book   "Under     Whose     Wings" 
which  we  are  now  running  as  a  serial  in 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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^       Mother  s  Poems       & 


A  Tribute  to  Mother 

Mother  love  shines  as  a  gleam  in  the  night; 

Faltering  never,  unwavering,  bright, 

Constant,   enduring,   though   our   wrongs   brought 

her  tears, 
Mother   love   conquers   those   troublesome   years. 

Unfailing   friend,   patient,   never   aloof, 
Fortress  of  refuge  through  childhood  and  youth. 
Deep  understanding,  kind  words  soothed  our  woe, 
Ne'er  shall   we  pay  this  great  debt  that   we  owe. 

Never  forgotten  our  mothers  who  pray, 
Guided  our  wavering  footsteps  each  day; 
Now  we  are  grown,  Mother's  prayers  still  ascend, 
"Heavenly   Father,   keep,   guide   to   the   end." 

Life  is  worth  living  with  mothers  who  care, 
Troubles   seem  lighter   with   mothers   to  share, 
Love  so  undying,   unsparingly  given, 
Making  our  lives  a  bit  nearer  heaven. 

Mothers   are   blessings   we   can't    do   without; 
Next  to  our  Savior,  a  mother  devout; 
Let  us  thank  God  for  our  mothers  who've  given, 
Toiled,    prayed,    and    loved    us,    now    lead    us    to 
heaven. 

— Grace   VanGundy. 


My  Mother 

Millie   Baird 

I  had  a  Christian  mother, 
She  was  very  kind  and  true; 
Now  she   has   departed, 
To  the  home  beyond  the  blue. 

When   my  mother   was   taken   from   me, 

I  was  only  a  small  child, 

But    through    these   past    years 

I  have  longed  for  a  mother's  smile. 

But  some  day  I  hope  to  meet  her 
When  this  fleeting  life  is  o'er, 
Up  there   in   that   beautiful   mansion 
Where  we'll  never  part  no  more. 


The  Bright  Path 

There  are  too  many  tangled  trails 
That   start   with   promise   true, 

But  never  lead  us  to  the  scenes 
Our  longing  eyes  would  view. 

Alone,  undimmed  by  years   between, 
Tho'  far  our  steps  may  roam, 

Runs  back  the  path  of  memory 
To  mother  and  to  home! 

— Arthur  Wallace  Peach. 


When  Grandma   Comfys  Me 

Sometimes   I  hurt   myself   so  bad 

When  I  am  at  my  play, 
That  I  have  just  a-got   to  cry 

If  t'aint  the  bravest  way! 

Then  I  run  quick  to  Mamma 
But  she  only  says,  "Oh  fie! 

You're  almost  six  years  old,  my  dear, 
And  far  too  big  to  cry!" 

And  then  I  go  to  Grandma. 

She  takes  me  on  her  knee 
And  gives  me  bear  hugs  in  her  arms 

As  tight  as  tight  can  be 

And   says,   "There,   Grandma's  baby! 
Is  this  the  place?   Do  tell! 


I  think  a  little  lip-salve,  dear, 
Will  quickly  make  it  well." 

Then  she  says,  "Now,  Mr.  Bruise, 
Here's  kisses  one,   two,   three." 

And  I  get  well  just  in  a  trice 
When  Grandma  comfys  me! 

— Lillie  Gilliland  McDowell. 


Mother 

Never  put  off  till  tomorrow 

What  you  can  do  for  your  mother  today! 
There  may  be  no  morrow  for  her- — • 

She  may  have  passed  away. 

Give  her  pleasure  now  and  then; 

Some  little  wish  that  she  may  crave 
Will  be  better  than  all  the  flowers 

You'll  buy  to  plant  upon  her  grave. 

Then   when  she  at   last  has   gone 

To  her  eternal   rest, 
How  glad  you'll  be  if  you  can  say: 
"For  mother  I  did  my   best." 


I   Kiss  Thy  Hands 

If  I  had  wealth,  O  Mother  Dear, 
I'd  fill  thy  heart  with  jewels  rare; 

Rich  gifts  I'd  bring  thy  heart  to  cheer, 
To  show  how  much  I  really  care. 

But  I've  no  gems  of  sea  or  mine, 

No   treasures   fine   from   foreign   lands; 

Only   my   love   have   I — 'tis    thine! 
My  hot  tears  fall — I  kiss  thy  hands. 

—Lois  White  Patton. 


A  Tribute  to  Mother 

By  E.  W.  Steen 

Such    beautiful,   beautiful   hands! 

They  are  neither  white  nor  small, 
And  you,  I  know,  would  scarcely  think 

That  they  were  fair  at  all. 

I've  looked  on  hands  whose  form  and  hue 
A   sculptor's   dream   might   be, 

Yet  are  those  wrinkled,  aged  hands 
Most  beautiful  to  me. 

Such  beautiful,  beautiful  hands! 

Though  heart  was  weary  and  sad, 
These  patient  hands  kept  toiling  on 

That   the  children   might   be  glad. 

I  always  weep  at  looking  back 

To  childhood's   distant   day, 
I  think  while  those  hands  rested  not 

Mine  were  busy  at  play. 

Such    beautiful,    beautiful    hands! 

They're  growing  feeble  now, 
For  time  and  pain  have  left  their  mark 

On   hands   and   heart    and    brow. 

Alas!    Alas!    the  nearing   time 

And  the  sad,  sad   day  to  me, 
When  beneath   the  daisies  out   of  sight 

These  hands  will  folded  be. 

But,   oh,   beyond    the   shadow    land 

Where  all  is  bright  and  fair, 
I  know  full  well  these  dear  old  hands 

Will  palms  of  victory  bear. 

Where  ciystal  streams  through  endless  years 

Flow  over  golden  sands, 
And  where  the  old  grow  young  again 

I'll  clasp  my  mother's  hand. 


My  Sainted  Mother's  There 

By   D.   Rand  Pierce 

I'm  looking  back  across  the  years; 

How  swift  has  been  their  flight! 
I  see  through  eyes  adim  with  tears 

A  face  aglow  with  light; 
A  wrinkle  here  and  there,  but   yet 

A  smile  of  tender  love — 
My  mother's  prayers  I'll  ne'er   forget, 

Though   she's  in  heav'n  above! 

Those  happy   days   of  long  ago, 

How  often  they  come  back, 
And  I  am  just   a  boy   again, 

In   that   old   down-east   shack. 
The   toil   was  hard,   the   fare   was  poor, 

A   penny   scarce   spent; 
But,   oh,   'twas   paradise   before 

To    heaven    mother    went! 

The  love  she  lavished  on  her  child, 

No  pen  could   ever  trace; 
Her    toil    and    sacrifice — the    tears 

That  stained   her  lovely   face; 
Those  gentle  hands   that   tucked   me  in 

My    little   trundle   bed, 
When  I'd  been  kissed  a  last  good-night, 

And  childhood's  prayer  was  said! 

My  sainted   mother's   there, 

Where  they  know  no  pain  or  care; 
How  she  prayed  that  I  would  meet  her  up  on 
high! 
Oh,   tell   her,   angels   fair, 
God  has  heard  and  answered   prayer, 

And,  by  grace,  some  day   I'll  meet   her   in 
the  sky! 

— God's   Revivalist  and  Bible  Advocate. 


Mother 

Mother!    Just   one   little   word, 

But  oh,  what   it  means; 

It's  a  word  that  recalls 

All  our  childhood's  sweet   dreams, 

When  Mother  would  show  us 

The   right   from   the  wrong, 

And   when  tired  and  sleepy 

She'd  hum  us  a  song, 

And   rock   us   and   hold   us 

Tight  clasped  to  her  breast. 

And  tuck  us  in  bed 

So  we'd  get  a  good  rest. 

And  while  we  were  sleeping, 

Safe  from  all   harm, 

Mother  would  sew  and  she'd  patch 

And  she'd  darn,  so  that  we  would  look  nice 

As  we'd   trot  off  to  school 

To  learn  reading  and  writing 

And   God's   Golden   Rule. 

But   somehow   or   other, 

As  years  passed  us  by, 

We  just   didn't  see 

The  sad   look  in   her  eye, 

Or    the   toil-worn    fingers, 

And   hair   streaked   with   grey, 

And  the  lines  in  her  face 

That    will    never   go   'way. 

But  she  doesn't  mind, 

If  once  in  a  while 

We'll  give  her  a  kiss, 

Or  only  a  smile. 

So   let's    not    forget, 

Even  though  far  away, 

To   send   Mother   a   message 

On  Mother's   Day. 

— Gene  La  Valle. 
(Sent  in  by  Mrs.  W.  G.  Rankin.) 

NOTE:  We  are  having  thirty  thousand 
papers  of  the  Mother's  Day  issue  pub- 
lished. Double  your  order  and  help  us 
place  these  where  they  will  do  the  most 
good. 
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HAVING  A  GOOD  TIME 

May  Genevieve  McGee 

The  other  day  a  bright,  vivacious  girl, 
employed  as  a  stenographer  in  a  down- 
town office,  said  to  a  young  lady  friend 
in  the  same  office,  "Oh,  I  had  such  a  fine 
time  last  night!" 

"Do  tell  me  all  about  it,"  said  the  girl 
friend  eagerly. 

"It  was  at  the  mission  study  class." 

At  once  the  friend's  face  changed  ex- 
pression, indicative  of  surprise,  bewilder- 
ment  and   almost   contempt. 

"A  good  time  at  a  mission 
study  class!"  almost  sneeringly. 
"Who  ever  heard  tell  of  such  a 
thing!  I  never  heard  anything  to 
equal  that!  You  could  not  hire 
me  to  go  to  one."  This  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  gay  laugh. 

Miss  Laura,  the  first  young 
lady,  repeated  this  conversation 
to  me,  adding: 

"The  girls  at  the  office  are  al- 
ways amazed  when  I  tell  them  I 
have  a  good  time  at  the  church. 
They  do  not  seem  able  to  com- 
prehend how  such  a  thing  can  be 
possible." 

This  recalls  another  incident 
recently  related  to  me,  of  a 
young  lady  who  finds  genuine 
delight  in  her  service  of  the 
Lord.  She  has  charge  of  a  young 
ladies'  missionary  society,  which 
was  at  such  a  low  ebb  that  no 
one  would  take  the  presidency. 
At  this  juncture,  altho'  she  did 
not  feel  capable,  Dorothy  said 
that  she  would  undertake  it  if 
no  one  else  could  be  found.  That 
was  a  year  ago,  and  today  the 
society  is  a  brilliant  success.  She 
is  a   talented  girl,   and  has   just 


left  her  home     to  attend     the  Emerson 
School  of  Oratory  in  Boston,  Mass. 

Her  church  duties  keep  Dorothy  very 
busy,  but  she  claims  that  she  has  a  fine 
time.  Occasionally  she  is  thrown  into  a 
circle  of  worldly  girls,  and  one  of  them 
asked  her  if  she  played  cards  and  danced. 
She  replied,  "No,  I  do  not." 

This  statement  seemed  a  perfect  shock 
to  the  girls,  who  gazed  at  Dorothy  in  in- 
expressible amazement,  exclaiming,  "And 
you  really  seem  like  a  nice  girl!" 

CONSTRUCTIVE  CRITICISM 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  am  a  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  I  would 
like  for  you  to  know  how  well  I  like  your  Model 
Church.  I  thought  it  was  beautiful  and  the  service 
was  in  good  order  but  since  you  have  put  a  nursery 
to  it  I  was  wondering  why  you  didn't  build  a  library 
too  and  fill  it  with  those  good  books  that  we  see  in 
the  Lighted  Pathway  each  month. 

If  I  were  able  I  would  certainly  have  a  library  in 
my  home  and  I  have  been  thinking  that  since  we  see 
the  enemy  working  so  hard  in  these  last  days  that  it 
wouldn't  be  a  bad  idea  to  have  a  library  built  to  the 
church.  Our  boys  and  girls  of  today  have  to  read 
books  from  school  and  give  reports  on  them  whether 
there  is  any  good  in  them  or  not  and  I  think  that  we 
as  children  of  God  need  to  move  up  as  we  realize  that 
we  are  in  a  battle  against  sin  and  I  think  that  we 
need  trained  men  and  women,  boys  and  girls,  as  it 
means  a  lot  in  these  last  days.  Prov.  22:6,  "Train  up 
a  child  in  the  way  he  should  go  and  when  he  is  old 
he  will  not  depart  from  it,  and  I  think  some  of  us 
older  ones  need  training  too.  We  see  people  in  the 
church  who  think  that  all  they  need  is  the  Holy 
Ghost  for  their  teacher.  I  would  like  to  have  chapter 
and  verse  for  it.  In  Acts  18:24  we  read  where  Apollos 
had  some  learning  to  do,  but  how  did  he  do  it?  By  a 
man  and  his  wife  teaching  him,  although  he  was  a 
preacher.  Oh  yes,  he  was  a  good  man  all  right,  but  he 
needed  to  know  more  about  the  Bible. — Bessie  Fink, 
Princeton,  W.  Va. 

NOTE:  We  thank  you  for  calling  our  attention  to 
such  a  serious  omission.  I  think  my  friends  may  help 
me  with  my  model  church  by  giving  me  helpful  sug- 
gestions. A  good  library  would  mean  much  to  any 
church. — Editor. 


I  wonder  how  many  have  this  mistaken 
idea  of  pleasure,  and  I  wonder  what  is  the 
cause  of  it.  It  must  be  that  many  young 
people  have  false  standards  of  pleasure, 
made  themselves  believe  that  these  stand- 
ards which  they  have  established  are  the 
only  correct  ones.  Sometimes  they  awaken 
to  the  startling  fact  that  their  standard  is 
all  wrong,  and  that  it  is  almost  too  late  to 
undo  its  damage.  Their  so-called  pleasure 
has  plunged  them  into  sin,  into  excesses. 
Pleasure  is  as  varied  as  there  are  types 
of  people.  The  Hottentot  and  the  Ameri- 
can citizen  do  not  enjoy  the  same  pleas- 
ures. Miss  Helen  Gould  never  enjoyed  the 
same  pleasures  as  her  frivolous  sister,  the 
former  Countess  Castellane.  And  so, 
what  shall  I  say  about  pleasure?  I  know 
that  you  will  all  agree  with  me  when  I 
say  that  pleasure  should  help  one  physi- 
cally, mentally  and  spiritually. 

You  have  realized  before  this  that  good 
health  is  a  priceless  boon,  not  merely  for 
your  own  enjoyment,  but  for  your  at- 
tractiveness. All  pleasure  that  makes  you 
abuse  your  body,  by  keeping  late  hours  in 
poorly  ventilated  places,  or  by  excessive 
exertion  at  late  hours  or  by  an  undue  ex- 
citement of  the  nerves,  is  not  wholesome 
or  healthful. 

If  this  sort  of  pleasure  is  continued, 
your  eyes  will  become  dull,  your  bouyant 
spirit  will  lag.  You  will  be  a  worn-out 
woman,  may  I  say  it?  before  you  become 
a  full-fledged  young  lady.  I  am  sorry  to 
say  that  I  have  seen  such.  When  they 
should  have  been  strong  and  jubilantly 
happy,  they  were  worn  out,  nervous  and 
irritable. 

And  then  there  are  many 
pleasures  that  have  a  tendency 
to  enervate  mentally.  Perhaps 
you  think  that  there  is  no  such 
thing  as  mental  pleasure.  You 
must  change  your  notion.  If 
you  are  trying  to  realize  your 
best  self  you  will  make  it  a  point 
to  have  intellectual  pleasures, 
that  your  mental  powers  may  be 
alert,  lively,  keen.  You  will  then 
be  attractive  to  a  better  class 
than  the  one  who  never  thinks. 

If  all  pleasure  is  purely  social 
and  recreative,  the  mind  is  left 
to  rust,  and  however  charming 
you  may  appear,  you  will  be  at 
a  great  disadvantage  when  the 
girl  comes  about  who  has  her 
wits  sharpened  and  her  mind 
quickened  by  reading  books,  pa- 
pers and  magazines.  All  this  ap- 
plies to  a  boy  who  must  never 
seem  dull. 

It  is  here  that  the  church  of- 
fers a  fine  opportunity.  You 
may  be  a  Christian,  but  feel 
that  all  your  intellectual  life 
must  be  gratified  from  outside 
sources.  Make  a  trial  of  a  mission 
(Continued  on  page  20) 
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A  Widow's  Trust 

From  the  Evangelical  Christian 


"O  mother,  I  don't  want  to  stay  in  bed 
all  afternoon;  can't  we  get  up  now?"  The 
childish  voice  sounded  through  the  open 
bedroom  door  into  the  kitchen,  where 
Mrs.  Nevius  was  frying  potatoes  over  a 
very  small  fire  of  chips.  "I  want  to  get 
up  too!"  chimed  in  a  lesser  voice  from 
the  same  direction. 

"You  are  warmer  in  bed  than  anywhere 
else,"  replied  the  mother,  "but  it  is  pretty 
nearly  supper-time,  so  you  can  get  up 
now.  Ruth,  please  go  into  the  bedroom 
and  help  Mary  and  John  get  dressed." 

Ruth,  who  had  been  hugging  a  large 
cat  to  keep  warm,  dropped  her  comfort- 
able burden  on  the  floor  and  disappeared 
in  the  bedroom.  Soon  there  issued  squeaks 
and  squeals  as  the  younger  children  made 
their  toilet  for  supper. 

The  kitchen,  where  they  quickly  joined 
their  mother,  was  a  pleasant  room.  The 
windows  looked  immediately  out  upon 
the  Delaware  and  Raritan  canal,  which  at 
that  time  was  kept  free  of  ice  as  long  in- 
to the  winter  as  possible  in  order  to  ac- 
commodate the  heavy  traffic  upon  it. 

Mrs.  Nevius'  face  showed  signs  of  grief 
and  care,  but  her  smile  toward  her  chil- 
dren was  cheery  as  she  placed  the  meager 
supper  of  potatoes,  bread  and  preserves 
upon  the  table. 

"I'll  put  some  bigger  sticks  upon  the 
fire,"  she  remarked  half  to  herself  and 
half  to  the  children.  "Our  woodpile  is  al- 
most gone,  but  I  sent  William  down  to 
Mr.  Johnson's  coalyard  to  order  some 
coal.  I'm  sorry  we  can't  pay  for  it  just 
yet,  for  your  father  always  insisted  on 
'paying  as  you  go.'  But  things  are  differ- 
ent now,"  and  a  tear  slipped  down  her 
cheek  as  she  spoke. 

Just  then  the  door  flew  open  and  the 
stalwart  William  of  twelve  rushed  into 
the  room. 

"Oh,  Johnson's  the  meanest  man  that 
ever  was!"  he  exclaimed.  "When  he 
found  we  wanted  to  be  trusted  he 
wouldn't  let  us  have  a  pound  of  coal.  Said 
he'd  been  stung  too  many  times  already. 
Told  me  I  was  big  enough  to  pick  up  all 
the  wood  we  needed  along  the  road." 

"He  never  lost  money  by  this  family, 
and  he  never  will,"  quietly  remarked  Mrs. 
Nevius.  "I'd  have  paid  him  right  away, 
only  the  doctor's  and  undertaker's  bills 
were  so  big,  and  we  had  to  have  potatoes 
and  flour.  We  can't  raise  the  price  of  coal 
until  I  get  a  chance  to  help  with  the 
neighbors'  house  cleaning,  but  then  Mr. 
Johnson  would  get  it.  However,  I'm  sure 
that  the  Lord  will  provide,  and  so  we 
must  not  worry." 

When  they  were  seated  at  the  table 
they  all  bowed  their  heads  while  the 
mother  asked  the  blessing.  They  then  fell 
to  with  a  will,  and  the  portions,  small  for 


the  children's  appetites,  soon  disappeared. 
The  mother's  portion  was  smaller  than 
the  others,  but  she  took  fully  as  long  to 
eat  it. 

"It's  a  cold  night,  and  we  want  a  pleas- 
ant evening.  William,  please  go  to  the 
shed  and  get  some  wood.  Ruth  will  do  the 
dishes,  and  I'll  play  with  Mary  and  John 
as  their  father  used  to  do,  before  they  go 
to  bed." 

In  a  few  moments  William  returned 
and  threw  a  big  armful  of  wood  into  the 
box.  "I  declare,  mother,  there  are  only 
two  or  three  more  such  piles  out  there. 
We  have  not  got  enough  wood  to  last  us 
two  days." 

"Well,  then,  maybe  we'd  better  not 
burn  any  more  this  evening.  I'll  put  the 
little  ones  to  bed  and  Ruth  and  you  and 
I  can  sit  by  what  fire  we  have  until  it 
goes  out." 

A  shadow  of  anxiety  rested  upon  the 
little  group.  At  last  William  blurted  out, 
"He  told  me  to  pick  up  chips  along  the 
road.  I  guess  I  know  where  I  can  find 
some  pretty  big  chips,  enough  to  keep  us 
warm  all  winter." 

"Why,  William,  what  do  you  mean?" 

"I  mean  old  man  Johnson's  rail  fences 
over  by  the  canal  basin.  There's  no  moon 
this  week  and  there's  a  heap  of  good  wood 
in  them.  They  won't  be  missed  till  spring 
and  by  that  time  nobody  can  tell  where 
our  wood  ashes  came  from.  Oh,  but  that's 
a  great  idea!" 

"No,  William,"  said  his  mother  stern- 
ly, "that  is  not  a  good  idea.  That's  a  very 
poor  idea.  Your  father  was  an  honest  man. 
You  remember  that  the  day  before  he  died 
he  commended  us  all  to  God's  care  and 
said  that  God  would  take  care  of  us.  No, 
no,  you  mustn't  think  of  such  a  thing." 
Mrs.  Nevius  buried  her  face  in  her  hands 
and  burst  into  sobs. 

"Well,  mother,  I  don't  want  to  be  a 
thief,  but  we  have  to  get  wood  some- 
where or  we'll  freeze  to  death  before  the 
winter  is  over." 

The  mother  calmed  herself  in  a  mo- 
ment, "If  God  wants  us  to  freeze  we 
might  better  freeze  than  steal.  But  I  be- 
lieve that  He  will  take  care  of  us,  and  we 
have  tomorrow  to  plan  what  to  do." 

"And  to  pick  up  chips  along  the  road," 
added  Ruth  with  a  faint  smile. 

"Well,  children,  Jesus  said,  'Sufficient 
unto  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof.'  We  can 
not  do  anything  tonight,  and  worry  does 
us  no  good.  Suppose  you  get  your  Sun- 
day School  books  and  study  your  lesson 
for  next  Sunday." 

After  a  few  minutes  with  her  book 
Ruth  exclaimed,  "See,  mother  dear,  our 
Bible  story  matches  our  case.  It's  about 
the  poor  widow  who  asked  Elisha  what 
she  should  do  to  pay  her  debt,  and  how 
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he  told  her  to  borrow  vessels  and  pour  her 
oil  in  them.  And  she  kept  on  pouring  un- 
til she  had  enough  to  buy  everything  she 
needed.  Isn't  that  wonderful?" 

"Bah,"  said  William,  "that's  just  like 
the  Bible;  but  such  things  don't  happen 
nowadays." 

Soon  Ruth  spoke  again,  "Here's  a 
Home  Reading  that  tells  how  when  the 
Israelites  needed  food  in  the  wilderness 
God  sent  a  great  wind  that  brought 
quail,  which  fell  around  the  camp,  and 
everybody  had  all  the  meat  they  could 
eat." 

After  a  moment  Ruth  turned  her  head 
toward  the  window  listening.  "Why,  the 
wind  is  rising  now.  Just  hear  how  it 
moans  in  such  a  funny  way  over  the 
canal!"  she  cried. 

"It'll  take  a  pretty  big  wind,  I  reckon, 
to  blow  us  coal  or  wood,"  remarked  the 
skeptical  William. 

After  the  lessons  were  learned,  the 
mother  offered  a  little  prayer,  commend- 
ing herself  and  her  children  to  their 
father's  God,  and  the  three  left  the  chilly 
kitchen  for  the  warmth  of  their  beds. 
While  the  children  slept,  the  mother 
heard  the  bleak  wind  whistling  around 
the  cottage,  but  never  thought  that  as 
the  wind  in  olden  days  was  the  hand  of 
God  bringing  food  to  His  children,  so 
now  in  her  day  the  wind  could  again  be 
God's  hand  to  bring  the  means  of  warmth 
to  their  very  door. 

William,  who  since  his  father's  death 
had  felt  the  responsibilities  of  his  position, 
was  up  betimes  to  build  the  morning  fire. 
"I  won't  be  able  to  do  this  many  more 
days,"  he  muttered  as  he  opened  the 
kitchen  door. 

"Why!  Oh!  Why,  what's  this?  Wood, 
sticks,  big  and  little,  piled  up  all  along 
the  bank  by  the  door,  and  the  canal  full 
of  logs  clear  down  to  the  turn,  bobbing 
up  and  down  in  the  freezing  water! 
Why,  I  never  saw  anything  like  this  in 
my  life  before! 

"Mother,  Ruth,  all  of  you  come  here 
quick,  just  look  at  this." 

In  a  moment  the  family,  clad  in  their 
night  robes  and  wrapped  in  their  blank- 
ets were  crowded  at  the  kitchen  door.  As 
far  as  eyes  could  see  the  canal  was  full  of 
floating  driftwood,  which  in  places  the 
wind  had  pressed  upon  the  bank.  There 
was  enough  fuel  at  their  door  to  last  them 
the  entire  season. 

"The  wind  is  again  the  hand  of  God," 
said  Mrs.  Nevius,  sinking  on  her  knees. 
"Children,  get  dressed  as  quickly  as  you 
can.  Get  the  garden  rakes  and  the  clothes 
poles  and  pull  the  wood  on  land." 

How  they  worked!  Even  baby  John  did 
his  little  best  to  draw  the  logs  on  shore. 
Breakfast  was  forgotten  in  the  pressure  of 
more  important  business.  By  the  middle 
of  the  forenoon  the  woodhouse  was  full, 
and  the  surplus,  big  sticks  and  little 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Assassin  of  Youth 


By  Robert  James  Devine 


NOTE:  We  recently  found  this  article  and 
we  are  sure  the  writer  will  be  glad  to  have  it 
passed   on    to   our   Lighted    Pathway   readers.— Ed. 

"VVTHILE  we  Christians  boast  of  our 
»»  orthodoxy  and  fight  to  protect  our 
fundamental  positions  (and  rightly  so) 
boys  and  girls  under  our  very  noses  are 
being  inveigled  into  the  most  damnable 
soul-and-body-destroying  habit  known  to 
law  enforcement  officers  and  agencies  to- 
day. Called  by  G-Men  "The  Killer  Drug," 
marihuana  is  the  drug  known  of  old  as 
"hashish,"  from  which  name  we  get  our 
modern  word  "assassin." 

As  though  driven  by  Satanic  fury,  this 
comparatively  new  and  terrible  scourge 
is  sweeping  across  the  country  with 
swiftly  increasing  speed  and  force.  The 
latest  figures  obtainable  from  the  office 
of  Harry  Anslinger,  Commissioner  of 
Narcotics,  Washington,  D.  C,  show  an 
increase  of  almost  97  per  cent  in  the 
seizures  of  plants,  dried  bulk  marihuana, 
and  cigarettes  during  1936  as  against 
193  5.  For  193  5  and  1936,  the  increase 
from  195  to  3  86  tons  in  one  year  is  at  once 
a  threat  and  a  challenge.  We  are  facing  a 
problem — a  serious  problem.  We  may  rant 
and  rave  about  the  dangers  of  commun- 
ism, of  apostasy,  of  atheism.  And  again 
I  say:  rightly  so.  But  all  of  these  evils 
are  finding  their  most  fertile  soil  among 
our  youth.  Why  are  we  not  presenting 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ  and  His  finished 
work  on  Calvary — the  only  basis  of  sal- 
vation? //  is  this  that  boys  and  girls  need! 

The  Menace  of  Marihuana 

Every  time  a  lower-than-skunk  ped- 
dler sells  a  marihuana  cigarette  to  a  boy 
or  girl,  he  or  she  is  selling  irresponsibility, 
immorality,  degeneracy  and  insanity.  Ev- 
ery time  a  boy  or  girl  purchases  a 
"reefer,"  he  or  she  is  buying  physical, 
mental,  and  spiritual  ruin,  with  madness 
— at  least  temporary  madness — thrown  in 
for  extra  measure.  Marihuana  strikes 
quickly.  For  the  drunkard,  the  possibility 
of  delirium  tremens  is  cunningly  camou- 
flaged by  the  knowledge  that  it  will  come 
in  the  far  future,  if  at  all.  Not  so  with 
the  smoker  of  "muggles,"  "reefers,"  "loco 
weed,"  "hay,"  or  whichever  one  of  its 
fifty  names  marihuana  may  happen  to 
carry  in  a  given  community.  Abnormal 
thoughts,  words,  and  action  become  com- 
monplace; every  moral  barricade  is  bro- 
ken down,  and  the  smoker  is  launched 
within  a  matter  of  minutes,  into  a  veri- 
table maelstrom  of  debauchery  in  which 
sexual  passions  dominate  and  drive  the 
individual,  regardless  of  age,  color,  sex, 
into  unspeakable  perversions  such  as 
could  not  properly  be  listed  in  these 
pages. 


What  One  "Reefer"  Can  Do 

But  the  individual  smoker,  or  one  of 
a  small  "gang,"  may  prove  to  be  a  menace 
to  others  as  well  as  himself.  Let  us  follow 
one  such  lad.  With  a  couple  of  pals,  this 
boy  has  taken  a  few  puffs  at  a  "stick." 
They  visit  a  beer  "stye,"  sometimes  called 
a  tavern.  A  few  drinks  taken  while  the 
boys  are  "high"  on  reefers  complete  the 
most  deadly  combination  known  to 
youth.  This  lad  gets  into  his  high-pow- 
ered auto.  He  has  already  lost  all  sense 
of  time  and  distance.  A  minute  seems 
like  an  hour,  a  city  block  seems  like  three. 
If  he  is  traveling  at  fifty  miles  an  hour, 
he  seems  to  be  going  about  fifteen.  The 
car  ahead  of  him  appears  to  be  crawling 
along;  he  must  pass  it.  Sure,  there's  a  car 
coming  toward  him,  but  that  seems  to  be 
two  or  three  blocks  away.  Here  goes! 
There  is  a  grinding  and  squealing  of 
brakes  as  the  on-coming  car  careens  into 
the  ditch  to  avoid  a  head-on  collision. 

The  lad,  loaded  with  "loco  weed,"  goes 
on,  laughing  and  boasting  that  he  showed 
that  fellow  who  had  the  right  of  way.  He 
weaves  in  and  out  through  traffic  at  a 
terrific  rate  of  speed.  Finally  a  squad  car 
pulls  up  beside  him  and  orders  him  to 
the  side  of  the  road.  The  officers  would 
gladly  charge  him  with  drunken  driving, 
but  he  is  not  drunk.  By  the  time  he  ar- 
rives at  police  headquarters,  every  trace 
of  marihuana  has  disappeared.  He  is  nor- 
mal again  and  can  prove  by  witnesses 
that  he  drank  nothing  stronger  than  beer, 
and  only  a  few  beers,  at  that.  He  can  be 
charged  with  nothing  more  serious  than 
reckless  driving.  The  charge  of  driving 
while  intoxicated  must  be  dropped.  Yet 
this  lad  is  a  far  greater  menace  on  the 
road  than  is  the  drunken  man.  His  whole 
being  has  lost  the  power  of  coordination; 
will  power  and  the  ability  to  connect  his 
thoughts  with  his  actions  have  disap- 
peared in  the  first  phases  of  reaction  to 
the  reefer  smoke.  And  all  of  this  within 
a  few  minutes  of  smoking  the  reefer! 

In  Midland,  Mich.,  a  man  named  Che- 
batoris  confessed  to  bank  robbery  and 
murder.  A  "reefer"  addict,  he  testified  to 
smoking  two  marihuana  cigarettes  before 
"pulling  the  job." 

A  gang  of  seven  young  lads,  all  under 
twenty  years  of  age,  had  terrorized  cen- 
tral Ohio  for  more  than  two  months. 
During  that  time  they  carried  out  thirty- 
eight  "stick-ups."  Finally  arrested  in  Co- 
lumbus, Ohio,  they  confessed  that  they 
operated  while  "high"  on  marihuana. 

In  New  Jersey,  a  murder  character- 
ized by  exceptional  brutality  occurred,  in 
which  one  young  man  killed  another,  lit- 
erally smashing  his   face   and  head   to  a 


pulp.  His  attorney's  defense  was  that  the 
young  man's  intellect  was  so  prostrated 
from  smoking  marihuana  cigarettes  that 
he  did  not  know  what  he  was  doing. 

Rouse  Ye! 

Wake  up,  pastors!  Wake  up,  parents! 
Wake  up,  America!  Every  pastor  worthy 
of  the  name  should  interest  himself  and 
his  people  in  the  battle  against  this  hell- 
ish  business. 

Society,  helpless  in  itself  against  the 
onrush  of  juvenile  crime,  expects  us 
Christians  to  do  something.  We  claim  to 
have  the  only  solution  that  will  give  sat- 
isfactory, permanent  relief.  The  world 
hears  us  talk  about  the  gospel  as  being 
the  dynamite  of  God  to  blow  out  the 
strongholds  of  sin  and  Satan.  And  the 
world  wonders  why  we  do  not  use  so 
mighty  a  weapon.  Just  so  long  as  we 
sit  at  ease  in  Zion  with  precious  boys  and 
girls  all  about  us  being  sucked  into  the 
maelstrom  of  marihuana  addiction  and 
other  wickedness,  just  so  long  will  we 
have  a  job  on  our  hands  to  make  the 
world  believe  in  the  sincerity  of  our 
preaching. 

Church  Page 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
study  course.  Do  not  skim  over  the  sur- 
face. Try  to  master  it,  and  see  if  you  do 
not  find  it  so  fascinating  that  you  will 
not  wish  to  give  it  up. 

But  above  everything  else  when  you're 
seeking  pleasure,  do  not  ignore  the  very 
highest  enjoyment  that  can  cosne  to  you, 
found  in  cultivating  the  spiritual  side  of 
your  nature.  Many  of  you  have  neglected 
this,  and  then  you  have  tired  of  your 
trivial  existence.  You  have  halted  in  the 
dizzy  whirl  to  inquire  whither  it  all 
tended.  Pause  often.  There  is  a  still,  small 
voice  within  you  that  calls  you  to  good- 
ness, that  urges  you  to  conform  your  life 
to  the  standard  laid  down  by  Christ.  It 
promises  you  joy  in  the  maintenance  of 
this  standard.  Build  your  life  on  this  plan, 
and  it  will  be  filled  with  gladness — not 
such  as  is  found  in  selfish  pleasure — but 
the  real,  true  gladness  of  heart  that  comes 
from  service  for  Christ  and  for  others. 

Right  here  is  the  secret  of  the  pleasure 
of  church  young  people.  They  do  not 
continually  revolve  about  themselves. 
They  live  in  a  wonderful  world.  They 
have  an  aim,  to  live  for  others.  They  have 
a  loving  Father  who  will  help  them  live 
this  life  of  helpfulness  for  others. 

As  a  result  they  choose  those  pleasures 
that  will  best  accomplish  this  purpose. 
They  choose  those  friends  who  are  in 
sympathy  with  their  aim  and  working  for 
the  same  Master.  And  I  know  that  I  speak 
truly  when  I  say  that  in  so  doing  they 
are  benefited  physically,  mentally  and 
spiritually. — The  Young  People's  Journal. 
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9^.  21  <?.   Programs 


OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and   accept  Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your   unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 

By  Alda  Burt  (Rankin)  McClendon 

Topic:   "SUCH  AS  I  HAVE" 

LEADER'S   THOUGHTS 

Scripture:   Acts   3:1-6. 

In  this  scripture  lesson  we  find  the  title 
of  our  lesson  for  this  evening.  Only  four 
short  words  but  what  significance  is 
wrapped  up  in  them!  These  words  were 
spoken  by  Peter  as  he  was  brought  face 
to  face  with  one  in  great  need.  Suppose 
Peter  had  said,  "I  have  no  money  so  I 
can't  help  you"  and  had  gone  forward  on 
his  journey  to  pray?  What  a  tragedy  it 
would  have  been,  all  of  us,  no  doubt, 
would  heartily  agree,  but  I  wonder  how 
many  of  us  may  be  doing  this  very  thing. 
Day  after  day  we  meet  those  who  need 
help  and  how  often  we  may  have  thought 
if  only  we  had  the  money  or  possessed 
great  talents  we  might  help  them  but  be- 
cause we  do  not  we  go  on  our  way  leav- 
ing them  in  their  great  need  or  distress. 

In  this  scripture  we  see  how  Peter 
made  use  of  his  opportunity  to  serve,  so 
let  us  consider  some  thoughts  that  may 
enable  us  to  make  use  of  the  opportun- 
ities God  has  given  each  of  us  that  we, 
like  Peter,  may  always  respond  to  those 
who  need  help  with  the  answer,  "Such  as 
I  have  give  I  thee." 


GIVE   OF   OUR   TIME 

How  true  it  is  that  time  swiftly  pass- 
es, but  what  are  we  doing  with  those 
precious  moments?  The  old  clock  ticks 
off  the  hours  so  quickly  and  all  too  soon 
we  find  the  day  has  ended  and  the  shades 
of  night  are  hovering  over  us.  Stop  and 
reflect  for  a  moment  over  the  day  that 
has  just  passed.  Did  it  count  for  God  or 
was  He  left  out?  Maybe  the  person  next 
door  to  us  was  discouraged  or  in  sorrow 
and  needed  a  word  of  comfort  or  perhaps 
a  shut-in  needed  someone  to  cheer  him 
up.  Only  a  few  moments  of  our  time 
might  have  meant  worlds  to  them.  Yes, 
that  unsaved  friend  of  ours  may  have 
been  longing  for  someone  to  speak  a  word 
to  him.  Just  a  few  words  might  have 
meant  his  salvation.  Did  we  take  time  to 
speak  them?  Surely  each  of  us  has  a  few 
moments  that  we  may  give  to  help  those 
in  need,  so  let  us  say  with  Peter,  "Such 
as  I  have  give  I  thee." 

GIVE  OF  OUR  PRAYERS 

Did  I  hear  someone  say,  "I  was  too 
busy  to  pray"?  What  a  tragedy!  The 
emptiness  of  a  life  lived  without  prayer, 
and  to  think  of  trying  to  go  through  a 
day  without  praying  to  the  One  who 
gives  to  each  of  us  the  air  we  breathe, 
yea,  even  our  very  breath.  If  we  did  take 
time  to  pray  let  us  ask  ourselves  the  ques- 
tion, "What  kind  of  a  prayer  did  I  pray? 
Was  it  a  selfish  prayer,  praying  only  for 
ourselves  and  our  loved  ones  or  did  we 
pray  for  others?"  It  may  be  our  pastor 
who  needs  prayer  or  the  missionary  many 
miles  away.  It  may  be  some  child  of  God 
going  through  a  severe  trial  who  needs 
our  prayer  or  someone  unsaved  who  is 
longing  to  know  our  Savior  or  one  that 
is  careless  and  unconcerned  nearing  eter- 
nity. Can't  we  pray  for  them?  "Such  as 
I  have  give  I  thee." 

GIVE  OF  OUR  PRAISE 

The  story  is  told  of  a  husband  who 
said  to  his  wife,  "You're  a  great  little 
wife  and  I  don't  know  what  I  would  do 
without  you."  And  as  he  spoke  he  put 
his  arms  around  her  and  kissed  her  and 
she  forgot  all  her  care.  And  as  she  went 
about  her  work  she  sang  and  her  neighbor 
heard  her  singing  and  began  to  sing. 
When  the  delivery  boy  came  he  heard 
her  singing  and  went  out  whistling.  All 
because  he  praised  his  wife  the  song  came 
and  the  influence  went  on  and  on. 

So  let  us  give  praise  to  those  about  us. 
Teacher,  if  the  child  is  good  praise  him. 
Does  your  clerk  do  well?  Pass  on  the 
praise. 

Pass  on  the  praise  in  the  home.  Don't 
wait  until  that  precious  mother  or  father, 
brother  or  sister,  son  or  daughter  lies  cold 
in  their  grave  to  praise  them  but  let  them 
know  you  appreciate  them  now  while 
they  can  hear.  Give  them  the  flowers 
now. 

Closed  eyes  can't  see  the  white  roses, 
Cold  hands  can't  hold  them  you  know, 


Breath  that  is  stilled  cannot  gather 
The  odors   that  sweet   from  them  blow, 
Death,    with    a    peace   beyond    dreaming, 
Its  children  of  earth  doth  endow; 
Life  is  the  time  we  can  help  them 
So  give  them  the  flowers  now. 
GIVE  OF  OUR  BEST 
God  does  not  hold  us  responsible  for 
talents  we  do  not  possess  but  expects  us 
to  use  the  ones  He  has  given  us  no  mat- 
ter how  small.     After  all,     it  is  not  the 
greatest  achievements  that  always  count 
most   but  many  times  the  very  smallest 
may  count  most  for  God.  We  remember 
that  Christ  said  of  the  poor  widow  who 
threw  in  two  mites,  that  she  had  given 
more  than  they  all,  for  all  they  did  cast 
in  of  their  abundance,     but     she  of  her 
want  cast  in  all  that  she  had.  "Such  as  I 
have  give  I  thee." 

SHE   DID    HER   BEST 
Mildred  McNeal 

If  I  can  live 
To  make  some  pale  face  brighter,  and  to 

give 
A  second  luster  to  some  tear-dimmed  eye, 

Or  e'en  impart 
One  throb  of  comfort  to  an  aching  heart, 
Or  cheer  some  wayworn  soul  in  passing 

by, 

If  I  can  lend 
A  strong  hand  to  the  fallen,  or  defend 
The  right  against  a  single  envious  strain, 

My  life  though  bare, 
Perhaps  of  much  that  seemeth  dear  and 

fair 
To  us  of  earth,  will     not     have  been  in 

vain. 

The  purest  joy 
Most   near   to   heaven — far   from   earth's 

alloy, 
Is  bidding  cloud  to  give  way  to  sun  and 

shine; 

And  'twill  be  well 
If  on  that  day  of  days  the  angels  tell 
Of  me:     "She     did  her  best  for  one  of 

Thine." 

BIBLE   LESSON 
By  Esther  Holland 
Topic:  "EAGERNESS  FOR  THE 
TRUTH" 
THOUGHTS    FOR    THE    LEADER 
The  world  today  is  seeking  for  some- 
thing  that  is   true,   something   that  will 
bring  relief  for  troubled  hearts  and  minds, 
from  the  drudgery  of  everyday  toils  in 
an  unhappy  home   and  in   the  places  of 
public  business  where  sin  is  so  rampant. 
It    behooves    the    Christian    to    give    this 
truth  that  will  satisfy  the  soul  that  is  in 
the  deepest  straits  to  those  who  are  seek- 
ing.  The   daily   life      of      the   individual 
Christian  will  either  reflect  the  glorious 
light  of  God,  or  it  will  bedim  the  light 
that  Christ  would  have  to  shine  through 
the   believer.    Others   will   be   influenced 
thereby  one  way  or  another.  If  all  the  eyes 
that  are  focused  on  the  Christian  could 
be  seen  by  him  at  one  time,  and  he  could 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


read  the  thoughts  of  those  who  are  look- 
ing to  him,  surely  the  larger  per  cent  of 
us  would  be  more  careful  of  our  daily 
lives,  and  the  way  Christ  lights  our 
lives.  His  light  is  the  same,  although  our 
lives  may  cause  it  to  appear  dim  to  others. 
Let  us  look  back  and  see  others  who 
sought  the  truth  in  Bible  times  and  com- 
pare their  lives  and  their  anxious  expec- 
tations to  that  which  exists  today. 

THE  COMMON  PEOPLE  SEEKING 
TRUTH 

".  .  .  And  the  common  people  heard 
him  gladly,"  Mark  12:37.  The  wealthy 
class  of  people  are  somewhat  satisfied 
with  their  riches  and  the  pleasures  they 
afford  have  dulled  their  senses  in  a  meas- 
ure in  seeking  the  truth.  But  the  common 
people,  who  do  not  have  the  wealth  of 
the  world  at  their  disposal  or  command, 
are  seekers  for  a  truth  on  which  they  can 
stand.  Many  of  their  fellow  men  have 
made  promises  to  them  that  have  been 
broken,  and  their  trust  has  been  betrayed, 
now  they  are  seeking  that  fundamental 
truth  that  will  stand  throughout  the  ages 
of  eternity.  In  the  scripture  just  quoted 
it  was  the  common  people  who  heard 
Christ  gladly,  and  today  it  is  the  com- 
mon people  who  are  listening  to  the  full 
truth  as  it  is  being  expounded  from  the 
pulpits  of  our  churches  and  from  the 
lives  of  the  true  children  of  God,  that 
their  souls  might  be  satisfied.  And  when 
God's  child  lives  the  truth,  there  is  that 
emphasis  placed  upon  it  by  God  that 
causes  the  sinner  to  know  that  there  is 
something  to  salvation  and  that  it  is  a 
joyous  experience.  Let  us  be  faithful  in 
lifting  up  our  dear  Savior  to  the  world 
that  many  may  be  led  unto  Him  who 
died  for  all. 

CORNELIUS  AND  HIS  FAMILY 
"Immediately  therefore  I  sent  to  thee; 
and  thou  hast  well  done  that  thou  art 
come.  Now  therefore  are  we  all  here 
present  before  God,  to  hear  all  things 
that  are  commanded  thee  of  God,"  Acts 
10:33.  It  is  very  noticeable  that  Corne- 
lius and  his  household  listened  to  all 
things  that  were  commanded  of  God  unto 
Peter.  Perhaps  it  was  the  vision  of  the 
angel  that  gave  him  direction  to  send  for 
Peter  that  caused  Cornelius  to  know  that 
everything  which  was  commanded  of 
God  was  needful.  Oh,  that  our  people 
of  today  would  be  eager  for  "all"  that 
is  commanded  of  God!  Many  are  willing 
to  accept  one  truth  and  try  to  live  on 
that  one  crumb  and  yet  be  a  well-round- 
ed Christian;  but  it  can't  be  done.  If  one 
truth  alone  would  suffice,  what  would 
be  the  need  for  the  many  truths  in  His 
Word?  So  Cornelius  was  not  only  ready 
to  listen  to  all,  but  his  family  and  friends 
were  also  seeking  the  truth  through  the 
one  who  was  esteemed  so  highly.  That 
may  sound  a  bit  questionable,  but  think 
a  moment,  if  Cornelius  was  not  a  noble 


man,  a  worthy  man,  one  who  had  quite 
a  bit  of  influence,  those  whom  he  invited 
to  hear  the  Word  would  not  have  ac- 
cepted the  invitation.  But  we  find  that 
his  friends  and  neighbors  were  gathered 
together  in  his  household  and  when  Peter 
began  to  preach  unto  them  Jesus,  the 
resurrection,  and  eternal  life,  the  Holy 
Ghost  fell  upon  them  and  they  began  to 
speak  with  other  tongues  as  the  Spirit 
gave  utterance.  And  that  is  what  satis- 
fied them.  The  Holy  Ghost  can  satisfy 
anyone   who   will   receive  Him. 

THE   GENTILES  AT  ANTIOCH 

"And  when  the  Jews  were  gone  out 
of  the  synagogue,  the  Gentiles  besought 
that  these  words  might  be  preached  to 
them  the  next  Sabbath,"  Acts  13:42. 
The  Gentiles  had  always  heard  that  salva- 
tion was  for  the  Jews  only,  and  that  was 
the  belief  of  many  Jews,  but  here  when 
Paul  went  into  the  synagogue  and 
preached  unto  the  people,  the  Jews  re- 
fused to  believe  and  left,  but  the  Gen- 
tiles were  eager  to  hear  the  whole  truth 
of  the  Word  of  God  and  they  besought 
him  to  preach  unto  them  again  the  next 
week.  What  was  the  result?  A  church 
was  established  and  believers  were  first 
called  Christians  at  Antioch.  After  some 
received  the  wonderful  words  that  were 
preached  unto  them  and  learned  to  know 
Jesus  as  their  personal  Savior,  others  were 
attracted  by  the  clean  lives  and  power 
that  was  manifested  in  the  disciples.  The 
truth  satisfied   them. 

PRESENT  DAY  SEEKERS 

On  one  occasion  there  were  some  men 
told  Phillip  and  Andrew  saying,  "Sirs, 
we  would  see  Jesus."  Many  would  unite 
with  the  churches  today  if  the  lives  of 
the  members  of  that  church  were  such 
that  would  be  examples  of  holy,  clean 
living.  Many  church  members  are  stum- 
bling blocks  to  others  who  want  to  enter 
into  the  fold.  Yet,  it  seems  that  the  re- 
sponsibility of  the  individual  has  been 
overlooked  with  the  idea  in  mind  that  "it 
didn't  matter,  for  no  one  noticed."  The 
world  today  is  dying  for  a  little  of  the 
love  of  God  that  we  as  Christians  could 
show  to  them  daily.  Hearts  are  breaking 
everywhere  because  it  appears  that  no 
one  really  cares  for  the  sorrows  of  others, 
burden  bearers  have  cast  off  their  bur- 
dens and  decided  they  do  not  care  to 
share  another's  distress  any  more.  But 
fellow  Christian,  God  is  depending  on 
you  and  me  to  lift  Him  up  so  that  the 
world  can  see  Him  and  so  desire  Him 
that  they  will  be  led  unto  the  foot  of  the 
cross  where  He  died  to  give  salvation  free 
unto  all.  Is  your  light  so  dim  that  others 
cannot  see  the  way  through  you?  If  so, 
make  your  way  to  the  altar  and  make  it 
right  with  Him,  then  others  can  see  and 
will  follow  you  and  find  that  which  will 
satisfy  their  souls  also. 


Suggestion  For  Mother's  Day 

We  are  not  giving  a  Mother's  Day  pro- 
gram this  year  but  will  suggest  that  you 
look  over  the  paper  and  use  the  material 
throughout  the  program.  You  can  have  a 
good  program  in  this  way.  At  the  close  of 
the  service  give  a  short  time  for  tributes 
to  mother  for  everybody. 

Some  have  written  asking  us  to  outline 
a  program  as  an  outline  for  them  to  use 
in  conducting  their  meetings.  You  will 
find  a  very  good  outline  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  Bible  lessons  each  time.  This 
is  about  as  good  as  we  can  make  it  for 
general  use.  Each  church  may  change  it 
to  suit  the  needs  of  its  own  Y.  P.  E. 

BIBLE    LESSON 

Mrs.    Vangilce   Leonard 
Topic:  "SIX  BE'S" 
Scripture  lesson:    1    Cor.    15:58 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
These  are  not  honeybees,  but  they  are 
busy,   and  we     hope  they  sting  so  hard 
that  they  can  never  be  forgotten.  When 
a   honeybee   or    a    bumblebee   stings,    the 
sting  is  painful  for  only  a  short  time  and 
you  soon  forget  it,  but  we  want  the  sting 
of  these  be's  to  remain  with  you  always. 
BE  WARNED 
One  of  the  greatest  duties  of  our  God- 
called  ministers  is  to  warn  the  people  a- 
bout  their  souls.  There  is  one  class  of  peo- 
ple who  are  willing  to  be  warned  and  ac- 
cept   Jesus — they   are   the   ones   who   are 
almost   ready   to  receive  their   crown  of 
life  and  go  to  live  with  Jesus.  Then  there 
is  a  class     of     people     who  will  not  be 
warned  and  who  harden  their  hearts  and 
stiffen   their  necks — they   are      the  ones 
who  God  is  going  to  laugh  at  their  ca- 
lamities and  mock  when  their  fear  comes. 
I  wonder  which  class  you  are  in. 
BE  LOVELY 
God  wants  His  children  to  be  imitat- 
ors of  Him  and  to  be  imitators  of  Him 
we  must  be  lovely.  Prov.   8:17  says — "I 
love  them  that  love  me;  and  those  that 
seek  me  early  shall  find  me."  He  wants 
us  to  seek  Him  while  we  are  young  and 
one  of  the  best  times  for  our  young  peo- 
ple to  seek  God  is  in  a  Y.P.E.  meeting.  If 
we  are  God's  children  we  should  be  love- 
ly, full  of  compassion,  pity  and  courtesy. 
Love  and  you  will  be  loved. 
BE  STEADFAST 
1   Cor.    16:13   says,   "Watch  ye,  stand 
fast  in  the  faith,  quit  you  like  men,  be 
strong." 

When  we  start  out  living  for  Jesus  He 
wants  us  to  be  steadfast,  or  hold  tight  to 
that  which  we  claim  so  that  every  little 
puff  of  wind  will  not  uproot  us.  One 
good  way  to  be  steadfast  is  to  pray.  Pray 
without  ceasing  that  we  might  be  able 
to  stand  the  storms  and  trials  that  come 
our  way.  It  is  not  what  we  claim  now, 
but  that  that  we  have  when  Jesus  comes. 
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When  God  allows  us  to  become  prosper- 
ous and  everything  is  getting  along  nice- 
ly, don't  be  like  Uzziah,  forget  God,  but 
continue  to  be  steadfast,  or  unmovable, 
lest  you  be  smitten  with  leprosy  as  he 
was. 

BE  LIBERAL 

God  loves  a  cheerful  giver.  If  we  want 
God  to  love  us,  or  if  we  want  to  see  the 
Church  of  God  prosper  and  the  gospel  to 
spread,  we  must  be  willing  to  do  our 
part.  God  sees  our  hearts  and  He  knows 
whether  or  not  we  are  able  to  give.  Prov. 
11:25  says,  "The  liberal  soul  shall  be 
made  fat:  and  he  that  watereth  shall  be 
watered  also  himself."  If  you  want  to 
live  close  to  Jesus,  pay  your  tithes,  if  you 
work,  and  give  in  the  offerings  every  time 
you  can. 

BE  IN  THE  RIGHT  PLACE 

We,  who  are  trying  to  live  right, 
should  try  to  stay  in  the  right  place.  Nev- 
er go  any  place  that  we  cannot  take  Jesus 
with  us.  Besides  being  in  the  right  place 
we  should  be  trying  to  do  the  right 
thing.  We  should  try  to  do  the  work  of 
God,  not  our  work  of  self-righteousness. 
1  Cor.  10:31  says,  "Whether  therefore 
ye  eat,  or  drink,  or  whatsoever  ye  do,  do 
all  to  the  glory  of  God."  Paul  tells  us  to 
do  all  things,  whether  in  word  or  deed,  in 
the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus. 

Song  suggested,  "I'll  Be  Somewhere 
Working   For  My  Lord." 

BE  ASSURED  OF  A  REWARD 

We  who  have  lived  faithfully  to  God's 
Word  can  be  assured  of  the  great  reward 
that  He  has  waiting  for  us.  Heb.  10:3  5 
says,  "Cast  not  away  therefore  your  con- 
fidence, which  hath  great  recompense  of 
reward."  God  has  promised  us  a  reward 
if  we  live  faithful  to  His  Word  and  sure- 
ly we  believe  He  will  keep  His  promise. 
We  who  are  good  soldiers  of  the  cross 
know  that  we  have  a  crown  of  life  a- 
waiting  us.  Oh,  the  trials  of  this  road  will 
seem  as  nothing  when  we  get  to  the  end 
of  the  way. 

Song  suggested:  "When  We  Get  To 
The  End  Of  The  Way." 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Ottis  Hewett 
Topic:  "TEMPTATIONS" 
Scripture:  Matthew  4 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Sit  down  quietly,  young  Christian,  and 
review  the  momentous  step  you  have  tak- 
en in  accepting  Jesus.  What  did  you  do 
that  for?  Are  not  the  most  tremendous 
possibilities  bound  up  in  that  acceptance? 
You  have  started  out  for  heaven.  Con- 
sider, then,  the  things  that  will  help  you 
gain  your  goal  and  the  things  that  will 
hinder  you.  Work  for  your  own  interest. 
Do  those  things  that  will  make  your  suc- 
cess  more  probable.   Avoid   those   things 
that  will   make  your  success   less  prob- 
able. In  the  Christian  life  this  means  that 


you  are  to  do  all  the  things  you  know 
of  that  will  make  heaven  the  surer,  and 
avoid  all  those  things  that  will  make  it 
less  sure.  We  see  young  folks  all  around 
us  that  get  a  good  blessing  and  in  a  few 
short  weeks  are  at  the  same  devilment  as 
they  were  before.  Is  there  not  something 
that  can  be  done  to  prevent  this?  Yes,  I 
think  there  is. 

In  1  Cor.  10:13  we  have  a  promise 
that  will  never  fail.  Take  courage,  dear 
young  convert,  you  can  stand.  You  are  in 
a  wonderful  fortress,  a  stronghold  of  un- 
conquerable power.  You  have  in  you 
Christ,  who  is  greater  than  the  devil  and 
the  world,  and  you  have  the  promise  of 
the  faithful  God  to  keep  you,  so  why 
fear?  Lift  up  your  head  and  your  heart 
and  go  forward  for  Jesus. 

OUR  TEMPTATIONS 
Scripture:  Matt.  26:41. 
Temptation  is  universal.  It  shows  no 
partiality;  it  manifests  no  favoritism;  it 
makes  no  exceptions.  It  attacks  the  rich 
and  the  poor,  the  high  and  the  low,  the 
learned  and  the  illiterate.  Let  no  soul  be 
deceived.  Every  inch  of  ground  between 
the  moment  of  surrender  to  God  and  the 
final  triumphant  entrance  into  heaven 
will  be  contested  by  the  enemy.  The  devil 
will  use  every  available  resource  to  side- 
track and  destroy  a  Christian  and  a 
Christian  life.  It  is  no  sin  to  be  tempted, 
the  sin  is  in  yielding.  The  battle  will  be 
fought  in  the  mind  first,  and  if  there  is 
a  consent  in  the  mind  or  heart  then  sin 
has  been  committed.  Jesus,  our  Savior, 
was  tempted,  the  prophets  were  tempted, 
the  followers  of  Jesus  were  tempted.  Are 
we  better  or  dearer  in  His  sight  than 
they?  You  may  ask,  Why  were  they 
tempted,  why  are  we  tempted,  why  is  it 
a  good  thing  to  be  tempted?  Because  it 
tests  us,  and  shows  to  us  and  to  others 
the  material  of  which  we  are  composed. 
All  tools,  machinery,  and  first-class  goods 
of  every  kind,  are  tested  for  purity, 
strength,  running  capacity,  etc.  We  are 
tempted  to  see  how  weak  or  how  strong 
we  are,  or  whether  or  not  our  love  for 
Jesus  is  genuine,  whether  our  yielding  is 
freely  of  our  own  choosing.  Resisting 
temptations  develops  courage,  develops 
faith,  develops  grit,  develops  power.  In 
fact,  there  is  no  other  way  in  the  world 
to  develop  character  except  by  way  of 
resisted  temptation.  Christ  wants  the  best 
you  have  and  through  temptations  our 
best  material  is  molded  into  just  what  He 
wants. 

AVOIDING  TEMPTATIONS 
Scripture:  James  4:7 
Avoid  temptation,  dear  young  Chris- 
tian, as  you  would  a  deadly,  venomous 
serpent.  Avoid  associations  that  will  lead 
you  away  from  Christ.  Avoid  lovers  of 
pleasures,  for  they  will  lead  you  into 
questionable  amusements  and  doubtful 
associations.  To  be  a  Christian  means  to 
give  up  evil,  swing  on  to  the  good,  but 


the  Christian  can  keep  all  the  good  things 
that  he  has.  There  is  more  or  less  danger 
in  every  temptation,  it  is  a  part  of  the 
young  convert's  duty  to  avoid  them  as 
much  as  possible.  There  is  enough  of  un- 
avoidable temptations  to  meet  to  test  us 
without  inviting  some  extra  ones  to  come 
our  way.  And  the  temptations  that  we 
can  avoid  and  do  not  avoid  are  peculiarly 
perilous  to  us.  They  have  a  power  over  us 
that  the  others  lack. 

A  certain  man  one  time  wanted  to  hire 
a  chauffeur.  Three  men  applied  for  the 
position.  The  man  took  the  applicants 
down  to  a  particularly  bad  and  dangerous 
place  in  the  road  over  which  the  auto 
would  have  to  be  driven,  a  place  where 
there  was  a  steep  precipice  on  one  side  of 
the  road,  and  asked  them,  "How  near  this 
precipice  can  you  drive  this  auto  with- 
out going  over?"  One  said  he  could  drive 
as  near  as  one  foot  without  going  over; 
another  said  he  could  do  better  than  that, 
he  could  drive  as  near  as  six  inches  to  the 
precipice  without  danger.  The  last  man 
was  asked  what  he  could  do.  "Well,  sir," 
he  said,  "I  will  stay  as  far  away  from  that 
precipice  as  I  can  get."  "You  are  the  one 
I  want  for  a  driver,"  said  the  man.  A  lit- 
tle boy  was  recovering  from  a  serious  ill- 
ness that  made  it  unsafe  for  him  to  eat 
what  the  rest  of  the  family  were  eating. 
One  day  his  little  sister  came  in  eating 
cake.  The  boy's  appetite  was  coming 
back;  the  cake  looked  inviting.  "Jennie," 
he  said,  "you  must  run  right  out  of  the 
room  away  from  me  with  that  cake,  and 
I  will  keep  my  eyes  shut  while  you  go, 
so  I  shan't  want  it."  Particularly  must 
we  avoid  the  small,  petite,  unharmful, 
apparent  innocent  temptations.  The  oak 
started  from  the  acorn.  The  river  started 
with  a  small  trickle  down  the  mountain- 
side. It  is  not  what  they  are  but  what  they 
will  amount  to.  When  we  buy  anything 
on  the  installment,  we  do  not  consider 
the  amount  of  money  we  have  now  but 
what  we  hope  to  earn.  A  temptation  is  a 
temptation,  and  the  size  has  nothing  to 
do  with  it.  If  you  take  good  care  not  to 
yield  to  the  little  temptations,  the  bigger 
ones  will  not  be  hard  to  deal  with.  The 
small  foxes  spoil  the  vine.  In  nearly  every 
fall,  there  is  most  generally  a  yielding  of 
small  points,  a  neglecting  of  little  so- 
called  "no-harms,"  which  blunts  the  edge 
of  one's  resistance  to  sin. 

OVERCOMING  TEMPTATIONS 
Scripture:  James  1:12 
Since  you  are  going  to  be  tempted,  it 
is  of  the  greatest  importance  to  you  to 
know  how  to  overcome  temptations. 
There  is  one  lesson  to  learn  that  is  of  su- 
preme importance  and  that  is  to  learn 
that  Christ  is  all  and  that  without  Him 
you  can  not  do  anything.  Learn  to  fight 
temptations  by  faith  is  the  second  lesson 
but  you  must  have  faith  in  yourself.  Not 
presumptuous  self-confidence,  or  selfish 
pride  in  your  own  powers  and   abilities, 
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but  faith  in  your  good  motives,  in  your 
acceptance  of  Jesus,  in  your  ability 
through  Christ  to  win  over  every  temp- 
tation. A  Christian  is  a  soldier,  and  sol- 
diers must  fight,  and  victory  over  temp- 
tation is  the  result  of  intelligent  fighting 
on  the  part  of  the  Christian  coupled  with 
faith  in  the  Lord.  The  victory  is  won  by 
cooperation;  you  do  your  part  manfully, 
trusting  God  to  do  His  part  and,  lo,  the 
battle  is  wen  almost  before  you  know  it. 
Do  not  expect  the  devil  to  go  away  and 
leave  you  alone  by  just  asking  him  to. 
He  is  not  a  gentleman  and  can  not  be 
treated  as  one.  He  is  to  be  resisted, 
strongly,  faithfully,  heroically,  stedfast- 
ly,   and   unceremoniously. 

We  may  overcome  temptations 
by  keeping  our  minds  fixed  on  God, 
His  promises,  and  our  duty  to  Him.  A 
man,  so  the  story  goes,  once  asked  an 
Eastern  king  if  he  could  tell  him  how  to 
overcome  temptation.  The  king  told  him 
to  take  a  vessel  brimful  of  oil  and  carry 
it  through  the  streets  without  spilling  one 
drop.  "If  you  spill  one  drop,"  said  the 
king,  "your  head  shall  be  cut  off,"  and 
then  he  sent  the  man  out  to  the  street 
with  his  vessel  of  oil.  There  happened  to 
be  a  fair  going  on  in  the  town,  and  the 
streets  were  crowded  with  people.  How- 
ever, the  man  was  very  careful  and  re- 
turned to  the  king  without  having  spilled 
one  drop  of  oil.  Then  the  king  asked, 
"Did  you  see  anyone  while  you  were 
walking  through  the  streets?"  "No,"  re- 
plied the  man,  "I  was  thinking  only  of 
the  oil;  I  noticed  nothing  else."  "Then," 
said  the  king,  "you  have  learned  how  to 
overcome  temptations.  Fix  your  mind  on 
God  as  you  fixed  it  on  the  vessel  of  oil. 
You  will  not  then  be  tempted  to  sin." 

A  MODERN  MIRACLE 

By   Linwood   Jacobs 

The  camp  meeting  that  I  attended  at 
Sevierville,  Tennessee  was  a  huge  suc- 
cess. The  marvelous  manifestations  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  were  sights  to  behold.  With 
my  soul  full  of  glory  and  with  heavenly 
joy  bells  ringing  in  my  heart,  I  started 
the  long  journey  home.  The  bus  was 
thirty  minutes  late  leaving  Asheville, 
N.  C.  and  the  driver  drove  at  a  rapid 
pace  to  gain  time.  Never  before  had  the 
mountains  of  North  Carolina  seemed  so 
beautiful.  Their  green  wooded  sides, 
slanting  down  to  murmuring  streams, 
were  so  beautiful  that  it  filled  me  with 
a  sense  of  the  aesthetic  beauty  of  the 
handiwork  of  God. 

As  we  left  the  mountains,  darkness  de- 
scended upon  us  rapidly.  The  pale  yellow 
glow  of  the  headlights  divided  the  dark- 
ness before  us.  As  I  sat  on  the  front  seat 
on  the  right  hand  side  of  the  bus  and 
watched  the  stars  twinkling  in  the  sky, 
I  felt  the  presence  of  the  Lord.  Oh,  how 
my  soul  was  filled  with  glory!  I  wanted 
so  badly  to  testify  to  the  occupants  of 


the  bus  as  to  just  what  the  Lord  had  done 
for  me.  I  didn't  know  just  how  to  go 
about  this  so  I  started  to  sing.  The  drone 
of  the  motor  became  louder  and  louder; 
the  louder  the  motor  sounded,  the  louder 
I  sang.  I  began  to  sing  my  testimony, 
"I'm  saved  and  sanctified,  hallelujah  to 
the  Lamb."  Oh,  I  cannot  describe  how 
the  Lord  was  blessing  my  soul  as  I  sang, 
"I  shouted  and  talked  in  tongues  —  " 
Then  the  Lord  impressed  me  to  sing,  "It's 
the  old  time  religion  and  it's  good  enough 
for  me!" 

While  I  was  singing,  my  eyes  were 
turned  heavenward,  but  God  impressed 
upon  me  to  look  ahead  through  the  wind- 
shield. As  I  looked,  my  song  froze  on 
my  lips,  but  the  glory  and  peace  of  God 
filled  my  heart.  A  car  was  coming  straight 
toward  us.  It  was  at  least  two  feet  over 
on  our  side  of  the  road  and  it  looked 
as  if  it  were  coming  straight  toward  us. 
I  prayed,  "Dear  God,  take  care  of  us!" 
Our  driver  pulled  to  the  right  as  far  as 
he  could.  The  bus  and  the  car  collided. 
I  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  seat  trying  to 
see  what  had  happened.  Our  driver  lost 
control  of  the  bus.  It  began  to  plunge 
wildly  off  the  road.  Suddenly  a  voice 
from  heaven  spoke  to  me,  "Throw  up 
your  feet."  I  did  not  have  time  to  ques- 
tion God  why,  but  I  simply  obeyed.  Up 
went  my  feet.  In  raising  my  feet,  I 
forced  my  head  backwards.  The  bus  went 
into  the  ditch  and  struck  the  bank.  There 
was  a  terrific  jar.  I  went  sailing  through 
the  air. 

Will  you  pardon  me  while  I  digress 
just  a  moment?  I  have  often  heard  people 
say  that  they  could  live  over  their  entire 
lives  and  experience  many  regrets  while 
they  faced  danger.  There  was  only  one 
thing  that  came  before  me,  while  I  was 
being  dashed  to — I  knew  not  where,  and 
that  one  thing  was  the  cross.  I  saw  some- 
one nailed  to  a  cross  and  blood  was  flow- 
ing. Thank  God!  In  that  moment  of 
grave  danger  I  thought  only  of  Jesus  and 
His  precious  blood  that  had  purchased 
for  me  the  way  to  heaven. 

My  feet  struck  solidly  on  an  iron  bar. 
If  I  had  not  obeyed  God  when  He  spoke, 
my  head  would  have  struck  instead  of 
my  feet.  The  blow  was  a  terrible  one.  I 
fell  to  the  floor.  The  bus  was  upright,  so 
I  tried  to  stand  and  walk  out.  My  legs 
felt  paralyzed.  I  could  not  use  them.  I 
held  to  the  bus  and  worked  my  way  out. 
Outside  the  bus,  I  lay  prostrate  on  the 
ground.  I  could  not  rise.  My  legs  were 
numb  and  useless.  Did  the  presence  of  the 
Lord  leave  me?  No.  As  I  lay  there  on 
the  grass  and  could  not  rise,  I  began  to 
praise  God  for  deliverance.  Oh  hallelu- 
jah! I  never  shall  forget  how  God  blessed 
my  soul. 

A  crowd  soon  gathered.  A  large  num- 
ber stood  around  me  while  I  was  praising 
God.  One  asked,  "Are  you  hurt?"  I  re- 
plied,   "Oh,    thank    God    for    salvation." 


Another  asked  the  question  again,  "Are 
you  hurt?"  I  replied,  "I  am  so  glad  that 
at  a  time  like  this  I  know  that  I  am  ready 
to  go,  hallelujah!"  The  Spirit  of  God 
moved  mightily  upon  me.  I  praised  His 
name  in  another  language. 

They  carried  all  of  us  to  the  hospital. 
The  others  were  all  examined.  I  refused 
an  examination.  Why  should  I  find  out 
how  hard  a  job  the  Lord  had  to  heal  me? 

Before  I  left  the  hospital,  two  of  the 
passengers  came  to  me  and  said,  "We 
understand  that  you  are  a  minister  in 
the  Church  of  God.  We  feel  that  your 
being  on  the  bus  is  what  saved  us  all. 
We  heard  your  singing,  and  as  you  sang, 
we  prayed  for  the  first  time  in  years. 
We  felt  the  Lord  dealing  with  us  through 
your  song,  and  we  want  you  to  remem- 
ber us  in  your  prayers." 

The  night  that  I  arrived  home,  I  was 
scheduled  to  conduct  a  conference  at  the 
church  in  Great  Falls,  S.  C.  I  had  Brother 
Arthur  Deese  to  drive  my  car  to  this 
church.  I  could  not  bear  the  weight  of 
my  body  on  my  legs  but  had  to  hold  to 
him  with  one  hand  and  lean  on  a  stick 
that  I  carried  in  my  other  hand.  When 
the  time  came  for  me  to  preach,  I  had  a 
chair  placed  beside  the  pulpit.  I  said, 
"The  devil  may  hurt  me,  but  he  cannot 
keep  me  from  preaching  this  night.  I  am 
trusting  the  Lord,  and  I  may  have  to 
sit  through  this  sermon,  but  I  am  not 
going  to  be  defeated."  The  power  of  God 
swept  the  place.  I  forgot  about  being 
crippled.  I  forgot  my  chair.  I  forgot  my 
stick.  Praise  God!  I  was  healed  instantly 
before  that  congregation  of  people.  I 
threw  my  chair  aside  and  preached  to  the 
people  from  the  pulpit. 

Psalm  118:8,  "It  is  better  to  trust  in 
the  Lord  than  to  put  confidence  in  man." 
Exodus  15:26,  "I  am  the  Lord  that  heal- 
eth  thee."  Psalm  103:2,  3,  "Bless  the 
Lord,  O  my  soul,  and  forget  not  all  his 
benefits:  Who  forgiveth  all  thine  ini- 
quities; who  healeth  all  thy  diseases." 

A   Child's   Prayer  Answered 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
told  them  their  mother  was  about  to  die. 

It  was  a  very  sad  little  group  of  chil- 
dren that  loitered  lonesomely  about  the 
house  and  yard.  Bessie  slipped  away  from 
the  other  children  when  they  left  the 
sick  room.  She  wanted  to  be  alone;  she 
wanted  to  talk  to  God  for  a  little  while. 
She  felt  she  could  talk  to  Him  better  if 
she  were  alone.  And  that  is  very  true;  we 
can  always  talk  more  freely  to  God  when 
there  are  no  others  near.  Bessie  looked 
about  for  a  place  where  no  one  would  be 
apt  to  see  her,  for  she  did  not  want  any 
one  to  know  of  this  little  talk. 

Now  where  could  she  be  alone?  All  at 
once  she  knew — down  behind  the  long 
chicken  house  was  a  cleared  place.  She 
would  go  there,  and  she  would  hurry,  for 
her  heart  was  so  sad.  Soon  she  reached  the 
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cool  shaded  place,  and  she  was  all  alone. 
Here  with  tears  and  sobs  she  prayed  over 
and  over  again,  "Dear  God,  don't  let  our 
mother  die,  don't  let  our  mother  die.  Dear 
God,  help  her  to  get  well."  Soon  the  little 
troubled  heart  was  comforted,  and  wiping 
away  her  tears,  she  returned  to  the  house. 
She  did  not  tell  any  one  of  her  prayer, 
but  her  heart  no  longer  had  that  awful 
hurt  in  it — God  was  going  to  make  it  all 
right. 

When  they  went  upstairs  to  bed  that 
night,  Bessie  crept  into  bed  with  her  sis- 
ter, but  it  was  a  long  time  before  they  all 
went  to  sleep.  They  could  not  forget  the 
sick  mother  in  the  room  downstairs. 

About  two  o'clock  in  the  night,  some- 
one came  to  the  rooms  upstairs  and  wak- 
ened the  older  children  and  told  them 
that  their  mother  was  not  going  to  die; 
the  crisis  was  passed  and  with  good  care 
she  would  be  well  in  a  few  weeks.  Then 
Bessie  remembered  the  comforted  feeling 
in  her  heart  when  she  had  prayed  for  her 
mother  and  knew  surely  it  was  God's  an- 
swer to  her  prayer  and  her  heart  was  full 
of  joy.  Take  all  your  cares  and  troubles 
to  the  Lord.  He  says,  "Call  upon  me  in 
the  day  of  trouble:  I  xvill  deliver  thee" 
— Sel. 
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DATES  OF  GEORGIA  Y.   P.   E.  AND  SUN- 
DAY SCHOOL  CONVENTIONS 

i 

April  13-14,  Toccoa  district  (Lavonia 
church) . 

April   20-21,   Jesup   district. 

April  27-28,  North  Georgia  Y.  P.  E. 
and  Sunday  School  convention  (Lindale 
church) . 

May  4-5,  McRae  district  (Central 
Grove). 

May  11-12.  Hazlehurst  district. 

May  18-19,  Cobbtown  district. 

May  2  5-26,  Thomaston  district 
(Thomaston  church). 

June  1-2,  Carrollton  district. 

June  8-9,  LaFayette  district. 

June  15-16,  Cairo  district. 

June  22-23,  Dahlonega  district  (Mc- 
Caysville  church). 

June  29-30,  Augusta  district  (Mat- 
thews church). 

July  6-7,  Waycross  district. 

July  13-14,  South  Georgia  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  School  convention  (Albany 
church) . 

July  20-21,  Valdosta  district. 

July  27-28,  Canton  district  (Marietta 
church). 

August  3-4,  Rome  district  (Lindale 
church). 

August  24-2  5,  Calhoun  district  (Er- 
win  Hill  church) . 

September  7-8,  Clayton  district. 

September  14-15,  Dalton  district  (Dal- 
ton  church) . 

September  21-22,  Atlanta  (Riverside 
church). 

We  are  asking  that  all  the  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  School  officers  and  teachers  be  at 
the  convention  on  your  district,  as  it  is 
very  important  for  you  to  be  there.  Ev- 
eryone is  invited. — Rev.  Roy  Douglas. 

B.  T.  S.  Page 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
nances  there,  for  there  is  no  condemna- 
tion, but  all  is  bright  and  cheery  because 
of  the  prevalent  glory  that  fills  the  small 
room.  Joy  fills  the  heart  of  each  boy — 
the  joy  of  salvation's  assurance — the  joy 
of  dominating  godliness.  While  the  quiv- 
ering strings  and  vibrant  reeds  create  a 
hymn  of  praise,  a  cloudburst  of  glory 
showers  the  room.  Demonstrative  young 
men  sway  under  the  power  of  God,  their 
beings  unable  to  contain  the  blessing 
that  is  poured  upon  them. 

The  countenance  of  the  Visitor  bright- 
ens as  He  moves  from  the  window  to  an- 
other. Inside,  a  boy  carefully  studies  his 
lessons  for  the  morrow.  Bent  low  over 
his  desk,  he  peruses  his  books,  with  a 
frown  knitting  his  brow.  After  a  few 
minutes  of  futile  study,  he  slips  to  his 
knees  for  a  brief  prayer.  He  desires  the 


ability  to  grasp  the  substance  of  his  read- 
ing; handicapped  by  a  lack  of  education, 
he  must  depend  upon  God.  By  persever- 
ance and  faith  he  will  be  victorious. 

The  Visitor  makes  a  circuit  of  the 
structure,  peering  through  each  window, 
as  the  wind  wrestles  with  His  robe  and 
hair.  He  sees  a  variety  of  activity.  Boys 
in  deep  study,  boys  in  song,  prayer  and 
conversation,  boys  in  meditation,  boys 
that  revere  God.  He  sees  boys  in  peaceful 
ennui  and  boys  in  concentric  discussion 
of  divinity.  He  sees  nothing  that  grieves 
or  offends  Him,  a  smile  of  pleasure  and 
satisfaction  plays  on  His  lips. 

After  looking  into  the  last  room  (in 
which  He  sees  a  group  discussing  their 
plans  for  the  approaching  summer — some 
planning  to  pastor,  some  to  evangelize, 
some  to  sing,  but  all  to  work  for  God  in 
their  own  vocation),  He  departs  several 
rods  across  the  broad,  grassy  campus.  Joy 
floods  His  Being  because  He  has  at  last 
found  a  group  of  people  who  are  willing 
to  labor  and  suffer  and  glory  for  Him. 
His  search  is  climaxed  in  triumph,  for 
the  clique  of  His  honor  has  been  discov- 
ered! Love!  Joy!  Peace!  Longsuffering! 
Gentleness  Goodness!  Faith!  Meekness! 
Temperance!  The  group  upon  which  He 
can  lay  any  task! 

As  He  stands  in  the  center  of  the  broad 
campus,  gazing  fondly  at  the  three  noble 
structures,  His  transparency  becomes  ob- 
vious. From  the  heavens  there  comes  the 
sound  of  music,  euphoneous  and  clear. 
Dominating  is  a  celestial  choir  singing  a 
carol  of  worship;  the  remote  peal  of  gold- 
en bells  and  a  fanfare  of  regal  trumpets. 

While  the  music  drifts  from  heaven, 
the  transparent  Visitor  disappears  in  a 
vapor — and  the  only  audible  sound  is 
that  of  the  sleepy  old  clock  in  the  Sevier- 
ville  town  hall  as  it  strikes  ten  o'clock. 

Suggested  Books  For  the  Month 

(Continued  from  page  16) 
the  Lighted  Pathway  is  not  for  sale  at 
the   Publishing  House.   Read  what   Rev. 
Robert  McQuilkin  has  to  say  about  Zeno- 
bia  Bird's  books. 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amaz- 
ing characteristic  of  English  literature  is 
that  the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and 
drama  are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a 
personal  heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to 
do  with  such  matters.  In  this  they  are 
perhaps  true  to  life  that  is  lived  without 
God.  But  what  of  Christians  who  ear- 
nestly want  God's  way  in  their  lives? 
Stories  dealing  with  this  group  of  people 
are  too  apt  to  be  "goody-goody,"  and  ap- 
pear "pious"  in  the  wrong  sense  of  that 
word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with  a  keen  in- 
sight into  human  nature,  a  remarkable 
grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its  practical 
application  to  everyday  life,  has  given  a 
series  of  stories  based  on  actual  life  ex- 
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pcricnces  that  will  fascinate  young  peo- 
ple, and  at  the  same  time  show  how  vital 
and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ  at  the  center.  Price,   $1.00. 

Watch  for  announcement  of  our  new 
serial  in  the  June  issue. 

"Mother,"  by  Edgar  A.  Guest.  A  col- 
lection of  beautiful  poems  about  moth- 
er. Price,   50c. 


A  Widow's  Trust 

(Continued  from  page  19) 
sticks,  were  piled  up  against  the  southern 
edge  of  the  cottage.  There  was  no  need 
now  to  pay  a  high  price  for  coal,  for  an 
abundant  supply  of  good  wood  would 
keep  them  warm  and  cheerful  all  winter. 

When  the  dinner  hour  came  the  kitch- 
en stove  was  red-hot  with  an  unstinted 
fire  of  their  former  meager  supply,  and 
an  awe-struck  group  of  children  listened 
to  their  mother's  broken  prayer  of 
thanksgiving. 

The  years  that  followed  in  the  little 
cottage  were  years  of  much  hard  work, 
and  of  many  trials,  but  they  were  years 
of  faith  which  made  every  burden  light. 
Mrs.  Nevius  has  laid  her  burdens  down 
and  gone  to  the  land  where  faith  becomes 
sight.  The  children,  grown,  are  now  heads 
in  their  own  homes.  And  the  son,  Wil- 
liam, at  least,  has  never  forgotten  that 
faith  lesson  learned  on  the  December 
morning  long  ago. 


Exchange  Page 

(Continued   from   page    13) 
us.  We  have  just  organized  a  Y.  P.  E.  in 
Bennettsville.  Pray  for  us  to  go  over  the 
top  for  Jesus. 

May  God  bless  you,  Sister  Harrison. — 
Mrs.  Edith  Webster,  Bennettsville,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  wish  to  make  a  very  brief  but  grand 
report  in  behalf  of  our  Young  People's 
Endeavor  in  Alma,  Ga.  Due  to  the  co- 
operation of  all  our  young  people  here 
and  the  untiring  efforts  of  our  pastor, 
we  are  growing  by  leaps  and  bounds. 
Other  than  the  increase  in  membership 
we  have  a  great  increase  in  the  sale  of 
the  Lighted  Pathways.  We  sell  six  and 
one-half  rolls,  whereas  only  two  rolls 
were  sold. 

We  desire  a  great  interest  in  prayer 
that  we  might  continue  to  grow  and  be 
a  soul-saving  station  in  this  little  town. 
— Bernice  Hyers,  president,  Alma,  Ga. 

My  dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  precious  name.  I 
just  finished  reading  "Mountain  Peaks 
of  Experience."  I  wish  I  had  words  to  ex- 
press the  help  I  received  from  reading 
your  experiences.  Truly  I  wish  every  child 
of  God  who  feels  his  burdens  are  too 
much  to  bear,  could  read  your  book. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  have  felt  it  my  duty 


to  write  you  for  sometime  about  our  won- 
derful Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Parkerburg.  We 
have  a  wonderful  attendance.  We  now 
have  the  West  Virginia  state  Y.  P.  E.  at- 
tendance banner  and  we  owe  so  much  of 
our  success  to  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It 
certainly  is  a  blessing  to  us.  We  use  the 
outline  lessons  and  when  we  want  some- 
thing special  in  the  way  of  programs, 
we  can  always  depend  on  the  Lighted 
Pathway. 

Our  Gideon  is  selling  four  rolls  of 
Lighted  Pathways  at  present  and  we  are 
planning  to  sell  more.  Thank  you  for 
your  wonderful  work.  God  surely  is  bless- 
ing us  here. 

A  few  weeks  ago  we  had  a  revival 
among  the  young  folks.  I  wish  you  could 
see   them   testifying   and   praising   God. 

Please  pray  for  us  that  God  will  con- 
tinue to  bless. — Mrs.  Edna  Foggin,  Park- 
ersburg,  W.  Va. 


RULES  FOR  ORDERING 
PAPERS 

When  ordering  papers  be  sure  to 
have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
or  send  cash  with  order. 

Please  let  us  know  before  the 
10th  of  the  month  if  you  want  to 
increase  or  decrease  your  order. 
Any  orders  sent  out  after  that 
time,  you  will  be  responsible  for. 
So  many  write  in  and  cancel  their 
order  after  their  papers  are  sent 
to  them  and  then  return  them  to 
us  perhaps  torn  and  soiled.  This 
is  a  great  loss  to  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  feel  sure  that  many  of 
you  have  not  thought  of  this  and 
when  you  read  this  notice  you  will 
be  glad  to  cooperate  with  us. 

Send  all  business  letters  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
The  Editor  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  business.  All  personal  letters 
or  material  for  the  paper  should 
be  addressed  to  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Our  Lighted  Pathway  is  growing 
by  leaps  and  bounds  and  it  will 
take  cooperation  to  take  care  of 
the  financial  end  of  the  work.  God 
bless  all  who  are  interested  in  get- 
ting this  paper  into  the  homes  of 
our  young  people. — From  the  busi- 
ness office  of  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing   House. 


Our  Y.P.E.  Poets 

(Continued   from   page    14) 

Mother's  Woys 

Let  mother  have  her  old-time  ways, 

And   don't    find   fault   with   them; 
For  childhood  thought  her  ways  the  best, 

And  they're  as  good  as  then. 
The   ways   of  love   and   tenderness 

Are   never   out   of  style; 
Remember  this,   and  tell  her  so— 

Don't  wait  till  after  while. 
Let  not   affections  wane  with  years; 

It  waneth  not  for  you. 
Go,  put  your  arms  around  her  now. 

Kiss  her  as  you  used  to  do. 
More  than  you  know,  her  heart  cries  out 
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And   craves   affection   still. 
The  same   sweet   mother   love   is    there, 

Unchanged;   it  never  will. 
Life  does  not  hold  enough  of  years 

In  which  we  can  repay 
A  mother's  love;   but  do  your  best 

Before  she  goes  away. — Selected. 

White   Carnations 

Goldie   Mae   Ga/lhi 

I'll   wear   a   white   carnation — this    Mother's   Day, 
To  remember  the  one  who  just  passed  away; 
Although   a  red  one  I   would   like  to  wear 
Jesus  has  helped  me,  oh,  how  He  does  care! 

Our  hearts  arc  longing  to  see  her  some  day, 
So  let   us  be  faithful,  dear  Jesus,  I  pray, 
'Til  we  shall  see  mother  in  heaven  above; 
Where  God's  glory   is  waiting   for   those   that  He 
loves. 

— Lacoochee,   Fh. 

Trust  in  God 

Trust   in   God,   He'll   never   fail   you 

When  the  devil  dost  assail  you, 

And  when  help  is  needed  most 

You'll  find  God  right  there  at  His  post. 

Trust  in  God,  He'll  never  fail  you 
When  the  last  bit  of  bread   is  gone, 
Trust  in  God  and  do  not  worry, 
He  will  send  some  right  along. 

Trust   in   God,   He'll   never   fail   you 

When  in  sickness  or  in  death, 

In   your   sickness   He  can   heal, 

Or   when   the   death   bell   dost   peal 

He  can  take  you  safely  across  the  chilly  tide 

There  with  Him  forever  to  abide. 

— 'Albert  M.   Stephens,  Cramerton,   N.   C. 

Mrs.  B.  S.  Moody 

Jacksonville,  Fla.  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 


Honor  Roll 

T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 

Rev.  C.  D.  Tidwell,  Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 

Mrs.  F.  E.  Shirley,  Perry,  Fla. 

Miss  Mary  A.  Bass,  Clearwater,  Fla. 

NOTE:  Greenville,  S.  C.  sold  the  larg- 
est number  of  papers  but  failed  to  get  the 
money  in  on  time. — Editor. 

The  person  who  sits  on  the  stool  of  do- 
nothing  may  have  a  comfortable  seat,  but 
undoubtedly  a  poor  occupation  and  small 
pay. 

iHELP  US  PLEASE! 
"What  can  you  do  for  us,"  do  you    j 
j     ask?    Help  us  place  this  Mother's    ! 
S    Day  issue  in  the  offices,  hospitals, 
[    stations,  prisons,  and  homes.  Who 
I     knows   how   many   souls   you   may 
lead  to  Christ.  Please  help  answer 

!  Mother's  prayers.  Prayer  amounts 
to  little  unless  we  put  feet  to  them. 
—Editor. 


May,  1940 


TPage  27] 


jg^SI* 


*K® 


^be  Sinners  ^9age 


£*®it 


alG^S 


EE 


JJ 


H 


THE  FAITHFUL  MESSENGER 

L.  L.  WTGHTMAN 
^RED  Parker  picked  up  the  daily 
\6yjf  paper  and  scanned  the  head- 
lines. News  from  every  quarter 
Jgy  of  the  globe.  But  it  was  a  brief 
account  of  an  accident  which 
held  his  attention.  In  an  obscure  corner  of 
a  back  page  the  account  mentioned  that 
Sam  Keith  was  struck  by  an  auto  and 
taken  to  the  hospital. 

"Sam  Keith,"  Fred  repeated  the  name, 
wondering  where  he  had  heard  it.  Might 
have  read  the  name  before,  or  one  similar 
to  it.  He  laid  the  paper  aside,  thinking  he 
was  through  with  it. 

That  morning  Fred  Parker  had  prayed 
as  he  did  every  morning,  and  in  his 
prayer  he  had  asked  the  Lord  "to  lirect 
me  this  day  in  some  act  of  ser-'.ce  to 
Thee."  He  believed  in  definite  guidance 
by  the  Holy  Spirit.  Consequently,  after 
laying  the  paper  aside,  he  turned  to  it. 
The  account  of  the  accident  held  renewed 
interest  for  him. 

He  thought  of  the  occasion  when  the 
angel  of  the  Lord  spoke  unto  Philip,  say- 
ing, "Arise,  and  go  toward  the  south  unto 
the  way  that  goeth  down  from  Jerusalem 
unto  Gaza,  which  is  desert."  Philip 
obeyed,  and  met  there  a  man  whom  he  led 
to  Christ. 

"Guess  I'll  call  on  this  man,  Sam  Keith, 
at  the  hospital,"  Fred  decided,  feeling  in 
his  heart  that  he  had  the  answer  to  his 
prayer.  The  call  to  visit  this  injured  man 
was  as  definite  as  the  call  which  sent 
Philip  on  his  mission.  And  Fred  Parker 
was  obedient  to  the  call. 


Sam  Keith  had  a  recollection  of  the 
auto  rushing  towards  him  and  his  fruitless 
effort  to  avoid  it.  A  sickening  thud  drove 
consciousness  from  him.  When  conscious- 
ness returned,  he  was  in  a  hospital  bed 
with  a  doctor  and  nurse  working  over 
him. 

"So  this  is  the  end,"  he  thought.  The 
end  of  what?  A  life  of  depravity;  a  life 
in  the  underworld  where  sin  abounded 
openly.  For  ten  years  now  he  had  been 
recognized  as  a  leader  in  this  shady  side  of 
city  life.  But  a  single  blow  had  floored 
him  and  sent  him  to  the  hospital  where  he 
would  have  time  for  sober  thought  if  life 
continued. 

Examination  revealed  that  he  was  not 
seriously  injured.  A  few  weeks  would  en- 
able broken  bones  to  knit  and  he  would 
walk  the  streets  again.  For  three  days  he 
awaited  visits  from  his  friends  and  cronies 
of  the  underworld,  but  not  one  of  them 
visited  him.  Bitterness  toward  them  filled 
his  heart. 

"Wait  until  I  get  out  of  here,"  he 
threatened  them.  "I'll  get  even  with  them. 
I'll  show  them  something  they  won't  for- 
get." 

Little  did  he  know  of  what  he  would 
show  them,  so  different  was  it  from  what 
he  planned. 

"Visitor  to  see  you,"  the  nurse  an- 
nounced as  she  led  a  stranger  to  Sam's 
bedside.  "He  can  stay  twenty  minutes." 

"Fred  Parker  is  the  name,"  the  visitor 
introduced  himself.  "Saw  an  account  of 
your  accident,  and  felt  led  to  visit  you." 

Sam  shook  his  head.  "Never  saw  you 
before.  I  don't  know  why  you  should  feel 
led  to  visit  me,  an  entire  stranger." 

"A  stranger  to  me,  but  not  to  God," 
Fred  replied.  "God  knows  all  about  you, 
and  it  was  the  answer  to  prayer  which  di- 
rected me  here." 

Sam  laughed  in  scorn.  "God,  eh?  And 
prayer?  What  do  I  care  about  those 
things?  They  mean  nothing  to  me." 

"But  you  mean  something  to  God.  He 
gave  His  Son  to  die  for  you.  His  mercy 
and  love  have  provided  a  pardon  for  sin- 
ning souls.  But  I  didn't  come  here  to 
argue  with  you.  Let  us  come  to  an  agree- 
ment right  now.  You  listen  while  I  give 
you  my  message.  Then  you  think  over 
what  I  have  said,  and  tomorrow  when  I 
return,  I'll  let  you  have  all  the  time  to 
state  your  side.  Is  that  agreeable?" 

Could  anything  be  fairer?  This  man 
was  straightforward  and  honest,  making 
no  attempt  to  take  advantage  of  him. 
Sam  was  impressed  with  him. 

"I'll  listen,"  he  agreed,  and  when  Fred 
Parker  left  the  room,  Sam  had  much  to 


occupy  his  thoughts  until  the  morrow. 

One  week  went  by  with  the  daily  visits 
continued.  Sam  did  not  respond  readily, 
but  gradually  he  saw  his  resistance  broken 
down.  He  began  to  look  ahead  eagerly 
for  his  visitor.  If  what  this  man  said  was 
true,  then  a  mercy  and  love  had  been 
shown  him  which  he  did  not  deserve. 

And  why  did  Fred  Parker  continue  to 
visit  him?  Did  he  have  anything  to  gain 
by  it?  Nothing.  His  interest  could  be 
neither  commercial  nor  social.  Sam  had 
nothing  to  offer  in  either.  Just  the  scum 
of  the  earth,  an  outcast  from  society, 
whom  even  his  former  friends  ignored. 

"That  man  must  love  me,"  Sam  con- 
cluded, "but  not  for  myself.  I'm  utterly 
unlovable."  Then  how  explain  it?  Sam 
sought  the  answer.  "It's  the  love  of  God 
in  his  heart.  Nothing  short  of  that  could 
interest  anybody  in  me." 

Sam  Keith  was  pronounced  fit  to  leave 
the  hospital.  On  the  previous  day  he  ac- 
cepted Christ  as  his  Savior  because  Fred 
Parker  had  borne  faithful  testimony. 

"Where  are  you  going  when  you  leave 
here?"  Fred  asked  him. 

"Only  one  place  to  go,"  Sam  replied. 
"Back  to  the  underworld.  It's  the  only 
place  I'll  be  welcome.  Others  won't  be- 
lieve me  if  I  profess  to  be  a  Christian. 
I'll  go  back  to  my  old  haunts  and  do  the 
best  I  can." 

"You'll  come  with  me,"  Fred  informed 
him.  "We're  brothers  in  Christ,  and  I 
have  a  place  for  you.  I  also  have  a  job 
for  you,  beginning  at  once.  You've  been 
a  great  help  to  me  in  opening  my  eyes  to 
conditions  as  they  exist  in  your  former 
abode.  Together  we  will  carry  the  gospel 
of  Christ  to  those  people.  It  saved  you, 
and  the  power  of  the  gospel  can  save 
others.  Are  you  willing  to  go  to  your  for- 
mer cronies  and  tell  them  what  Christ  did 
for  you,  and  what  He  can  do  for  them?" 

Sam  hesitated  in  deep  thought.  Finally 
he  spoke.  "In  the  throes  of  bitterness  I 
threatened  revenge  against  those  so-called 
friends  who  failed  me  in  the  hour  of  need. 
I  said  I'd  get  even  with  them,  and 
show  them  something  they  would  not 
forget.  But  I  little  thought  I  would  go  to 
them  and  preach  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ  to  them.  Yes,  I'll  go  to  them  pray- 
ing that  I  can  show  them  something  they 
won't  forget,  a  vile  sinner  from  their  own 
midst  saved  by  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ." 

And  as  Fred  Parker  turned  back  his 
thoughts  to  that  brief  notice  in  the  paper 
which  caught  his  attention  that  day 
weeks  ago,  he  marveled  at  the  result 
which  obedience  to  the  call  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  led  to. — Sunday  School  Banner. 

The  persons  who  love  the  brothers  and 
sisters  in  Christ  as  they  should  will  hold 
their  confidence  as  a  priceless  treasure  and 
will  make  any  personal  sacrifice  necessary 
to  keep  it. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

Jesus." 

Then  when  he  has  finished  and  is  ready 
to  be  offered,  Paul  says  there  is  a  crown 
for  him  and  not  for  him  only  but  for 
every  one  who  loves  the  appearing  of  the 
Lord. 

Young  people,  as  you  embark  for  life's 
voyage,  if  you  say,  "This  one  thing  I  do," 
and  put  your  faith  and  trust  in  God  and 
His  Word,  let  God  be  pre-eminent  in  your 
life,  you  have  an  absolute  guarantee  of 
success. 

We  find  in  1  Sam.  3:10  that  when  the 
Lord  called,  Samuel  answered,  "Speak  for 
thy  servant  heareth."  God  found  Samuel 
a  boy  who  had  time  to  listen  in  a  time 
when  the  word  of  the  Lord  was  precious 
and  there  was  no  open  vision. 

Today  the  Word  of  God  is  precious  and 
many  are  losing  the  vision  of  spiritual 
things,  looking  for  success,  peace,  and 
happiness  in  the  material  things  of  the 
world,  not  realizing  that  those  come  from 
God  and  only  to  them  who  have  their 
faith  in  Him.  So  few  will  answer  God  as 
Samuel  and  say,  "Speak  for  thy  servant 
heareth,"  and  be  willing  to  forsake  sin, 
work  for  the  salvation  of  souls,  and  be  a 
light  to  this  unbelieving,  sin-cursed 
world.  However,  they  who  refuse  may 
only  look  for  utter  failure  at  the  end  of 
the  way. 

Luke  12:Hb,  "For  a  man's  life  con- 
sisteth  not  in  the  abundance  of  the  things 
which  he  possesseth."  Success  is  not 
measured  in  dollars  and  cents  nor  houses 
and  lands.  We  may  never  have  riches  or 
fame  in  this  world,  but  we  can  have  God 
in  our  lives,  peace  in  our  hearts,  joy  in  our 
souls,  and  be  happy  in  this  life.  We  can 
have  Jesus  in  this  world,  with  us  in  death, 
also  at  the  judgment  and  in  eternity.  Let 
other  circumstances  be  as  they  may,  if 
this  be  true  we  will  have  made  a  success. 
So  long  as  there  is  a  God  in  heaven,  who 
is  no  respecter  of  persons,  no  one  on 
earth  will  ever  have  greater  opportunities 
than  you  and  I. 


A  GUARANTEE  OF  SUCCESS 

Thad  Puckett 

Exodus  3:12,  "Certainly  I  will  be  with 
thee."  The  paramount  question  in  the 
mind  of  every  young  person  should  be, 
How  may  I  be  sure  of  success?  The  world 
has  its  formulas,  and  guarantees  for  a  suc- 
cessful life  but  many  times  they  all  fail. 
However  God,  the  one  who  can  never 
fail,  will  give  a  guarantee  that  can  not 
fail. 

In  Exodus  3 :4,  God  called  to  Moses  out 
of  the  burning  bush,  and  Moses  said, 
"Here  am  I."  In  verse  5  God  tells  Moses. 
"The  place  whereon  thou  standest  is  holy 
ground."  Then  in  our  text  God  is  talk- 
ing to  Moses  about  going  unto  Pharaoh  to 
deliver  the  children  of  Israel  out  of  Egypt 
and  when  Moses  doubted  and  questioned 
His  ability  to  do  what  God  told  him  to 
do,  the  Lord  said,  "Certainly  I  will  be 
with  thee."  Moses  chose  to  be  God's  man 
and  God  chose  Moses. 

The  man  or  woman,  boy  or  girl,  who 
will  heed  the  voice  of  God  and  say,  Here 
am  I,  and  get  on  holy  ground  (shun  the 
appearance  of  evil),  can  have  the  promise 
"Certainly  I  will  be  with  thee." 

"Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of  God  and 
his  righteousness"  is  the  command  of  the 
Man  of  Galilee,  then  He  says,  "I  will  nev- 
er leave  or  forsake  thee." 

The  Apostle  said  in  Phil.  3:13,  14, 
"Brethren,  I  count  not  myself  to  have  ap- 
prehended: but  "this  one  thing  I  do,  for- 
getting those  things  which  are  behind,  and 
reaching  forth  unto  those  things  which 
are  before,  I  press  toward  the  mark  of  the 
prize  of  the  high  calling  of  God  in  Christ 


FORGETTING  TO  REMEMBER 

By  E.  E.  Winters 

Phil.  3:13,  14,  "This  one  thing  I  do, 
forgetting  those  things  which  are  behind, 
and  reaching  forth  unto  those  things 
ivhich  are  before,  7  press  toward  the  mark 
for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling  of  God  in 
Christ  Jesns." 

What  a  wonderful  piece  of  mechanism 
is  the  human  brain.  By  his  superior  intel- 
lect man  is  able  to  bridge  mighty 
chasms,  dam  raging  torrents,  annihilate 
space  across  the  continent  in  a  few  hours. 
Knowledge  in  power,  remarkable  inven- 
tions attest  the  achievements  of  the  right 
exercise  of  this  power.  The  sad  thing  is 


that  we  forget  the  things  we  should  re- 
member and  remember  the  things  we 
should  forget.  We  pride  ourselves  on  our 
good  memory.  We  need  to  learn  how  to 
forget.  Paul  recognizes  this  fact  and  puts 
himself  on  record  that  he  is  willing,  ready 
and  eager  to  forget  the  things  of  the 
past.  There  are  those  who  live  in  the  past 
and  revel  in  past  victories.  Then  there  are 
others  who  live  in  the  dim  and  distant  fu- 
ture. They  gaze  wistfully  toward  the 
phantom  of  the  future  for  the  acme  of 
their  attainments. 

Then  there  is  a  happy  third  class  who 
lives  in  the  active  present.  There  is  no 
murmuring  or  complaining  over  past  fail- 
ures or  exalting  our  past  successes,  neither 
do  they  look  to  the  future  for  the  con- 
summation of  their  innermost  desires. 
They  live  in  the  happy  present  and  they 
go  forth  to  duplicate  their  accomplish- 
ments. 

We  should  learn  how  to  forget  the 
blunders,  losses,  and  life's  inquires  of  the 
past  because  many  a  man  goes  through 
life  hobbled  and  crippled  and  never  does 
come  to  the  highest  and  best  because  he 
cannot  forget.  We  everyone  ought  to 
learn  how  practical  it  is  to  forget  blun- 
ders. What  blunders  we  all  are  and  how 


Rev.  E.  E.  Winters 
Pastor  at  East  Chattanooga,  Tcnn. 

many  blunders  we  all  make.  We  are  to 
learn  how  to  take  our  very  blunders  and 
make  them  bridges  over  which  we  shall 
span  the  chasms  and  go  to  better  days. 
In  human  life  losses  of  all  kinds  come 
more  or  less.  In  our  experience  we  must 
learn  how  to  get  past  them  and  practical- 
ly forget  them.  We  should  forget  life's 
injuries.  It  would  seem  that  in  this  world 
of  ours  with  its  rivalries,  competition, 
frictions  and  alienations  it  is  difficult  to 
get  past  injuries  that  come  in  human  life 
and  yet  I  tell  you  if  for  any  cause  you  are 
cherishing  hate  in  your  heart  then  you 
have  lost  the  highest  perspective  of  life 
and  can  not  have  the  highest  perspective 
of  life  as  long  as  the  poison  of  hate  is  al- 
lowed in  your  heart  and  in  your  life. 

We  should   forget   the   success   of   the 
past.   How  we   treasure   them!    How   we 
gloat  over  our  successes!  How  we  revel  in 
(Continued  on   page  33) 
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The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
to  bed?"  "What  time  is  it,  please,  lady?" 
inquired  the  poor  child  wearily.  "It's  past 
nine  o'clock,  little  one,"  replied  the  lady. 
"Oh,  I  can't  go  home!"  said  the  child 
mournfully.  "I  shall  have  to  wait  a  long, 
long  time  yet,  till  the  public  house  shuts, 
and  then  take  mother  home." 

Said  a  drunken  mother  angrily  to  her 
sickly  little  boy,  "I  hate  you!"  "Mother," 
answered  the  child,  "I  didn't  ask  you  to 
born  me!" 

"My  mother!"  exclaimed  a  young  sol- 
dier to  a  Christian  worker.  "Don't  talk  to 
me  of  my  mother!  I  wouldn't  cross  the 
road  to  see  her.  I  wish  I  could  forget  her 
existence.  She  has  never  been  anything  but 
a  curse  to  us,  with  her  drinking  ways.  I 
wish  she  were  dead!" 

Let  us  look  over  here  on  memory's  wall 
at  the  portraits  of  some  of  our  church  of- 
ficials. Here  you  will  see  the  mother  of 
Rev.  J.  H.  Walker,  General  Overseer. 

"Mother,  how  sweet  the  name:  it  needs 
no  etymological  encyclopedic  definition, 
for  everyone  knows  mother  means  mother 
and  the  sweetest  mother  is  mine. 

"As  I  now  reflect,  I  thank  God  for  a 
praying  mother — one  devoted  to  the 
Church  and  a  real  saint  of  God,  filled 
with  the  Holy  Spirit. 

"Mother  has  told  me  more  than  once 
that  before  I  was  privileged  to  look  into 
her  face  she  prayed  earnestly  that  I  should 
be  a  true  minister  of  the  gospel.  Even 
though  no  ministers  were  known  to  have 
preceded  me  on  either  side  of  our  family 
tree,  God  heard  and  answered  her  prayer. 
For  she  saw  her  boy,  age  thirteen,  glori- 
ously saved — four  years  later  she  saw  him 
installed  as  assistant  pastor  of  the  little 
church,  and  all  these  twenty-three  years 
of  his  ministry  her  prayers  have  daily  fol- 
lowed him. 

"Mother  was  kind,  considerate  and 
sympathetic,  yet  positive  with  us  chil- 
dren, and,  I  thought  then,  rather  strict.  I 
remember  after  Mother  had  punished  me 
quite  severely  once,  while  I  was  still  sob- 
bing, she  in  sympathy  said,  'The  reason  I 
whipped  you  is  because  T  love  you.'  I  said, 
'That  surely  is  a  poor  way  to  love  a  fel- 
low.' But  now,  yes,  for  many  years  I  have 
seen  it  differently.  Oh!  I  love  her  for  it 
now — her  counsel,  that  discipline,  her 
loving,  constant  watchfulness  of  my  best 
interest  are  precious  memories.  I  see 
Mother  only  occasionally  now,  and  of 
course,  Mother's  brown  hair  is  turning  sil- 
ver, love  marks  are  deepening  in  her  sweet 
face.  When  last  we  met  I  observed  her 
eyes  more  readily  filled  with  sparkling 
tears  of  gladness  and  although  her  steps 
are  slower  her  eternal  vision  is  clearer,  and 
her  confidence  in  Him  who  has  brought 
us  all  thus  far  is  a  continuous  inspiration 
to  me. 

"She  always  remembered  to  do  the  lit- 


tle things  that  would  make  us  happy,  and 
twice  when  others  of  the  family  said  of 
me,  'He  can't  live' — Mother  stayed  by 
me  once  alone,  the  other  time  with  others, 
and  prayed  until  heaven  answered. 

"God  bless  the  memory  of  my  mother. 
It  has  been  my  help  in  many  a  trying,  dis- 
couraging hour.  I  will  always  be  indebted 
to  my  precious  mother." 

Next  comes  the  mother  of  Brother  E.  L. 
Simmons,  Editor  and  Publisher. 

"Some  have  the  erroneous  idea  that 
only  those  who  have  died  are  saints  but  1 
am  personally  acquainted  with  a  saint 
that  is  living.  From  my  earliest  days  this 
saint  has  been  a  guardian  angel  to  watch 
over,  care  for,  and  guide  me  on  my  way. 
She  taught  me  in  the  way  of  truth  and 
right,  wielding  upon  me  an  influence 
that  has  never  been  forgotten. 

"After  I  had  left  the  old  homestead  and 
had  gone  out  into  the  cold  world,  with 
an  environment  that  was  unwholesome, 
I,  as  other  boys,  drifted  into  sin,  but  all 
the  time  I  could  feel  an  impelling  and 
compelling  force.  Whether  it  was  her  in- 
fluence abiding  with  me  or  the  prayers 
she  was  offering,  it  finally  brought  me 
back.  When  others  would  have  thrown  me 
away  my  mother  exclaimed,  'God  has 
promised  me  my  boy  and  I  know  He  is 
not  slack  concerning  His  promises.'  She 
was  with  me  when  I  was  saved  and  when 
I  was  baptized  with  the  Holy  Spirit.  Her 
influence  has  abided  with  me  through 
these  twenty-seven  years  of  my  ministry, 
and  has  upheld  me  in  many  discouraging 
hours.  She  still  lives  to  pray  for  my  minis- 
try, and  when  I  think  of  that  loving  face 
and  those  grey  hairs,  every  atom  of  dis- 
couragement fades  into  oblivion  and  a 
consolation  that  passes  all  understanding 
is  mine. 

"For  my  salvation  and  for  whatever 
success  I  might  have  been  in  the  ministry, 
I  owe  first  of  all  to  my  Savior  and  second 
to  that  one  who  sacrificed  and  prayed  so 
hard  for  me,  MY  MOTHER."- 

The  mother  of  our  Music  Editor, 
Brother  Otis  McCoy,  has  a  prominent 
place  on  memory's  wall. 

"Today  finds  a  heart  with  sensitive 
pulsations,  beating  time  to  the  passing  of 
days.  Then  comes  floating  back  tender 
memories,  moments  of  yesterday,  far  too 
lovely  to  be  expressed  by  scholastic  gen- 
iuses. The  sweet  aroma  in  breathly  accent 
from  the  old  peachtree  near  the  chimney 
corner,  heaving  with  the  outburst  of 
many  springs,  comes  pleasingly  to  the  re- 
cipients, occupants  of  an  old  log  cabin. 
The  sheen  of  a  mansion  is  not  the  handi- 
work of  mankind  but  the  glory  in  the 
graceful  touch  of  a  praying  mother's 
hand.  The  portraits  of  all  most  dear  I've 


laid  up  in  store  is  that  fair  one  who  trod 
that  old  kitchen  floor.  From  yonder's 
shore  of  time,  wafting  as  a  flitting  leaf 
whipped  by  the  impartial  autumn  breeze, 
I  hear  someone  say, 

"Backward,  turn  backivard,    O    time  in 
your  flight, 
Make  me  a  child  again  just  for  tonight; 
Toil   without    recommence,     tears     all   in 
vain, 
Take  them  and  give  me  my  childhood 
again. 
Kiss  from    my  forehead   the  furrows   of 
care, 
Smooth  the  few  silvery  threads  out  of 
my  hair. 
Over    my    slumbers    your    loving    watch 
keep, 
Rock  me  to  sleep,  Mother,  rock  me  to 
sleep." 


Isn't  this  wonderful,  this  portrait  gal- 
lery of  mothers.  There  are  good  mothers 
in  the  world  today — thank  God  for  it! 
Pure,  loving,  wise,  and  godly  mothers! 
The  world  owes  them  a  debt  it  can  never 
pay.  Christian  mothers  are  a  nation's  most 
valuable  asset.  In  fact,  no  nation  can  rise 
higher  than  its  motherhood.  It  is  still  true, 
"The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle  is  the 
hand  that  rules  the  world."  "A  good 
mother  is  worth  one  hundred  schoolmas- 
ters," said  George  Herbert.  But,  alas!  all 
mothers  are  not  godly,  as  our  portrait 
gallery  will  prove.  God  help  the  children 
who  get  out  into  life  carrying  with  them 
the  memory  of  a  bad  mother!  They  have 
sustained  a  loss  for  which  nothing  can 
compensate.  They  have  lost  a  precious 
heritage  which  all  the  wealth  of  the  world 
cannot  purchase.  The  good  mother — the 
bad  mother.  Compare  the  above  stories, 
which  are  all  true.  Then  if  you  are  a 
mother,  ask  yourself,  before  God,  which 
are  you? 

Just  one  word  more:  Jesus  Christ  can 
take  a  mother  who  is  all  wrong  and  put 
her  all  right!  In  other  words,  He  "came 
into  the  world  to  save  sinners."  So  there 
is  no  need  whatever  for  a  bad  mother  to 
remain  bad.  He  can  gloriously  save  and 
make  anew  all  who  come  to  Him.  He  is 
able  to  do  it  for  any  poor  sinner  this  very 
day. 

Mother's  Prayers 

Fifty   years   teach   many  lessons,. 
But — I   vote   all    things    to   birth 
When  my  mother  planned  my  future 
'Round    the   fireside   and    hearth. 

She  prayed  that  I  might  be  a  preacher 
But — life  left  it   up  to  me, 
T   patterned   some   things   from   a    vision, 
Some  things  from  my  family  tree. 

Mixed  it  all  and  used  the  contents, 
Plans   oft    failing   as   plans   will, 
Earthly  joys  and  pleasures  passing, 
But  mother's  prayers  are  with  me  still. 

— Mrs.  Roy  Milum,  Harrison,  Ark. 
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Under  Whose  Wings 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
real  effect,  and  the  children  and  grown 
folks  as  well  were  not  slow  to  see  that 
clean  hands  and  faces  belonged  in  this 
place  where  they  learned  of  One  who  was 
able  to  cleanse  their  hearts. 

BETTY  TRIES  REAL  SERVICE 
"Miss  Ev'ret,  my  teacher  she  say  I  got 
me  lesson  good." 

"Oh,  Miss  Ev'ret,  my  Pop  he  sick  and 
my  Mom  she  think  he  not  get  well.  What 
we  all  goin'  to  do?" 

"Teacher,  I  learned  that  verse  you 
gimme.  Do  you  want  me  to  say  it  now?" 
It  was  her  usual  greeting  from  her 
class  of  bright-eyed  little  Italian  girls. 
How  they  did  love  to  recite  to  her  sym- 
pathetic ears  their  little  troubles  and  their 
triumphs.  At  first  she  thought  she  could 
not  endure  the  smell  of  the  garlic  that 
often  accompanied  the  little  recital,  es- 
pecially if  they  wished  to  confide  it  inti- 
mately by  a  whisper  in  her  ear.  But  she 
prayed  for  grace  not  to  mind,  and  was  re- 
warded in  time  by  scarcely  noticing  it  at 
all. 

When  each  had  had  her  little  say  and 
was  fairly  beaming  if  she  smiled  upon  her, 
she  would  take  up  the  lesson  for  the  day. 
How  she  worked  and  prayed  for  those  lit- 
tle waifs,  taking  comfort  from  the  fact 
that  she  was  putting  into  their  minds  and 
hearts  fragments  and  morsels  from  God's 
own  Word,  and  He  had  promised  that  it 
would  never  return  to  Him  void  but 
would  accomplish  that  to  which  He  had 
sent  it.  She  knew  that  when  they  were 
twelve  years  old  or  older  their  parents 
would  probably  take  them  away  from 
the  mission  and  compel  them  to  attend 
the  Catholic  church,  so  she  used  this  gold- 
en opportunity  to  instill  into  their  minds 
the  great  fundamental  truths  of  the 
Christian  faith.  How  she  loved  to  hear 
them  recite,  "For  by  grace  are  ye  saved 
through  faith;  and  that  not  of  yourselves: 
it  is  the  gift  of  God." 

"Teacher,"  little  Rose  Vitori  sidled 
shyly  up  to  her,  "my  Pop  he  say  that  verse 
not  good.  We  pay  to  be  saved,  it  is  no 
gift.  We  pay  the  priest  every  time." 

This  was  not  unusual,  and  she  always 
prayed  for  wisdom  to  know  and  do  the 
right  thing.  They  always  encouraged  the 
children  to  take  home  to  their  parents  all 
they  had  learned,  and  sometimes  with 
blessed  results. 

Little  Rose  Vitori  was  an  attractive 
child,  with  dark  velvet  brown  eyes  and  a 
fair  sweet  face  with  something  of  pithos 
that  Betty  could  never  quite  understand. 
She  rejoiced  that  God  had  given  her  a 
real  love  for  all  her  little  flock, — His  own 
love,  she  was  sure,  for  not  all  were  so  lov- 
able as  Rose.  She  had  to  watch  that  none 
should  discover  her  growing  fondness  for 
this  one  child  more  than  all  the  rest. 

One  Sunday  Rose  was  missing,  but  as 
this  was  not  unusual  with  the  other  chil- 
dren Betty  thought  nothing  about  it,  but 


when  a  second  and  third  Sunday  went  by 
and  still  no  word  of  Rose,  she  became  anx- 
ious. What  could  have  happened  to  the 
child?  She  asked  the  other  girls  but  they 
did  not  seem  to  know,  as  Rose,  although 
an  Italian,  was  living  a  little  distance 
from  the  rest  of  them.  It  seemed  she  must 
look  the  child  up,  unless  perchance  she 
had  moved  away.  She  could  not  imagine 
her  affectionate  little  Rose  going  away 
without  even  so  much  as  a  word  of  good- 
bye. 

She  was  standing  near  the  door  of  the 
mission  talking  to  the  other  teachers,  ask- 
ing for  any  information  about  the  Vitori 
family  or  the  neighborhood  in  which  they 
lived.  No  one  seemed  to  know.  Suddenly 
one  of  the  young  men  students,  who 
taught  a  class  of  big  boys,  came  up  to  the 
group,  and  almost  stammering,  and  blush- 
ing to  the  roots  of  his  hair,  he  said: 

"Pardon  me,  Miss  Everett,  but  I  think 
I  can  tell  you  something  about  your  little 
charge.  One  of  the  boys  in  my  class  is  a 
cousin  of  hers  and  I  heard  him  say  today 
to  the  other  boys,  'Rose  Vitori's  mother 
is  awful  sick.'  The  child  is  probably  the 
only  nurse  the  mother  has." 

Betty  turned  with  a  grateful  smile  to 
thank  her  informant,  but  already  David 
Moffat  was  half  way  out  of  the  door  and 
striding  away.  She  was  surprised  and  gen- 
uinely puzzled,  but  so  glad  to  get  word 
about  Rose  that  it  was  not  until  after- 
ward she  recalled  the  whole  matter  with 
amusement  and  some  vexation. 

David  Livingston  Moffat  was  a  puzzle 
to  a  great  many.  A  great,  strong,  tall  and 
angular  Scotchman  with  a  face  rugged  in 
its  strength,  and  while  certainly  not  hand- 
some yet  good  and  wholesome  to  look 
upon.  He  had  been  introduced  to  Betty 
when  she  first  came  to  the  mission  months 
before,  but  although  his  class  was  next  to 
her  own,  in  all  this  time  she  could  not  re- 
call that  he  had  ever  spoken  to  her  beyond 
the  most  casual  bidding  of  the  time  of 
day.  She  had  tried  to  engage  him  in  con- 
versation once  or  twice,  but  he  had  seemed 
to  avoid  her  almost  to  the  point  of  rude- 
ness. She  could  not  understand  it;  she 
was  not  accustomed  to  being  treated  this 
way  by  anyone  and  certainly  not  by  a 
young  man.  While  maintaining  an  unde- 
niable dignity  and  reserve,  yet  she  was 
genuinely  friendly  and  wished  the  friend- 
ship of  those  with  whom  she  was  associ- 
ated. 

She  had  often  wondered  why  this  one 
man,  whose  general  bearing  as  well  as  his 
work  with  his  class  she  was  compelled  to 
admire,  seemed  to  dislike  her  so  much. 
Did  he  have  a  reason,  or  was  he  just  natu- 
rally "disagreeable"?  She  could  hardly  be- 
lieve the  latter,  as  it  did  not  seem  to  fit 
in  with  what  she  knew  and  saw  of  him. 
To  her  comfort  she  noticed  that  he  treated 
all  the  other  girls  about  the  same,  with 
the  exception  of  one  particularly  unat- 
tractive young  woman  with  very  near- 


sighted eyes  and  with  a  short,  abrupt 
manner  of  speaking  that  was  constantly 
making  her  misunderstood.  As  one  of  the 
girls  said  laughingly  one  day,  "He  just 
naturally  has  no  use  for  girls,  that  is  all." 
The  girl  students  of  the  school  occa- 
sionally went  for  an  afternoon  to  make 
calls  upon  the  families  of  the  children  in 
their  classes.  Betty  knew  the  others  had 
done  this  several  times,  but  she  had  always 
shrunk  from  it.  She  had  never  been  in  the 
kind  of  homes  which  they  described  and 
from  which  she  knew  her  children  came. 
Sometimes  she  felt  she  should  go,  but  ti- 
midity, not  indifference,  had  kept  her 
back.  But  now  there  seemed  a  genuine 
cause  for  her  to  go,  and  she  chided  her- 
self for  her  unwillingness. 

"What  sort  of  a  missionary  among  un- 
converted cannibals  will  you  ever  make?" 
she  scolded  herself  in  the  glass. 

So  it  came  about  that  one  afternoon 
with  two  of  the  other  girls  she  started 
out  to  call  upon  her  class  members,  and 
particularly  to  hunt  up  the  Vitori  family 
and  little  Rose.  The  three  girls  worked  to- 
gether, finding  often  that  in  one  family 
they  were  visiting  members  of  all  three 
classes.  Such  poverty  and  squalor  Betty 
had  never  seen  or  dreamed  of.  Some  of  the 
homes  were  neat  and  clean  as  could  be, 
others  extremely  dirty,  but  all  seemed 
very,  very  poor. 

After  reaching  all  the  homes  in  one 
neighborhood  they  went  to  a  different 
section  and  after  considerable  inquiry 
found  where  the  Vitori  family  lived.  Near 
the  end  of  an  alley  reeking  with  odors,  up 
a  flight  of  dark,  rickety  stairs,  through  a 
narrow,  crooked  hall,  they  finally  came  to 
the  door  indicated  and  knocked  somewhat 
timidly. 

There  was  a  sound  of  someone  hurried- 
ly moving  about,  and  then  a  weak  voice 
called,  "Come  in,"  and  the  door  was  cau- 
tiously opened  a  crack  while  a  little  child 
face  peered  out. 

In  the  semi-darkness  Betty  could  hardly 
recognize  that  it  was  Rose,  but  the  child, 
after  one  look  of  almost  incredulous  joy, 
fairly  danced  into  the  room. 

"Oh,  Mommie,  Mommie,"  she  cried, 
"it's  Miss  Ev'ret,  it's  the  teacher  come  to 
see  you." 

"Don't  be  so  silly,  child,"  came  the  sick 
woman's  voice.  "Tell  the  ladies  to  come 
in,  and  get  them  chairs." 

There  was  something  of  fineness,  if  not 
refinement,  in  the  voice,  that  seemed  to 
ill  fit  the  surroundings. 

The  three  girls  came  into  the  room  and 
two  of  them  soon  occupied  the  only  two 
chairs  the  house  seemed  to  afford,  while  a 
third  seated  herself  upon  one  of  the  store 
boxes  which  evidently  served  for  that 
use. 

The  sick  mother  lay  on  what  had  once 
been  a  mattress,  on  a  low  wooden  frame 
that  might  have  been  a  bed  once  or  only 
an  adaptation  for  the  purpose.  There  was  a 
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small  stove  in  another  corner,  and  some 
few  poor  and  broken  dishes  on  a  small  ta- 
ble and  in  a  box  which  evidently  served 
for  both  cupboard  and  pantry.  There  was 
what  appeared  to  be  a  low  pile  of  carpet 
on  the  floor  in  another  corner  of  the 
room,  and  the  cloth  spread  over  it  and  the 
general  appearance  seemed  to  indicate  that 
this  was  the  bed  upon  which  little  Rose 
slept.  An  old  ragged  rug  on  the  floor 
completed  the  picture  of  such  utter  deso- 
lation and  poverty  as  Betty  never  could 
have  thought  possible. 

And  yet  even  in  the  midst  of  her  hor- 
ror and  dismay  Betty  could  not  help  but 
notice  that  in  some  way  there  was  some- 
thing different  about  this  poor  place.  All 
was  comparatively  clean,  far  cleaner  than 
some  of  the  better  furnished  homes  they 
had  visited  that  day.  There  were  the  little 
touches  that  only  a  home-loving  woman 
could  give,  and  while  there  were  signs  of 
neglect  because  of  illness,  it  was  evident 
that  the  little  girl  was  trying  to  keep 
house  somewhat  as  she  was  taught  and  di- 
rected. 

The  other  girls  waited  for  Betty  to  take 
the  lead,  as  this  was  her  call.  She  had  nev- 
er been  in  such  a  situation  in  her  life, 
but  she  followed  the  dictates  of  her  natu- 
rally kind  and  tender  heart,  bearing  in 
mind  all  the  time  that  here  was  a  soul  that 
needed  God. 

She  moved  her  chair  close  beside  the  bed 
and  took  the  poor  wasted  hand  in  hers, 
making  inquiry  about  the  nature  of  her 
illness  and  how  long  she  had  been  there  in 
that  way.  After  the  first  moment  of  em- 
barrassment, Mrs.  Vitori  seemed  quite  as 
friendly  as  her  little  daughter  and  talked 
freely,  her  eyes  feasting  hungrily  on  Betty 
and  the  vision  of  loveliness  such  as  that 
poor  room  had  probably  never  seen  before. 

The  evidence  of  poverty  was  so  great 
that  Betty  tactfully  inquired  just  what 
the  patient  had  had  for  dinner  that  day. 
A  little  cloud  passed  over  the  thin  face, 
but  before  she  could  answer,  Rose,  bask- 
ing in  the  sunshine  of  her  beloved  teach- 
er's presence  and  perfectly  at  home,  said 
quickly: 

"She  hasn't  had  any.  Pop  didn't  come 
last  night  and  we  ain't  go  no  money." 
Then  seeming  to  sense  that  this  was  not 
quite  the  proper  thing  to  say,  she  hastily 
explained,  "He  will  be  home  tonight 
though,  sure,  'cause  he  knows  Mom  has 
to  have  something  soon." 

With  one  appealing  look  at  the  girls  for 
confirmation  of  her  action,  Betty,  re- 
membering that  she  had  seen  a  grocery 
store  not  two  blocks  from  them,  in  the 
most  matter-of-fact  way  opened  her 
pocketbook,  and  taking  out  a  bill,  handed 
it  to  Rose,  saying  with  a  smile: 

"Here,  dear,  I  know  something  partic- 
ularly good  for  sick  people  and  I  think 
your  mother  would  enjoy  it.  Will  you 
please  take  this  and  run  down  to  that 
grocery  store  near  here  and   get      these 


things  for  me?  That's  a  dear,  you  will, 
won't  you?  Here  I  will  write  them  down 
and  all  you  will  have  to  do  is  to  hand  this 
slip  to  the  grocery  man  with  the  bill  and 
bring  the  package  back  with  you,  and 
don't  forget  to  ask  him  for  the  change." 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  she 
quickly  wrote  her  list  of  simple,  whole- 
some groceries  including  some  cans  of 
soup  and  some  oranges.  She  asked  Rose  if 
she  knew  where  she  could  get  a  bottle  of 
milk.  The  child  nodded.  With  all  her  gen- 
erous nature  her  first  impulse  was  to  al- 
most "order  the  grocery  store,"  as  she  told 
the  girls  afterward,  but  a  word  of  caution 
from  the  more  experienced  mission  work- 
ers made  her  stop  with  what  seemed  to 
her  a  very  small  order.  On  second  thought 
one  of  the  other  girls  volunteered  to  ac- 
company the  child  and  also  added  a  few 
more  things. 

They  were  back  in  an  almost  incredibly 
short  time,  and  the  girls,  pretending  to 
make  a  happy  game  of  this  taking  care  of 
the  sick  mother,  prepared  a  dainty  and 
nourishing  meal.  She  looked  almost  too  ill 
to  eat,  but  to  their  surprise  and  relief  she 
ate  hungrily  as  though  almost  famished, 
not  forgetting  to  urge  that  her  visitors 
eat  something  also.  They  told  her  their 
suppers  would  be  waiting  for  them  back 
at  the  school,  but  Rose  gladly  kept  her 
mother  company,  and  the  girls  thoroughly 
enjoyed  seeing  them  eat. 

Then  they  had  Rose  recite  some  of  her 
verses  of  scripture  she  had  learned,  and 
noted  the  wistful,  eager  look  in  the  sick 
one's  eyes.  A  tear  rolled  down  her  thin 
cheeks  as  Betty  leaned  over  her,  asking 
tenderly,  "Do  you  believe  those  precious 
words  little  Rose  has  been  saying?" 

"I  want  to,  but  how  can  I?"  she  almost 
sobbed. 

They  brought  the  child  nearer  and  had 
her  repeat  very  slowly  and  distinctly  the 
most  helpful  verses. 

"For  God  so  loved  the  world,  that  he 
gave  his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whoso- 
ever believeth  in  him  should  not  perish, 
but  have  everlasting  life." 

"For  God  sent  not  his  Son  into  the 
world  to  condemn  the  world;  but  that 
the  world  through  him  might  be  saved." 

"He  that  believeth  on  the  Son  hath  ev- 
erlasting life." 

"Therefore  being  justified  by  faith,  we 
have  peace  with  God  through  our  Lord 
Jesus  Christ." 

"For  by  grace  are  ye  saved  through 
faith;  and  that  not  of  yourselves:  it  is 
the  gift  of  God." 

"You  see  it  is  only  believing  and  trust- 
ing. Won't  you  just  now  tell  the  Lord 
that  you  do  believe  and  accept  Him  and 
that  you  want  to  belong  to  Him  always? 
He  will  take  you  for  His  child  if  you 
will  let  Him." 

"But  my  sins,  oh,  my  sins,  and  I  have 
no  money  to  pay!" 

It  was  plain  that  she  thought  she  might 


die  and  was  filled  with  terror  at  the 
thought.  The  girls  talked  with  her  tender- 
ly, patiently,  explaining  what  the  Bible, — 
God's  own  Word, — said  about  the  for- 
giveness of  sins,  that  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ 
had  paid  all  there  was  to  pay. 

"Much  more  then,  being  now  justified 
by  his  blood,  we  shall  be  saved  from 
wrath  through  him." 

"If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faithful 
and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to 
cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteousness." 

She  seemed  pitifully  eager  to  receive  the 
truth  and  to  believe,  but  the  old  Catholic 
prejudices  were  there  and  she  felt  she  must 
do  something,  that  money  must  be  paid, 
that  masses  must  be  said,  and  she  had  no 
money. 

The  girls  knew  they  must  leave  soon; 
they  had  spent  far  more  time  here  than 
they  had  intended.  Finally  the  three  of 
them  stood  beside  the  bed  and  sang  to- 
gether softly  and  slowly,  in  a  very  pretty 
trio,  "Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea." 

As  the  last  words,  "O  Lamb  of  God,  I 
come,"  died  softly  away,  Betty  leaned 
over  the  sufferer  once  more  and  with 
tears  in  her  eyes  pleaded: 

"Don't  you  see,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to 
come?  Will  you  come  now  while  we 
pray?" 

She  bowed  her  head,  and  the  others  did 
the  same,  and  first  one  and  then  the  other 
took  this  needy  soul  to  the  Father's 
throne.  As  they  rose,  saying  they  must  go 
at  once,  there  seemed  to  come  peace,  al- 
most happiness,  into  the  wan  face. 

"I  do  believe,"  she  whispered.  "The 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his  Son  cleanseth  me 
from  all  sin.  My  man  says  it  isn't  true, 
and  Father  Dinning  says  it's  a  lie,  but  I 
know  you  kind  ladies  would  not  come  here 
to  a  poor  sick  woman  and  tell  her  a  lie.  I 
believe  what  that  little  book  says." 

Knowing  the  prejudice  of  the  husband 
and  father,  they  hesitated  to  leave  a  Tes- 
tament, but  left  the  Gospel  of  John, 
which  Rose  could  manage  to  read  quite 
acceptably,  and  hurried  away  home. 

A  TERRIFYING  PREDICAMENT 

A  couple  of  weeks  passed  by  when  one 
Sunday  afternoon  a  little  late  Rose  Vitori 
came  into  the  class.  Betty  greeted  her 
lovingly  and  asked  about  her  mother.  The 
little  face  grew  sober. 

"Mom's  bad,"  she  said  shortly.  "She 
wants  to  see  you  again.  She  said  she  did 
not  mind  being  alone  if  I  would  bring 
you  back  with  me.  You  will  come,  won't 
you?" 

Betty  hesitated.  It  was  a  dark  and 
stormy  day  and  the  short  winter  twilight 
would  come  on  soon.  She  asked  two  of  the 
girls  if  they  could  go  with  her,  but  they 
had  engagements  out  for  supper  that 
night  and  to  churches  in  different  parts 
of  the  city  afterwards.  She  saw  she  must 
go  alone  if  at  all.  The  child's  eyes  pleaded. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  "I  will  go,  but  only 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Under  Whose  Wings 

for  a  very  little  while." 

Rose  led  the  way  quickly  through  a 
labyrinth  that  Betty  could  never  have  re- 
traced had  she  tried.  In  a  little  while  they 
were  in  the  sickroom  again  and  she  was 
shocked  to  see  the  mother  wasted  away 
far  worse  than  when  they  had  called  be- 
fore. 

Her  face  lighted  up  at  sight  of  them, 
and  she  put  out  a  hand  that  could  scarce- 
ly hold  its  own  weight. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  came.  I  want  you  to 
to  tell  me  a  little  more  about  God  and 
heaven,  for  I  think  I  must  go  there  soon, 
and  sometimes  I  am  afraid,  oh,  afraid! 
What  if  you  may  be  wrong  and  my  hus- 
band and  the  priest  are  right?  Sometimes 
I  think  I  believe  and  know,  then  some- 
times I  wonder." 

Betty  opened  her  Bible  and  read  verse 
after  verse,  here  and  there,  sometimes  a 
whole  chapter.  She  went  very  slowly,  ex- 
plaining in  the  simplest  way  possible  just 
what  each  verse  meant.  Rose  hovered 
near,  seeming  greatly  comforted  that  the 
loved  teacher  was  here  telling  her  mother 
the  things  she  wanted  to  know. 
(To  be  continued) 

Questing  Youth 

(Continued  fiom  page  8) 
Uranus  was  regularly  deflected  from  its 
normal  course  and  they  argued  that  this 
indicated  the  presence  of  some  greater 
body  which  was  attracting  it.  So  they 
searched  the  heavens,  until  away  in  the 
far-off  regions  of  space  Neptune  was  dis- 
covered. 

What  a  parable  of  the  Christian  life! 
Uranus  was  ever  demonstrating,  by  its 
movements,  the  power  and  attraction  of 
Neptune.  So  by  our  deflection  from  the 
world  we  shall  demonstrate  Christ's  at- 
tractiveness over  us,  and  so  prove  to  all 
around  how  "good,  and  acceptable,  and 
perfect"  is  His  will  in  our  lives. 

Are  there  people  at  home  in  your  fam- 
ily circle  who  have  never  found  the  Sav- 
ior? Or  in  the  office  are  there  some  who 
have  never  discovered  the  glory  and 
beauty  which  are  in  Christ?  We  are  all  in 
touch  with  such  folks. 

If  only  they  could  see  the  effect  of  the 
power  of  Christ  in  our  lives,  drawing  us 
away  from  that  which  is  of  the  world, 
and  completely  changing  the  orbit  of  our 
lives,  then  they  would  search  till  they  too 
discovered — perhaps  to  their  greatest 
surprise — that  the  magnetic  pull  in  our 
lives  is  just  Jesus,  "the  altogether  lovely 
one."  Only  thus  shall  we  demonstrate  to 
others  how  wonderful  He  is.  Then  they, 
too,  will  want  to  know  the  secret  of  a  life 
in  which  a  divine  purpose  and  plan  are 
ever  being  worked  out. 

There  is  a  certain  tendency  with  some 
Christians  to  have  a  sense  of  inferiority 
when  in  the  presence  of  worldly  folk  who 
live  for  the  things  of  this     life.     These 


worldlings  seem  to  be  unfettered  by 
scruples  such  as  those  which  the  Christian 
has,  and  the  temptation  to  feel  at  a  dis- 
advantage can  be  very  real  to  some  sensi- 
tive natures.  Does  it  not  put  a  different 
face  upon  the  situation  if  we  realize  that 
it  is  our  responsibility  to  show  to  the  peo- 
ple of  the  world,  whose  scale  of  values  is 
so  diametrically  opposed  to  ours,  that  we 
have  something  infinitely  better  than  they 
have?  If  we  can  demonstrate  to  them  that 
they  are  missing  the  best,  that  nothing  is 
so  satisfying  to  the  heart,  and  enriching 
to  the  soul,  as  a  life  lived  under  the  con- 
trol and  direction  of  God  Himself,  then 
they  will  be  more  likely  to  want  to  know 
Him  too. 

Most  of  the  worldly-minded  folk 
around  have  a  very  distorted  idea  of  what 
the  Christian  life  really  is.  They  only 
think  of  what  Christians  do  not  allow, 
so  they  consider  that  it  is  a  life  which  is 
"cribbed,  cabined,  and  confined."  They 
imagine  that  it  inevitably  robs  life  of  all 
pleasure,  and  makes  it  dull,  drab  and 
rather  boring.  Perhaps  as  some  people  live 
it,  the  Christian  life  may  so  appear,  but 
have  such  people  themselves  discovered 
the  real  secret  of  satisfaction?  If  folk  only 
see  the  sacrifice,  and  none  of  the  satisfac- 
tion, then  they've  been  given  a  false  im- 
pression of  the  "will  of  God."  True,  there 
are  renunciations,  but  the  compensations 
and  recompenses  are  so  great  to  the  Spirit- 
taught  child  of  God,  that  the  loss  is  in- 
finitely surpassed  by  the  gain. 

The  trouble  is  that  many  cannot  grasp 
our  Lord's  paradox  that  "he  that  findeth 
his  life  shall  lose  it;  and  he  that  loseth  his 
life  for  my  sake  shall  find  it."  The  poet's 
words  are  utterly  beyond  the  depth  of  the 
materialist: 

"Measure  thy  life  by  loss  instead  of  gain; 

Not  by  the  wine  drunk,  but  by  the  wine 
out  [mured, 

For  lore's  strength  standeth  in  love's  sac- 
rifice; 

And  he  who  suffers  most  has  most  to 
give." 

We  have  the  inestimable  privilege  of 
demonstrating  this  glorious  truth  in  our 
lives.  God  waits  for  us  to  give  Him  a 
chance  to  work  out  His  will,  and  thus  to 
show  to  the  world  how  "good,  and  accep- 
table, and  perfect"  it  is.  Then  we  experi- 
ence an  unspeakable  joy  in  our  hearts,  un- 
searchable riches  in  our  souls,  and  unfail- 
ing strength  in  our  lives. 

In  the  light  of  all  the  foregoing  con- 
siderations, let  us  think  a  little  deeper. 

GOD  HAS  A  SPECIAL  PLAN  FOR 

EACH  ONE  OF  US 

The  Apostle  Paul,  in  his  letter  to  the 
Ephesians,  says,  "We  are  his  workmanship, 
created  in  Christ  Jesus  unto  good  works, 
which  God  hath  before  ordained  that  we 
should  walk  in  them."  Amazing  thought! 


God  has  purposed  from  all  eternity  what 
each  one  of  us  is  to  be  and  to  do.  He  has 
saved  us  for  the  express  purpose  of  ful- 
filling His  will.  Never  shall  I  forget  the 
day  when  this  truth  dawned  upon  my 
soul:  that  though  I  am  only  one  of  the 
1,996,000,000  people  on  this  little  planet, 
which  is  itself  only  a  speck  in  the  whole 
of  God's  creation,  yet  the  great  God  who 
made  all  the  worlds  takes  so  much  inter- 
est in  my  little  life  that  from  all  eternity 
He  has  made  a  separate  and  unique  plan 
for  it.  Such  a  thought  magnifies,  glorifies 
and  sanctifies  all  life.  It  gives  a  sense 
of  value  to  it,  to  know  that  in  God's  sight 
I  am  not  a  nonentity,  but  that  I  have  a 
place  in  His  eternal  purposes. 

"This  universe  is  a  cosmos,  not  a  chaos, 
and  cosmos  means  order  and  beauty."  In 
creation  everything  has  its  place  and  its 
use.  There  is  nothing  at  a  loose  end.  In 
creation  there  is  design,  so  I,  as  part  of 
that  creation,  have  a  right  to  believe  that 
I  too  have  a  place  in  the  purposes  of  God. 
"If  He  has  made  the  house  so  beautiful, 
He  is  not  indifferent  to  the  welfare  of 
the  tenant." 

What  infinite  variety  there  is  in  all  that 
God  creates!  No  two  faces  are  the  same. 
No  two  snowflakes  are  identical.  So  God 
creates  each  one  of  us  a  distinct  person- 
ality with  particular  gifts,  talents  and  in- 
dividuality so  that  no  two  of  us  are  ex- 
actly alike. 

This  leads  to  a  further  thought.  God 
wants  to  do  through  each  of  us  what  He 
has  not  planned  to  do  through  anyone 
else.  It  has  been  well  asked,  "He  is  count- 
ing on  you;  if  you  fail  Him,  what  then?" 

God  has  put  you  in  a  certain  place,  in 
touch  with  a  particular  circle  of  people, 
given  you  certain  opportunities  and  called 
you  to  some  vocation  that  He  may  ac- 
complish through  you,  as  through  no  one 
else,  a  special  purpose  of  blessing  to  the 
world.  Horace  Bushnell  has  expressed  it 
thus,  "God  has  a  life  plan  for  every  hu- 
man being,  girding  him  visibly  and  in- 
visibly for  that  exact  thing  which  it  will 
be  the  true  significance  and  glory  of  his 
life  to  have  accomplished." 

Many  are  talking  today  of  the  futility 
of  life.  "I'm  fed  up!"  is  on  young  people's 
lips  again  and  again.  Is  it  not  because  they 
do  not  realize  this  fact,  that  God  wants 
to  work  out  His  plan  in  and  through 
them,  if  they  will  but  give  Him  a  chance? 
Of  course  life  is  futile;  of  course  it  mis- 
fires if  God's  will  is  not  discovered,  nor 
His  plan  worked  out. 

Some  people  are  skeptical  of  this  truth. 
They  cannot  believe  that  God  should 
take  so  much  notice  of  their  little  lives. 
Yet  why  should  they  be  surprised?  Every 
building  is  planned  by  some  architect  be- 
fore it  is  actually  painted.  Designers  have 
a  most  important  and  indispensable  func- 
tion to  fulfill  in  every  factory.  No  article, 
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whether  it  be  a  motor  car  or  a  needle,  can 
be  manufactured  unless  it  is  first  thought 
out  and  designed.  The  plans  are  drawn  be- 
fore anything  else  can  be  done.  So  God 
makes  His  plan,  and  drafts  His  design  for 
every  life.  It  is  for  us  to  give  Him  a 
chance  to  translate  it  into  actuality.  He 
has  "before  ordained  it,"  therefore,  He 
waits  to  work  out  His  plan. 

The  Bible  is  full  of  instances  of  the 
foreordained  wisdom  of  God.  Joseph  rec- 
ognized this  fact,  when  after  all  the  ill 
treatment  on  the  part  of  his  brothers,  he 
says,  "It  was  not  you  but  God."  The  true 
man  of  God  recognizes  that  in  spite  of 
all  adverse  appearances,  God  is  still  on  the 
throne,  guiding,  governing,  ruling  and 
overruling,  and  causing  all  things  to  work 
together  for  good  to  those  who  love  Him, 
and  making  even  the  wrath  of  man  to 
praise  Him. 

Look  at  Moses,  David,  Jonah,  Daniel, 
and  see  God  working  out  His  perfect  will 
in  all  their  lives,  though  at  times  they 
must  have  been  sorely  tempted  to  doubt 
it. 

The  Apostle  Paul  is  the  outstanding  ex- 
ample in  the  New  Testament.  Born  with 
all  the  qualifications  for  the  particular 
work  to  which  God  called  him,  in  an 
amazing  way  he  was  fitted  to  step  into 
the  plan  of  God  as  He  unfolded  it  to  him, 
through  Ananias  in  Damascus.  Going  to 
him  in  his  blinded  state  after  the  heav- 
enly vision,  Ananias  said,  "The  God  of 
our  fathers  hath  chosen  thee  that  thou 
shouldest  know  his  will  .  .  .  for  thou 
shalt  be  his  witness."  All  through  the  re- 
mainder of  his  life  Paul  recognized  that 
he  was  "called  to  be  an  apostle."  He  de- 
lighted in  the  word  "vocation."  He  knew 
that  he  had  been  separated  even  from  his 
birth  to  the  particular  ministry  of  being 
"the  apostle  to  the  Gentiles."  His  highest 
aim  was  always  to  be  mastered  by  Christ. 
He  dreaded  lest  he  might  in  any  degree 
fail  to  prove  what  was  for  him  the  "good, 
acceptable,  and  perfect  will  of  God." 

We,  too,  are  called  to  be  something.  It 
may  be  that  God  means  us  for  whole-time 
service,  as  missionaries,  evangelists,  min- 
isters, or  deaconesses.  On  the  other  hand 
He  may  call  us  to  stay  in  the  ordinary 
walks  of  life,  that  there  we  may  witness 
to  His  saving  and  keeping  power.  That 
term,  "whole-time"  is,  to  my  mind,  rather 
misleading.  Surely  every  one  of  us, 
whether  we  are  in  the  recognized  minis- 
try or  in  commerce  or  home,  or  wherever 
we  may  be,  is  meant  to  be  a  "whole-time" 
worker  for  God.  As  engineers,  account- 
ants, typists,  shop-assistants,  domestic 
workers,  mothers,  fathers — whatever  our 
job  in  life,  God  wants  to  use  us  right 
there,  where  He  has  placed  us. 

The  highest  life  then  is  that  in  which 
we  carry  out  the  vocation  wherewith 
we  are  called  of  God. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED) 


Children's  Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

let  your  light  shine  and  be  a  blessing  in 
your  home  because  of  your  gentle,  loving 
and  kind  deeds. 

A  number  of  years  ago  we  noticed  lit- 
tle tin  lamps,  which  made  a  very  dim 
light.  There  was  the  glass  lamps  with 
chimneys,  which  made  a  brighter  light. 
Now  we  have  electric  lights  which  make 
still  brighter  lights. 

This  lesson  brings  to  our  mind  the  ten 
virgins  who  were  going  out  one  night 
with  their  lamps  to  a  wedding.  Five  of 
these  virgins  were  wise  and  five  were  fool- 
ish. The  five  wise  ones  had  oil  in  their 
lamps,  also  a  bottle  of  oil.  The  foolish  vir- 
gins had  no  oil  except  what  they  had  in 
their  lamps.  While  they  were  waiting  for 
the  bridal  party,  they  all  fell  asleep.  At 
midnight  they  heard  a  sudden  cry,  "The 
bridegroom  is  coming!  Go  out  to  meet 
him."  Then  all  the  virgins  rose  up  and 
trimmed  their  lamps.  The  foolish  ones  dis- 
covered, as  they  brought  no  oil  with  them, 
that  their  lamps  were  going  out.  They 
tried  to  get  oil  from  the  wise  virgins  but 
they  did  not  have  any  to  spare.  When  the 
bridal  party  came  the  wise  ones  were 
ready  to  go  into  the  feast.  The  door  was 
closed.  Afterward  the  foolish  virgins 
knocked  on  the  door,  calling  out,  "Lord, 
Lord  open  to  us."  He  answered,  "I  do  not 
know  you." 

Is  your  light  shining  like  the  little  tin 
lamps  or  like  the  bright  electric  light? 
Let  us  be  like  the  wise  virgins  and  keep 
our  lamps  trimmed  and  burning  with  a 
good  supply  of  oil  on  hand. 


Write  to  the  Children 

(Continued  from  page  7) 

isfaction  just  to  be  reminded  that  my  fa- 
ther was  thinking  of  me  during  his  trav- 
els. 

Of  course  he  wrote  something  on  the 
other  side.  Don't  ever  forget  that.  It  is 
the  personal  message  and  the  personal  ex- 
pressions of  affection  which  make  the 
cards  really  valuable. 

Sometimes  my  father  brought  us  pres- 
ents when  he  came  home,  and  sometimes 
not.  That  was  a  matter  of  minor  impor- 
tance. We  were  always  glad  to  get  them 
when  he  did  (what  child  wouldn't  be 
glad  to  get  a  present,  especially  one  with 
all  the  glamour  of  having  been  bought 
in  a  distant  city?),  but  we  were  never 
particularly  sorry  when  he  did  not  find 
it  possible  to  bring  anything  as  long  as 
he  sent  the  postals — which  he  invariably 
did. 

Write  to  your  children  whenever  you 
and  they  are  separated  and  encourage 
them  to  write  to  you,  even  if  the  separa- 
tion be  but  for  a  day.  I  can  testify  that 
the  plan  is  worth  while,  and  I  am  far 
from  being  the  only  one  with  such  happy 
memories  of  parents'  letters. — The  Baby's 
Mother. 


Forgetting  to  Remember 

(Continued  from  page  28) 
their  splendors!  What  exquisite  delight  it 
brings  to  recall  them!  Forget  them!  Erase 
from  your  memory  those  things  which 
would  tend  to  exalt.  We  should  not  live 
past  victories,  glory  over  past  accomplish- 
ments, boost  of  the  past;  we  do  not  want 
to  become  "has  beens"  and  "used  to  be's." 
But  duplicate  the  deeds  of  yesterday.  For- 
getting the  past,  looking  forward,  going 
forward. 

Mother's  Prayers 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
though  he  would  like  to  see  his  mother.  It 
hadn't  been  lack  of  recreation,  it  hadn't 
been  nerves.  It  had  been  old  time,  Holy 
Ghost  conviction  for  sin.  And  when  the 
invitation  hymn  was  sung  he  made  his 
way  to  the  altar. 

The  next  morning — which  chanced  to 
be  Sunday  and  Mother's  Day — Gerald's 
mother  sat  down  before  the  radio  to  hear 
her  son's  voice  as  he  announced  the  old 
hymns.  She  turned  the  dial  and  sat  back 
with  a  smile  of  anticipation  on  her  lips 
and  a  prayer  in  her  heart  for  her  boy. 
She  heard  his  voice  announcing  that  this 
was  Station  KLDR  and  that  it  was  the 
program  of  the  Gospel  Trio.  Then — 

"The  boys  have  a  number  of  dedica- 
tions to  make  for  the  first  song  and 
along  with  these  I  want  to  dedicate  it 
to  my  mother  who  is  listening  in  this 
morning.  The  boys  are  going  to  sing 
"Mother's  Prayers  Have  Followed  Me" 
and — well,"  he  hesitated  a  bit  then  con- 
tinued with  a  rush,  "last  night  I  found 
the  Lord  and  I  know  that  it  was  because 
my  mother's  prayers  have  followed  me." 

No  greater  joy  could  come  to  a  mother 
than  that  which  came  to  the  heart  of 
this  mother  as  she  heard  from  the  lips 
of  her  boy,  though  a  few  hundred  miles 
lay  between,  that  he  had  found  Christ  as 
his  Savior  and  that  God  had  answered  her 
earnest  prayer. — Sunday    School    Banner. 

If  You  Faint  in  the  Day  of  Adversity 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
couragement  and  strength  and  believe 
God  is  going  to  bring  everything  out  all 
right."  How  much  better  than  to  have 
said,  "The  battle's  on,  and  God  seems  far 
away.  I'm  so  discouraged.  Things  are  in  a 
mess  and  I  see  no  way  out." 

Things  may  seem  hard,  sometimes;  our 
ways  seem  blocked;  we  can  either  give 
up  in  despair  or  see  the  possibilities  of  our 
God  getting  glory  through  our  many 
difficult  situations  in  life.  In  the  days  of 
adversity  let  us  prove  to  the  world  that 
there  is  a  keeping  power  in  the  midst  of 
all  our  problems,  saying  with  David, 
"Though  I  walk  in  the  midst  of  trouble, 
thou  wilt  revive  me:  thou  shalt  stretch 
forth  thine  hand  against  the  wrath  of 
mine  enemies,  and  thy  right  hand  shall 
save  me." — Gospel  Herald. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97.  Pratt 
City,    Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA,  NEVADA:  El 
mer   Boyd,    4303    Norton    Road,    Lynwood,    Calif 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff   Gentry,   Higden,   Ark. 

COLORADO,  NEW  MEXICO,  UTAH 
R     W.   Potts,  Box   564,   Hobbs,   N.   Mex. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENN 
SYLVANIA,  RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  W.  Ly 
kens,    Mines,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewel 
Ave.,    Lakeland,    Fla. 

GEORGIA:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Macon, 
Ga. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland  St.,   W.    Frankfort,    111. 

KANSAS:   Helen  Coslet,  Corona,  Kan. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  13  7  Cotter 
Ave.,    Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe,   La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT, 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Blooming- 
dale,    128    Brackett   St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt  St., 
St.   Louis,   Mo. 

MICHIGAN:  Raymond  E.  Crowley,  3207 
John   Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN,  N.  W.  Lowe 
Pelican    Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2  581,   Charlotte,   N.   C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.   Dak.  B 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  St., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Seminole, 
Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson, 
Gettysburg,   S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  Montgomery 
Ave.,  Cleveland,   Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J r"C.~ Thompson,  1519  Selgar- St7, 
Dallas,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski,   Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
West   Virginia. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.   W.   O.   Boheler,    Lavonia,   Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy,    Tenn. 

Carroll   James,    Rt.    2,   Box   91,   Forrest  City,   Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierville,    Tenn 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett,    W.    Va. 

Marie  Roberts,   934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan,    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,  2407  Decatur  Ave.,  Ft.  Worth.Tex 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St.,    Rt.    2,    Kan- 

napolis,    N.    C. 
Geneva  Kennedy,    11th   St.,   Judson,  Greenville,  S.  C. 
Doris  Parrish,    1509   33rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Bennie  DeLay,   834   W.   Marietta  St.,   Atlanta,   Ga. 
Mildred  Richie,   Rt.  4,  St.  Elmo,  Tenn. 
Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Betty  Jo  Brown,  c|o  Lawson  Bros.   Store,  Townsend, 

Tenn. 
J.   C.   Bean,    601    E.    10th   St.,   Kannapolis,   N.  C. 
L.  C.  Caldwell,    14  Locust  St.,  Rome,  Ga. 
Miss  Otha   Mae   Brock,   Wheelwright,   Ky. 
Mamie   Lee  Burkett,    158   St.  Louis  St.,   Mobile,   Ala. 


Bound   Lighted   Pathways 

Bound  Lighted  Pathway  books,  1938- 
39,  have  been  reduced  to  50c.  Send  for 
your  copy  at  once.  They  will  not  last 
long  at  this  price. 

A  Search  in  Vain 

By  Verlene  McCay 

The  pageant  used  at  the  Assembly  will 
be  good  for  your  church.  Price  2  5  c.  Or- 
der from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland, 


Tenn. 

The  profit  from  this  pageant  goes  to 
a  worthy  student  fund  for  Bible  Train- 
ing School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

"FOR  HIS  GLORY" 

A  play  written  by  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb  in 
the  interest  of  missions.  This  play  was 
written  from  the  story,  "For  His  Glory," 
which  has  been  published  by  request  in 
two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
will  like  this  play.  Price  2  5c. 

"Home  Scenes" 

Send  for  your  copy  of  the  new  play, 
"Home  Scenes,"  and  use  it  in  your 
church.  It  will  make  a  more  lasting  im- 
pression on  the  minds  of  your  people  than 
a  dozen  sermons  on  "The  Home,"  will 
make. 

Two  young  married  couples  start  out 
in  their  new  homes;  one  chooses  Christ 
as  the  foundation,  the  other  builds  on 
a  desire  for  wealth  and  fame.  It  carries 
them  on  through  life  and  shows  the  end- 
ing. One  enjoys  the  evening  of  life,  the 
other  closes  with  sorrow  and  disappoint- 
ment. A  wonderful  sermon  for  young 
folks.  Price  2  5c. 

Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 
How  a  Presbyterian  minister's  wife  was 
led  into  the  holiness  way.  You  will  enjoy 
this  little  book.  Send  one  to  that  friend 
whom  you  are  trying  to  win  for  Christ. 
Order  today  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker  St.,  Cleveland,   Tenn.   Price   35c. 


"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5c. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  25  c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

The  soul  bound  by  selfishness  is  de- 
prived of  its  God-bought  liberty  and 
service  and  devotion  to  its  rightful  own- 
er, Jesus  Christ. 


Notice  to  Gideons 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon  you 
do  not  need  to  order  again  unless  you  de- 
sire to  change  your  order.  Your  papers 
will  be  sent  to  you  each  month.  If  you  do 
write  to  order  more  or  less  papers,  please 
mention  what  issue  you  are  ordering. 

New  Gideons 

Mrs.    Bertha    Woods.    Elizabethton,    Tenn. 

Aliene   Phillips,   Ieager,   W.   Va. 

Annie    Sutherland,    Great    Falls.    S.    C. 

J.    P.    Green,    Dalton,   Ga. 

Cecil  Basham,  Goody,  Ky. 

Pauline    Burnett,    Wauchula,    Fla. 

Mrs.   Wm.   Moms.   Johnstown,   Pa. 

Mrs.    Albert    Farmer,    Duty,    Va. 

Rone   Norton,   Carrollton,    Ga. 

Ruby    Lee   Smith,   Whitmire,   S.   C. 

John    McBrayer,    Buchanan,    Ga. 

John   Guy   Eubanks,   W.   Durham.   N.   C. 

Mrs.  B.  F.  Thomas,  Cedartown,  Ga. 

Mrs.   Marie   White,   Pinsonfork,   Ky. 

Mrs.    John    Taylor,    Vicco,    Ky. 

Howard    Boyerte,    Cortez,    Fla. 

John   L.    Jenkins.    Gaffney.   S.   C. 

Mrs.  W.   H.   McCIure,  Ivanhoe,   Va. 

Zelma    Daniels,    Lanett,    Ala. 

Leonard   Fletcher,    Jasper,   Fla. 

Roy   E.  Taylor,  Slater,  S.  C. 

Carbin    Robinson,    Jefferson   City,   Tenn. 

Mrs.    Nellie   Boylan.    St.    Joseph,    Mo. 

Mrs.   Blair   Adams,   Lynch,   Ky. 

Albert    Lee,    Double    Springs,    Ala. 

Mrs.    Howard    Robbins,    Whitesburg,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Mae    Leger,    Valdese,    N.    C. 

W.    C.    Thompson,    Monroe,    La. 

Bernice    Hudson,    Lynchburg,    Va. 

Odessa   Watkins,    Starkville,    Miss. 

Floyd  McCIung,  Tulare,  Calif. 

Sam   Holcomb,   Harlan,   Ky. 

Lucille   McCain,   Bauxite,    Ark. 

Gertie  L.  Curtis,  Guntersville,  Ala. 

J.  T.   Peoples,  Pell  City,  Ala. 

Mrs.    Julius    Hammock,    McDonald,    Miss. 

Mrs.   Viola  Cox,   E.   St.   Louis,   111. 

Jack   Hodge,   Mullms,   S.   C. 

Lucy   Turner,    Independence,   Ore. 

Otha  Anderson,  Big  Stone   Gap,   Va. 

Mary  Grace  Johnson,  Warrior,  Ala. 

Don   O.   Tatum,   Oakman,    Ga. 

Mrs.    B.    Smith,    Chicago,    111. 

Mrs.    Reba    Vance,    Binger,   Okla. 

Lois    Williams,    Christopher,    111. 

Mrs.   C.   D.    Foshee.   Los  Angeles,   Calif. 

Mrs.   Lona  Ward,  Williamstown,   W.  Va. 

Miss   Jennie   Seymour,   Claysburg,   Pa. 

Mrs.    Ethel   Heid,   Dundee,   Ohio. 

Miss   Marie   Smith,   Auburndale,   Fla. 

Mrs.    Howard   Whisman,    Marion,    Va. 

Clairon  Hicks,  Double  Springs,  Ala. 

Martha    Katsimas,    Pineville,    Ky. 

Mrs.   Maude   Largin.    Hot  Springs,   N.   Mex. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 


No  one  who  will  spend  enough  time 
sitting  at  the  feet  of  their  Lord  and  Mas- 
ter in  solemn  and  prayerful  meditation 
will  remain  in  ignorance  about  the  deep 
things  of  the  Spirit,  but  will  know  both 
His  voice  and  language  and  will  soon  re- 
ceive a  spiritual  education. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted  to  the  general  welfare  and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH   OF   GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

ALDA   B.    HARRISON,    Editor 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year #1.00 

Rolls  of  14 *1.00 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,   Cleveland,   Term. 
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The  Christian  Observer  relates  that  the 
fire  loss  in  the  United  States  during  1939 
totaled  $313,000,000,  a  ten  per  cent  in- 
crease from  193  8.  The  year  included 
twenty-one  fires  rated  above  $2  5  0,000 
each. 


Of  the  thirty-eight  Germans  who  have 
been  awarded  the  noble  prize,  the  Jews, 
with  less  than  one  per  cent  of  the  total 
population  of  Germany,  have  furnished 
twelve  of  the  list.  That  means  less  than 
one  per  cent  furnishes  thirty-two  per  cent 
of  those  adjudged  worthy  of  special  dis- 
tinction for  outstanding  international 
service.  It  would  have  been  more  sensible 
to  have  expelled  the  Germans  instead  of 
the  Jews  from  the  Reich. 


In  Germany,  despite  the  dictator's 
edict;  in  Japan,  despite  a  strong  national- 
istic religion;  in  China,  despite  the  strife 
and  poverty  of  war;  and  in  most  foreign 
countries,  sales  and  distribution  of  the 
Bible  are  higher  than  ever  before,  reports 
the  American  Bible  Society.  The  Bible 
outsold  Hitler's  "Mein  Kampf"  in  Ger- 
many by  200,000  copies;  while  Japan's 
purchases  increased  by  ten  per  cent,  and 
China  bought  more  complete  copies  than 
ever. 


The  Methodists  have  displayed  in  three 
expositions  a  fifteen  thousand  dollar  Bible. 
The  lettering  in  the  Bible  all  hand  drawn 
is  inscribed  in  gold  ink.  The  gold  in  the 
ink  cost  three  thousand  dollars. 


Two  years  ago  a  million  Bibles,  in 
twenty-two  languages,  were  ordered  from 
the  New  York  Bible  Society  to  be  used  in 
New  York  City. 


The  Black  Pope  of  the  Jesuits,  General 
Ledochowski,  residing  in  a  "severely  sim- 
ple building"  in  Rome,  outside  the  con- 
fines of  Vatican  City,  celebrated  the  fif- 
tieth anniversary  of  his  entrance  into  the 
Jesuit  society.  He  is  the  nephew  of  a  Po- 
lish cardinal  and  son  of  an  Austrian 
army  officer.  Because  Poland  was  about 
to  be  crucified  by  Germany  and  Russia, 
they  had  no  celebration  in  deference  to 
the  leader's  wishes.  There  are  approxi- 
mately 26,000  Jesuits,  and  5,319  of  them 
are  in  America.  Here  they  operate  Ford- 
ham,  Holy  Cross,  Georgetown,  Santa 
Clara  and  four  Loyola  Universities.  They 
take  orders  from  no  source  outside  of  the 
Jesuit  society  and  must  obey  all  orders 
without  question.  Within  Catholicism 
they  are  a  tremendous  influence,  while 
outside  of  their  fellowship,     history  has 


shown  their  power  to  be  very  sinister. - 
Dr.  L.  A.  Reed  in  Herald  of  Holiness. 


The  American  committee  for  non-par- 
ticipation in  Japanese  aggression  sends  out 
the  following: 

A  load  of  American  scrap  iron  goes 
aboard  the  Heian  Maru  at  Tocoma,  des- 
tined for  China  via  Japan.  It  goes  for 
bombs  and  artillery  to  kill  and  maim 
China  who  is  struggling  for  freedom. 
Japan's  army  and  supply  trains,  "me- 
chanized in  the  U.  S.  A.,"  move  into 
Chinese  territory  on  American  trucks.  All 
of  Japan's  planes,  the  best  came  from 
the  United  States,  are  powered  with 
American  high  octane  gasoline;  without  it 
they  could  not  operate.  And  America  is 
the  only  major  source  of  supply  for  such 
gasoline  in  the  world. 

Why  are  we  thus  fighting  China  with 
our  resources?  Is  it  because  our  industrial- 
ists and  manufacturers  are  greedy?  Not 
necessarily.  They  naturally  look  to  the 
federal  government  for  guidance.  If  it  is 
wrong  to  sell  these  goods  to  Japan,  busi- 
ness men  declare,  Congress  should  make 
the  decision.  It  is  a  matter  of  national 
policy. 

The  reason  we  are  indirectly  fighting 
China  with  our  resources  is  that  too  many 
Americans  do  not  yet  know  the  war  ma- 
terials made  in  the  U.  S.  is  more  than  in 
the  rest  of  the  world  combined. 


The  memberships  of  the  principal  de- 
nominations are  as  follows: 

Church  of  England — England,  Wales, 
2,400,000;  Ireland,  76,000;  Scotland, 
6,000;  rest  of  world,  3,000,000. 

Methodist — U.  S.  and  Canada,  7,600,- 
000;  British  Isles,  1,300,000;  elsewhere, 
3,000,000. 

Presbyterians — U.  S.  and  Canada,  3,- 
700,000;  British  Isles,  1,933,000;  else- 
where, 3,000,000. 

Baptists — U.  S.  and  Canada,  7,600,000; 
British  Isles  408,000,  elsewhere,  1,000,- 
000. 

Congregationalists — U.  S.  and  Canada, 
900,000;  British  Isles,  490,000;  elsewhere, 
700,000. 

Lutherans — U.  S.  and  Canada,  2,500,- 
000;  Germany,  42,000,000;  Scandinavia, 
11,000,000;  elsewhere,  8,000,000. 

Question:  What  is  the  largest  Protes- 
tant communion  in  the  United  States? 

Answer:  According  to  the  1937  edi- 
tion of  the  Year  Book  of  American 
churches,  there  are  9,534,050  Baptists  in 
the  United  States.  This  includes  six  major 
bodies  of  Baptists,  for  example,  the 
Southern  and  Northern  Conventions,  and 


thirteen  smaller  bodies,  some  very  small 
indeed.  The  next  largest  Protestant  com- 
munion is  that  of  the  Methodists:  8,189,- 
925,  which  also  includes  nineteen  bodies, 
large  and  small. — Michigan  Christian  Ad- 
vocate. 


The  establishing  of  a  Church  of  God 
college  is  being  agitated. 

Recently  a  minister,  associated  with  an 
Eastern  University,  the  father  of  two 
sons,  outstanding  ministers  in  their  de- 
nomination and  extreme  modernists  made 
this  statement  about  his  boys  to  a  brother 
minister:  "Their  boasted  scholarship  has 
been  their  curse.  I  sought  for  them  the 
highest  education,  but  I  grieve  the  unwise 
selection  of  schools,  since  in  their  egotism, 
they  count  themselves  as  having  outgrown 
God's  Holy  Word." 

Something  over  a  year  ago  it  was  stated 
that  bridge  lessons  are  given  over  a  hook- 
up of  one  hundred  and  sixteen  broadcast- 
ing stations  to  at  least  three  million  peo- 
ple. 

A  writer  affirms  that  nine-tenths  of  all 
gambling  is  done  with  cards  and  that  ten 
dollars  is  lost  at  cards  to  one  dollar  at  any 
other  game. 

The  government  probe  of  the  twenty- 
six  giant  life  insurance  companies  which 
own  $28,000,000,000  of  the  country's 
wealth  and  have  about  124,000,000  poli- 
cies in  the  hands  of  65,000,000  of  the 
American  people,  finds  that  the  policy- 
holders are  getting  back  54c,  little  more 
than  half  of  each  dollar  they  put  into  in- 
surance. This  information  has  never  be- 
fore been  available  to  the  public.  Some 
are  wondering  if  federal  regulation  of  the 
insurance  companies  are  not  necessary. 

Are  not  the  life  insurance  concerns 
gathering  into  their  hands  too  large  a 
share  of  the  nation's  wealth?  If  their  pres- 
ent rate  of  financial  growth  continues  the 
insurance  companies  will  almost  complete- 
ly own  the  big  American  corporations. 

Insurance  companies  as  big  owners  of 
railroad  bonds  have  often  opposed  railroad 
workers  higher  pay  and  better  working 
conditions. 


Japan  has  1,434  daily  newspapers  with 
an  estimated  circulation  of  approximately 
nineteen  millions,  which  is  an  average  of 
more  than  one  paper  to  each  family.  There 
are  two  great  Tokio  papers,  one  reports 
over  3,000  employees,  the  other  over 
2,000  exclusive  of  errand  and  message 
boys.  Japan  is  a  nation  of  readers.  Is  it 
any  wonder  they  succeed? 


Ulotliel  at  the  Gate 


Oh,  there's  many  a  lovely  picture  hung 

On  memory's  chequered  wall, 

There  is  many  a  cherished  image 

That  I  tenderly  recall. 

The  sweet  home  of  my  childhood, 

With   its  brooks  and  singing  birds, 

The  friends  who  grew  beside  me 

With  their  loving  looks  and  words, 

The  flowers  that  decked  the  wildwood, 

The  roses  fresh  and  sweet, 

The  violets  and  hyacinths  that  blossomed  at 

my  feet. 
All,  all   are   precious   memories   that  often 

come  to  me 
Like  the  fragrance  of  another  land 
Beyond   life's   troubled   sea. 
But  the  sweetest,  dearest  picture 
That  my  fancy  can  create 
Is  the  image  of  my  Mother, 
My  Mother  at  the  gate. 

It  is  there  I  see  her  standing, 

Her  face  so  pure  and  fair, 

With  the  parting  rays  of  sunlight 

On  her  eyes  and  silvered  hair. 

I  can  feel  the  soft  warm  hands  that  clasped 

With  tenderness  my  own. 

I  can  hear  her  parting  blessing 

Through  the  lapse  of  weary  years, 

I  can  see  through  all  my  sorrow 

Her  own  sweet  silent  tears, 

And  amid  the  darkest  trials 

That  were  mingled  with  my  fate 

I  have  turned  to  that  blessed  image — 

My  Mother  at  the  gate. 

But  she  has  crossed  the  river, 

She  is  with  the  angels  now, 

She  has  laid  aside  earth's  crosses 

And  the  crown  is  on  her  brow. 

She  is  clothed  in  robes  of  righteousness 

And  walks  the  streets  of  gold, 

An  aged  saint  forever 

Within  the  Savior's  fold. 

No  parting  words  can  reach  thee  there, 

No  grief  is  thine  today. 

Thy  mourning  into  joy  is  turned, 

Thy  tears  are  wiped  away. 

Thou  art  waiting  for  me  in  that  home 

Where  the  blessed  angels  wait. 

I'll  see  thee  and  I'll  know  thee  there, 

My  Mother  at  the  gate. 

— Matilda  Smiley  Edwards. 
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"Now,  papa,"  says  James,  "you  be  careful 
That  you  step  in  just  the  right  place, 
For  right  in  your  footsteps  I'm  stepping." 
"Ah!  that,"  sighed  the  father,  "is  the  case.' 

Let's  stop  now  and  think  ere  we  journey. 
Would  we  travel  the  road  just  ahead 
If  we  knew  that  our  own  cherished  darlings 
Would  follow  the  path  we  have  led? 

—Ada  Clark. 
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Editor 


DEAR  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
Mother's  Day  is  over  and  here  comes 
father.  See  him  smiling  as  he  holds 
sway  for  this  month.  June,  the  month  of 
roses,  has  been 
dedicated  to  him. 
Yes,  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway 
has  placed  him  on 
an  equal  with 
mother  and  is 
dedicating  one  is- 
sue to  him. 

The  little  boy 
on  our  front  cov- 
er is  following 
hard  after  daddy. 
Many  little  boys 
and  big  boys  are 
doing  the  same 
thing,  but  many  daddies  are  not  aware  of 
the  fact.  We  hope  this  cover  page  may 
cause  them  to  stop  and  think  for  a  mo- 
ment. The  picture  is  Rev.  E.  L.  Simmons, 
the  Editor  of  the  Evangel  and  manager 
of  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
and  his  young  son,  James. 

In  connection  with  our  message  this 
month  we  want  you  to  read  the  Sinner's 
Page  and  Father's  and  Mother's  Page. 

On  our  back  cover  page  you  will  see 
one  of  our  young  fathers,  Brother  Dual 
Free,  assistant  to  the  General  Secretary, 
and  his  little  son,  Brooklyn.  It  is  usually 
mother  we  see  pictured  kneeling  with  the 
child,  but  we  want  to  impress  you  with 
the  thought  that  we  have  many  devoted 
fathers. 

We  have  another  picture 
that  will  remind  you  that  fa- 
ther can  be  a  pal  to  his  boys, 
and  in  this  picture  you  will  see 
Brother  J.  P.  Baldree,  who  is 
one  of  our  Linotype  operators, 
and  his  two  little  sons,  Donnie 
and  Jimmie.  What  boy  does  not 
like  to  chum  with  his  dad? 

Last  month  we  led  you 
thru  our  portrait  gallery  and 
pointed  out  some  of  our  good 
mothers.  Yes,  we  just  passed 
right  by  father's  picture,  for 
it  was  hanging  by  the  side  of 
mother's.  It  is  impossible  to 
separate  them  in  our  thoughts 
even  though  they  do  have  sep- 
arate days.  So  we'll  just  have  to 
go  back  over  the  same  ground 
this  month  and  see  what  we 
can  find  out  about  our  fathers. 

Here  is  my  father  first  of 
all:  One  of  the  best  in  the 
world.   He  was  one  of      those 


who  grew  mellow  with  the  years. 
He  was  eighty-five  years  of  age  when  he 
went  home.  He  was  always  sweet  and 
gentle  in  his  old  age.  He  was  one  who 
came  to  my  rescue  when  I  began  pub- 
lishing the  Lighted  Pathway  and  paid  for 
all  of  the  first  issue.  How  I  wish  he  could 
know  now  how  the  "little  acorn"  has 
grown  into  a  "great  tree,"  and  is  reach- 
ing out  her  branches  to  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  earth.  Perhaps  he  does  know. 
Who  knows,  he  may  have  been  greeted 
by  some  of  our  boys  and  girls,  men  and 
women,  who  have  gone  on  over  there. 
Perhaps  they  have  said  to  him,  "Do  you 
remember  the  little  paper  you  helped  to 
send  out  to  the  young  people?  I  was  saved 
through  reading  it,  or  I  was  strength- 
ened when  about  to  fall."  I  can  visualize 
the  light  that  would  shine  from  his  eyes, 
and  I  can  hear  him  say,  "Oh,  well,  I 
thought  I  didn't  amount  to  much  down 
there,  but  I  just  had  to  wait  till  I  got 
over  here  to  find  out."  And  that  is  the 
way  it  will  be  with  all  of  us.  I  want  to 
see  him  some  day  and  tell  him  all  about 
it. 

Last  month  we  pointed  out  the  mothers 
of  some  of  our  church  officials,  but  this 
time  we  are  going  to  search  out  the 
fathers  of  some  of  our  boys  and  girls. 
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young  people  who  have  had  to  step  out 
for  God  without  a  Christian  father  or 
mother  to  help  them  press  this  good  fight 
of  faith. 

How  wonderful  it  is  to  know  that 
where  I  go  or  what  I  try  to  do  for  God  I 
have  a  godly  father  and  a  praying  mother 
behind  me  with  every  tender  word  of  en- 
couragement and,  above  all,  their  prayers. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  be  poured 
out  upon  the  fathers  who  have  obeyed 
Prov.  22:2,  and  have  done  their  best  to 
bring  their  children  up  in  the  nurture  and 
admonition  of  the  Lord. 


Helen  Coslet,  Corona,  Kansas,  points 
out  her  father's  picture  with  pride: 

My  heart  fills  with  pride  when  I  say 
to  my  friends,  "That's  my  daddy."  He's 
the  one  who  labors  from  day  to  day  to 
make  it  possible  for  us  to  have  the  com- 
forts of  life.  I'm  sure  it  is  his  unending 
love  for  us  that  urges  him  to  toil  through 
the  heat  and  cold.  Never  complaining,  but 
always  willing  to  do  his  best  to  make  us 
happy.  I  honor  and  hold  my  father  in  the 
highest  esteem;  and  I  hope  to  show  a  por- 
tion of  my  love  for  him  by  obeying  and 
making  of  myself  an  object  of  his  pride. 


First  comes  Helen  Blackwell  of  Bigtim- 
ber,  Montana: 

As  I  write  these  few  lines  to  pay  trib- 
ute to  a  godly  father  I  think  of  the  many 


Precious  Memories 

Precious  memories,  unseen  angels, 
Sent  from  somewhere  to  my  soul; 
How  they  linger,  ever  near  me, 
And  the  sacred  past  unfold. 

Precious  memories,  how  they  linger, 
How  they  ever  flood  my  soul, 
In  the  stillness  of  the  midnight, 
Precious,  sacred  scenes  unfold. 

Precious  father,  loving  mother, 

Fly  across  my  lonely  years; 

And  old  home  scenes  of  my  childhood, 

In  fond  memory  appear. 

In  the  stillness  of  the  midnight, 
Echoes  from  the  past  I  hear; 
Old  time  singing,  gladness  bringing, 
From  that  lovely  land  somewhere. 

As  I  travel  on  life's  pathway, 
Know  not  what  the  years  may  hold; 
As  I  ponder,  hope  grows  fonder, 
Precious  memories  flood  my  soul. 


Eva  Nelson  of  Gettysburg,  S.  Dak.  re- 
members home.  Listen  as  she  tells  us 
about  it: 

As  years  have  passed  by  I  recall  the  pre- 
cious days  when  I  was  a  child  at  home 
with  my  dear  Christian  parents — a  home 
of  love  and  devotion. 

Words  cannot  express  my 
sincere  appreciation  to  the  best 
father  I  know.  When  we  were 
hungry  we  were  fed,  and  when 
we  needed  clothes  he  provided 
them.  How  as  the  days,  months 
and  years  passed  he  labored  and 
toiled  for  us  children. 

A  tribute  to  father  does  not 
seem  complete  without  includ- 
ing my  dear  mother  as  she  is 
now  gone  to  be  with  Jesus. 

Her  courageous  work  in  the 
way  of  the  Lord  impresses  me 
more  than  ever  now  since  I 
have  been  converted  and 
found  peace  and  rest  in  the 
Lord.  Her  prayers,  how  they 
linger,  how  they  linger  in  my 
memory.  May  I  ever  stand  true 
and  meet  her  on  the  other 
shore. 

Thank  God  for  Christian 
parents. 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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This  story  is  concluded  in  July  issue. 
This  book  is  now  on  sale  at  the  Church 
of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland, 
Tenn.  Price,   $1.00. 

Twice  the  girl  was  about  to  go  when 
the  sick  woman  begged  her  for  just  a 
little  more  of  the  Book,  and  her  spirit 
seemed  hungrier  now  than  had  her  body 
been  on  their  earlier  visit.  There  were  on 
the  table  the  remains  of  a  poor  dinner. 

"Did  you  get  the  dinner?"  she  asked 
the   child. 

"No,  Pop,  he  did,"  she  answered. 

"Where   is   your   father?" 

"He  went  out,"  and  then  in  a  fright- 
ened undertone,  "I  guess  he's  gone  for 
Father  Dinning,  if  he  doesn't  get  drunk 
before  he  gets  there." 

At  the  thought  of  meeting  the  fana- 
tical and  drunken  father  on  his  return, 
or  of  meeting  the  priest  either,  Betty's 
heart  quailed.  She  began  to  wish  she  had 
not  come  alone.  She  was  hastily  putting 
on  her  wraps  to  leave  when  there  was  a 
heavy  footfall  in  the  hall  and  a  man 
stood    in    the   doorway. 

He  was  a  short,  dark,  thick-set  man, 
with,  the  frightened  girl  thought,  the 
most  villainous  expression  on  his  face  she 
had  ever  seen.  For  a  few  moments  they 
stood  and  stared  at  each  other,  then  he 
lurched  into  the  room  and  Betty  could  see 
that  he  was  very  drunk. 

She  gave  one  glance  at  the  mother,  who 
seemed  faint  with  terror,  while  Rose 
seemed  to  shrink  her  tiny  self  into  the 
farthest  corner  of  the  room.  There 
seemed  no  human  help  near;  she  could  see 
she  must  manage  this  situation  alone,  for 
it  was  plain  that  mother  and  child  stood 
in  abject  terror  of  him  when  he  was  in 
this  mood. 

While  she  had  lived  all  her  life  shel- 
tered and  shielded  and  protected  from 
every  unpleasant  thing,  she  was  not  a 
weak  girl.  There  were  hidden  depths  and 
unknown  strength  in  her  make-up  which 
an  occasion  like  this  only  served  to  bring 
out.  She  remembered  for  a  fleeting  instant 
that  she  was  preparing  to  face  cannibals, 
and  that  if  her  wits  were  not  able  to  work 
quickly  here,  what  was  she  to  do  when 
she  faced  danger  there?  Like  Nehemiah 
in  an  instant  of  extremity,  she  "prayed 
to  the  God  of  heaven." 

"Who  are  you,  and  what  do  you 
want?"  the  man  asked  in  a  foreign  ac- 
cent and  surly  tone. 

"I  am  Miss  Everett,  and  Rose  wanted 


me  to  come  to  see  her  sick  mother,"  Bet- 
ty answered  sweetly.  She  thought  it  best 
not  to  anger  him. 

He  leaned  heavily  on  a  chair,  block- 
ing the  doorway  had  she  tried  to  escape. 
For  a  few  minutes  she  had  contemplated 
watching  her  chance  to  slip  out  the  door 
at  the  first  opportunity.  But  she  realized 
it  was  almost  dark  outside  and  she  had 
not  the  remotest  idea  how  she  could  find 
her  way  to  any  trolley  line.  Rose  had  a 
little  time  before  lighted  a  poor  little 
gas  jet,  and  it  seemed  best  to  stay  in 
that  room  until  she  could  somehow  get 
Rose  to  take  her  to  the  trolley.  She  knew 
the  child  would  gladly  do  this  if  she 
could  get  the  father  in  a  better  frame  of 
mind. 

When  she  answered  his  question  so 
pleasantly  and     politely      it      seemed  to 

FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  alt  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God's  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody- 
goody,"  and  appear  "pious"  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ   at   the  center. 

REV.  ROBERT  C.  McQUILKIN, 
Dean  of  Columbia  Bible  School,  Columbia, 
S.    C. 


please  him  for  a  minute,  and  he  smiled 
a  drunken  leer,  and  staggering  toward 
her,  muttered  thickly,  "You  are  a  beau- 
ty! Why  don't  you  come  see  me?" 

He  tried  to  pat  her  cheek  with  one 
grimy  hand,  and  endeavoring  to  steady 
himself,  would  have  put  his  arm  around 
her. 

Praying  for  help,  and  with  all  her  wits 
around  her,  she  resolved  to  try  not  to 
anger  him  if  possible.  Not  seeming  to 
notice  these  actions  she  stepped  away 
from  him  quickly,  stooping  to  pull  the 
covers  more  closely  about  the  sick  wom- 
an, whispering  softly,  "Don't  be  afraid, 
God  will  take  care  of  us." 

Suddenly  the  drunken  silliness  seemed 
to  leave  the  man.  He  glared  at  her,  and 
his  voice  was  tense  with  anger. 


"What  are  you  doing  here  anyway? 
Trying  to  tell  the  old  woman  a  pack  of 
lies?  I  see  that  Book  you  have,  and  it  is 
a  bad  Book  and  I  want  none  of  it  in 
my  house.  Take  it  away  from  here,  do 
you  hear?  And  don't  you  be  giving  her 
any  more  stuff  like  that." 

Betty  was  about  to  suggest  that  she 
would  be  very  glad  to  go  home,  and  she 
tried  to  think  of  some  way  to  signal  to 
Rose  to  come  to  her.  Probably  the  child 
did  not  know  how  utterly  lost  her  teach- 
er was  in  this  strange,  dark  place.  She 
walked  over  to  the  corner  where  Rose 
cowered,  saying  pleasantly  and  very 
quietly: 

"Rose,  will  you  go  with  me  to  the 
trolley?  I  am  afraid  I  do  not  know  the 
direction    to    find   it." 

But  her  father  started  over  towards 
them,  thundering  in  an  angry  voice, 
"No,  Rose  is  not  going  with  you  to  the 
car.   I   will   go  myself." 

Betty  was  becoming  more  and  more 
frightened.  She  seemed  to  be  in  a  trap. 
To  go  out  in  the  darkness  with  this  vi- 
cious, drunken  man,  through  those  lonely 
dark  little  streets  with  their  semi-for- 
eign population,  seemed  unthinkable. 
But  what  should  she  do?  She  began  to 
wonder  if  she  would  be  missed  at  the 
school,  and  when.  She  recalled  that  the 
other  two  girls  who  knew  where  she  was 
going  were  not  coming  back  to  the 
school  until  after  the  evening  church 
service,  and  anyone  else  would  suppose 
she  had  gone  with  them.  No,  there  was 
no  help  to  look  for  from  the  school. 

She  thought  if  she  might  entertain  or 
amuse  him  for  a  little  while  he  might 
quiet  down,  and  if  he  once  sat  down  he 
might  doze  and  give  her  and  Rose  a 
chance  to  slip  from  the  room.  She  trem- 
bled for  the  poor  sick  mother,  but  evi- 
dently she  was  used  to  this  sort  of  thing 
and  only  was  worried  for  Betty's  safety. 

She  waited  quietly,  and  was  relieved 
when  he  sank  heavily  into  a  chair. 

"What  is  this  you  have  been  telling 
the  old  woman?  What  is  it  about  being 
saved  from  our  sins  without  paying  any 
money?" 

Betty  was  surprised.  He  was  evidently 
not  an  ignorant  man,  but  should  she  at- 
tempt under  these  circumstances  to  give 
him  the  gospel?  Any  word  she  might  say 
might  anger  him  enough  to  kill  her. 
And  yet,  there  flashed  into  her  mind, 
"Take  the  sword  of  the  Spirit,  which 
is  the  Word  of  God." 

"Well,"  she  thought  to  herself,  "I  need 
the  shield  of  faith  sure  enough  now,  but 
I  will  not  use  the  'sword'  until  I  am 
very  sure." 

When  he  repeated  his  question  she 
smiled  reassuringly  at  the  child. 

"Rose  here  will   tell  you." 

He  had  probably  heard  more  than  once 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Memories  of  Father 

Tender  thoughts  of  father's  love 

In  my  happy  childhood  days, 

Beckon  me  to  hours  gone  by 

And  they  fill  my  heart  with  praise, 

For  in  memory  I  see 

Father  ever  true  to  me. 

Tender  thoughts  of  daily  prayer, 

Faithful  love  and  gentle  care, 

In  that  home,  where  in  my  youth, 

I  was  taught  the  words  of  truth. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    1 

Two  Hypocrites  Struck  Dead 

Acts  5:11. 

On  the  day  of  Pentecost  a  great  revival 
broke  out  among  the  followers  of  Jesus. 
Soon  after  this  thousands  were  added  to 
the  church.  Among  this  number  were  a 
man  and  his  wife  whose  names  were  Ana- 
nias and  Sapphira.  Some  members  were 
wealthy  and  others  were  poor.  Those  who 
had  plenty  shared  with  those  who  had 
none.  Many  of  the  rich  people  sold  their 
possessions  and  gave  the  money  to  the 
apostles  to  divide  among  the  poor  people. 

Their  hearts  were  so  filled  with  love 
for  one  another  that  they  did  not  want 
to  see  any  one  in  need.  Ananias  and  Sap- 
phira saw  the  people  bringing  their  mon- 
ey to  the  apostles  so  they  decided  they 
would  sell  their  property  too.  They  had 
the  privilege  of  giving  a  part  of  the  price 
and  keeping  the  rest,  but  they  wanted 
the  people  to  believe  that  they  gave  all. 
They  agreed  together  to  tell  the  apostles 
that  they  were  giving  all  their  posses- 
sions. Ananias  came  first  and  laid  his 
money  at  the  apostles'  feet.  Peter  must 
have  had  the  gift  of  discerning  of  spirits 
for  he  told  him  Satan  had  caused  him  to 
lie  to  the  Holy  Ghost  and  to  keep  back 


part  of  the  price  of  the  land.  At  these 
words  Ananias  dropped  dead.  The  young 
men  arose,  carried  him  out  and  buried 
him.  Three  hours  later  Sapphira  came  in 
and  told  Peter  the  same  lie  and  she 
dropped  dead.  The  young  men  carried 
her  out  and  buried  her  by  her  husband. 
Great  fear  came  upon  the  church  and 
upon  as  many  as  heard  these  things. 
Questions: 
What  did  Ananias  and  Sapphira  do 
that  displeased  God?  They  told  a  lie.  Is  it 
a  great  sin  to  tell  a  lie  today?  Yes. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   2 
Food  Sent  From  Heaven 

Exodus  16. 

The  Israelites  had  been  in  bondage  to 
the  Egyptians  but  at  the  time  of  this 
Bible  lesson  they  had  been  delivered  from 
Pharaoh  and  were  on  their  journey  to 
the  land  of  Canaan.  They  entered  a  great 
desert  country  called  the  Wilderness  of 
Sin.  The  ground  was  hard  and  stony; 
water  was  scarce.  The  people  became  hun- 
gry and  began  to  complain  and  find  fault 
with  Moses  and  Aaron.  They  had  rather 
die  in  Egypt  than  in  the  wilderness.  They 
remembered  the  good  things  they  had  to 
eat  while  in  bondage.  Moses  was  grieved 
over  their  complaints.  Starvation  seemed 
to  be  staring  them  in  the  face  from  a 
natural  point  of  view.  God  told  Moses 
that  He  would  feed  them. 

When  they  rose  up  in  the  morning 
they  saw  little  white  cakes  that  tasted 
like  wafers  made  with  honey.  This  was 
called  manna  and  God  sent  it  from  heav- 
en for  them  to  eat.  The  sun  would  melt 
it,  so  they  got  up  early  to  gather  it.  God 
sent  a  fresh  supply  for  each  day  just  what 
they  needed.  Quails  flew  into  the  camp 
and  the  people  killed  them  for  meat. 

For  forty  years  they  ate  this  manna. 
When  they  entered  Canaan  they  found 
plenty  of  grain,  and  fruit,  and  vegetables, 
and  did  not  need  to  be  fed  from  heaven 
any  more. 

Questions: 

Where  were  the  Israelites  when  God 
sent  them  bread  from  heaven?  In  the 
Wilderness  of  Sin,  a  desert.  What  did  they 
do  that  grieved  Moses?  They  complained. 
What  kind  of  meat  did  they  eat?  Quails. 
What  was  this  bread  called?  Manna. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
A  Sad  Father 

1  Sam.  1:4. 
Last  month  the  mothers  of  our  land 
were  praised  for  their  noble  deeds.  This 
month  the  fathers  are  honored.  Our  Bible 
lesson  is  about  a  father  who  failed  to 
bring  up  his  boys  in  the  nurture  and  ad- 
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monition  of  the  Lord  as  God  had  com- II 
manded.  Because  he  disobeyed  God  hei 
lived  a  sad  life. 

His  name  was  Eli.  He  was  a  high  priest  fl 
and  lived  at  Shiloh.  He  had  two  sons  J 
who  were  priests  and  were  very  wicked  i 
men.  Eli  knew  they  were  living  ungodly 
lives  but  allowed  them  to  be  priests.  On' 
account  of  their  sins  God  sent  a  prophet 
to  tell  Eli  that  the  office  of  high  priest 
would  be  taken  away  from  his  house  for- 
ever  and   that    they   should    be   punished. 

Eli  was  a  good  man  but  he  allowed  his 
boys  to  have  their  own  way. 

Do  children  today  disobey  their  pa- 
rents? Do  parents  allow  them  to  do  as 
they  please?  Sometimes  the  mother  is  ■ 
blamed  for  unruly  children  but  in  this 
case  the  father  is  to  blame.  Eli  and  his 
two  sons  were  punished  severely  for  their 
disobedience  to  God.  This  is  a  sad  picture 
but  true. 

Questions: 
What  day  is  celebrated  in  the  month 
of  June?  Father's  Day.  Was  Eli  a  happy 
father?  No,  his  life  was  sad  because  he 
had  bad  boys.  Did  God  punish  Eli  and 
his  sons?  Yes. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  4 
Mary  Anoints  Jesus 

News  reached  the  little  village  of 
Bethany  that  Jesus  was  coming.  He  had 
become  very  dear  to  one  family,  Mary, 
Martha  and  Lazarus,  who  lived  here.  Je- 
sus brought  Lazarus  to  life  after  he  had 
been  dead  four  days.  A  man  called  Simon 
the  leper  had  been  healed  of  leprosy  and 
wanted  to  show  his  love  by  preparing  a 
supper  for  Him.  Martha  came  over  to 
help  serve.  She  had  in  the  past  had  the 
honor  of  having  Jesus  in  her  own  home. 
It  was  a  pleasure  for  her  to  cook  and  wait 
on  Him.  At  last  the  guest  arrived  and 
received  a  hearty  welcome  from  Simon 
and  his  friends. 

The  food  was  placed  on  the  table  and 
the  guests  came  into  the  dining  room  to 
eat.  While  they  were  eating,  Mary  arrived 
with  a  box  in  her  hand  containing  very 
costly  perfume.  She  went  to  the  couch 
where  Jesus  was  reclining  and  broke  the 
box  and  poured  its  contents  upon  His 
head  and  feet.  Then  she  stooped  down  and 
wiped  His  feet  with  her  long  hair.  The 
fragrance  of  this  sweet  perfume  filled  the 
room.  She  loved  Him  and  proved  her  love 
by  giving  Him  the  most  expensive  article 
she  possessed. 

This  act  of  kindness  made  Judas  very 
angry.  He  thought  she  ought  to  sell  the 
box  and  give  to  the  poor.  He  was  treasu- 
rer and  carried  the  pocketbook.  He  was 
a  thief  and  wanted  the  money  himself. 
Jesus  was  well  pleased  with  what  Mary 
did  and  told  them  that  she  had  anointed 
His  body  for  His  burial  and  that  where  - 
( Continued  on  page  30) 
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Daddy 

"Daddy  in  heaven — "  began  her  prayer — 

She  scarcely  was  five  years  old — 
"I  reckon  you  got  some  gold  slippers  on 

And  walking  the  streets  of  gold. 

"I've  been  so  good,  just  like  you  said; 

I  feed  your  dog  every  day — 
You  ought  to  see  your  Nellie  Dog  now; 

She's  sad  since  you  went  away. 

"And  I  haven't  thrown  more  bread  in  the 
fire 
But  give  it  to  birds  to  eat, 
'Cause  I  remember  all  that  you  said 
'Bout  crumbs  making  birdies  sing 
sweet. 

"I  pour  lots  of  water  on  the  peach  tree 

You  and  I  planted  last  year; 
It's  blooming     now     and     smelling     so 
sweet — 

Wonder  can  you  smell  it  there?" 

That  was  a  long,  long  time  ago; 

There's  gray  in  the  little  girl's  hair, 
But  today  her  soul  is  kneeling  down 

With  the  little  childhood  prayer: 

"Daddy  in  heaven,  you  were  so  kind 

In  those  five  years  that  we  knew, 
And  I've  always  wanted  so  much  to  do 

The  things  you  would  have  me  to." 

— Jennie  M.  DeLoach. 

WHO  CARES  FOR  YOU 

"I  don't  want  to  say  my  prayer,"  said 
little  Alice.  "I'm  tired  of  saying  my 
prayer,  mamma." 

Mrs.  Morris  sighed  and  scarcely  knew 
what  was  best  to  do  with  her  little 
daughter,  whom  she  had  given  to  God  as 
soon  as  she  was  born,  and  had  prayed  to 
Him  daily  to  make  His  own  child.  And 
now  she  was  tired  of  saying  her  prayers! 
But  she  was  only  four  years  old,  and  the 
mother  asked,  gently: 

"And  does  my  little  Alice  feel  willing 
to  go  to  bed  without  thanking  her  heav- 
enly Father  for  taking  care  of  her  all 
day?" 

Alice  laughed  and  kissed  her  mother  on 
both  cheeks  and  then  on  the  mouth.  This 
she  called  a  "French  kiss."  Then  she  went 
to  her  auntie  who  was  lying  sick  on  the 
sofa  and  Auntie  whispered,  "Who  will 
take  care  of  little  Alice  tonight,  when  it 
is  all  dark  in  the  house?" 

Alice  dearly  loved  to  be  whispered  to, 
and  she  answered  in  the  same  tone: 

"Mamma  will  take  care  of  me." 

"No,"  said  Auntie,  "mamma  will  be 
asleep." 

"Papa,  then." 

"Papa  will  be  asleep,  too." 


The  little  daughter  of  Rev.  and  Mrs.  D. 
C.  Barnes.  Rev.  Barnes  is  state  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent  of 
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"Then  auntie  will,"  said  Alice  trium- 
phantly. 

"But  auntie  will  be  upstairs,  and  per- 
haps asleep  too,"  was  the  reply;  for  the 
invalid  could  not  feel  at  all  assured  that 
sleep  would  come  to  her.  "God  never 
sleeps,  though.  His  watchful  eye  is  over 
us  all  the  time,  and  He  takes  special  care 
of  little  children." 

"Will  He  take  care  of  me?"  asked 
Alice,  in  an  awe-struck  tone. 

"You  did  not  ask  Him  to,"  replied 
Auntie,  "and  He  has  told  us  to  ask  for 
what  we  want." 

Alice's  bright  eyes  looked  steadily  at 
her  aunt  for  a  moment,  and  then  she 
kissed  her  aunt  and  danced  off  to  bed. 
She  was  asleep  almost  as  soon  as  her  head 
touched  the  pillow.  But  in  an  hour  or  two 
there  was  a  dismal  wail  for  "Mamma" 
and  the  mother  hastened  into  the  little 
room  opening  from  hers,  where  Alice's 
crib  stood. 

"Mamma,  mamma!"  sobbed  the  little 
one.  "I  want  to  be  taken  care  of." 

Then  Auntie  had  to  explain  what  this 
meant,  and  Alice  knelt  in  the  crib  and 
repeated  the  childish  prayer  her  mother 
had  taught  her  as  soon  as  she  could  speak. 
Then  she  went  to  sleep  again  with  a  smile 
on  her  lips,  and  the  invalid  thought  of  the 


beautiful  promise,  "He  that  dwelleth  in 
the  secret  place  of  the  Most  High  shall 
abide  under  the  shadow  of  the  Almighty." 
And  she  felt  in  the  wakeful  watches  of 
the  night  that  she  was  "taken  care  of," 
too. — Our  Young  Folk. 

The  Little  Evangelist 

Author  Unknown 

Kwie  Hiang  was  the  little  four-year- 
old  daughter  of  one  of  the  high  officials 
of  Canton,  China.  With  the  teaching  she 
had  received  at  the  Christian  kindergar- 
ten she  had  not  only  given  her  heart  to 
Jesus,  but  she  had  succeeded  in  leading 
her  father  and  mother  to  the  loving  Fa- 
ther. One  would  think  that  that  was 
enough  evangelizing  for  one  little  girl, 
but  Kwie  Hiang  was  not  satisfied,  and  as 
she  grew  older  she  determined  to  do  more. 

One  day  she  said  to  her  father,  "I  want 
to  preach.  I  want  to  tell  more  about  the 
'Jesus  doctrine.'  " 

Her  father  patted  her  head  affection- 
ately, and  replied,  "Well,  we  shall  see." 

But  the  child  could  not  wait.  Quietly 
she  slipped  out  on  the  busy,  crowded 
streets  and  to  every  one  she  met  she  said, 
"Jesus  loves  you.  Why  do  you  not  believe 
in  Him?" 

They  smiled  at  her  eager  question,  but 
passed  on  their  way.  Finally,  in  despera- 
tion, she  cornered  a  little  chum,  whom 
she  drew  aside.  An  older  friend  happened 
to  overhear  the  conversation,  which  was 
as  follows:  "Pu,  you  just  must  believe  in 
Jesus."  The  little  heathen  chum  did  not 
seem  to  care  for  the  "foreign  devils'  re- 
ligion,"— the  worship  of  the  idols  was 
good  enough  for  her.  The  face  of  the  little 
evangelist  grew  very  sad;  then  it  sudden- 
ly brightened  as  she  said,  "Well,  I  guess 
I'll  have  to  sing  to  you,  Pu."  So  she  sang 
three  hymns,  "Jesus  Loves  Me,"  "Precious 
Jewels,"  and  "Come,  Ye  Sinners,  Poor 
and  Needy."  After  she  had  finished  sing- 
ing, she  again  asked  eagerly,  "Now  do  you 
believe?" 

Pu  replied,  "Yes,  I  believe.  The  songs 
you  sang  were  beautiful.  I  never  heard 
anything  like  that  in  the  temples  of  the 
gods." 

"Well,  I'll  have  to  examine  you,  then," 
said  Kwie  Hiang  and  she  proceeded  to  put 
her  little  friend  through  a  lot  of  cate- 
chism questions,  which  she  answered  her- 
self, finally  saying  with  a  little  sigh,  "You 
are  a  stupid  inquirer,  and  you  have  lots 
to  learn.  I  shall  have  to  pray  for  you." 

Both  children  knelt  down  in  the  dirty 
street  corner,  and  the  dear  little  evange- 
list offered  an  affecting  and  sensible 
prayer. 

Soon  afterward,  she  stopped  an  old 
heathen  women,  and  taking  her  aside 
quietly,  she  taught  her  a  prayer,  a  copy 
of  which  she  had  brought  out  with  her  on 
her  preaching  tour  of  the  great  city  of 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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TRIALS 

Boys  and  girls  have  trials  as  well  as 
older  people.  Their  trials  are  different,  for 
boys  and  girls  going  to  school  have  what 
I  call  school  trials.  Mothers  have  home 
trials,  and  fathers  have  business  trials. 
Besides  these  there  are  other  trials,  but  the 
trial  of  a  boy  or  girl,  young  man  or  wom- 
an is  as  real  as  a  trial  to  an  older  one. 

David  said  he  would  thank  the  Lord  for 
all  of  His  benefits.  When  we  read  David's 
life  from  the  Bible  and  study  the  Psalms, 
we  find  he  had  many  trials.  His  most  fa- 
miliar friend,  to  whom  he  had  told  his 
secrets,  told  them  to  David's  enemy  and 
tried  to  use  them  against  David.  Saul 
hunted  David  and  tried  to  take  his  life  so 
he  would  not  be  king.  Noah  was  tried  in 
his  day,  for  while  he  was  building  the  ark 
people  made  fun  of  him.  Every  Bible 
character  was  tried,  and  every  person  I 
ever  knew  was  tried.  The  New  Testament 
says,  "In  every  thing  give  thanks."  Now 
can  we  give  thanks  for  trials  and  during 
trials? 

Some  people  do  not  un- 
derstand why  we  should 
have  trials,  at  least  they  do 
not  understand  while  they 
are  going  through  with 
them.  Sometimes  in  a  short 
while  afterward  they  know 
and  sometimes  after  a  long 
while  and  sometimes  never 
know. 

Young  people  are  tempted 
to  think  that  God  has  for- 
gotten them  and  cares  noth- 
ing for  them.  That  is  not 
true,  but  He  does  let  us  go 
through  trials  to  test  us,  for 
God  wants  a  tried  people. 
Trials,  if  rightly  endured, 
are  a  blessing  to  us,  for  they 
are  calculated  to  strengthen 
us  and  many  times  make  us 
call  upon  God  for  help, 
when  we  would  not  other- 
wise have  done  so. — Gospel 
for  Youth. 


sins  that  we  might  be  made  free.  He  gives 
us  courage  to  go  on  and  be  true,  though 
there  may  be  a  cross  to  bear.  The  way 
may  seem  rough  and  rocky  and  there  may 
be  steep  hills  to  climb,  but  we  know  that 
if  we  will  only  keep  our  eyes  on  Jesus  and 
always  seek  to  do  His  will  that  He  will  be 
with  us  to  help  us  stand  the  test  whatever 
it  may  be.  Oh,  how  we  need  to  press  on- 
ward and  be  true  to  our  blessed  Savior, 
not  looking  to  the  right  nor  to  the  left, 
but  stay  on  the  straight  and  narrow  path. 

We  should  let  our  light  shine  for  Jesus. 
We  should  hold  up  the  blood-stained  ban- 
ner and  live  the  life  that  others  may  know 
by  the  life  we  live  that  we  are  serving  our 
blessed  Savior.  We  should  always  be  will- 
ing to  suffer  for  the  One  who  was  will- 
ing to  suffer  so  much  for  us. 

Jesus  is  so  sweet  and  precious;  His  name 
is  worthy  to  be  praised.  I  would  rather 
have  my  name  written  in  the  Lamb's  Book 
of  Life  up  in  heaven  and  be  just  a  hum- 
ble servant  for  my  blessed  Savior  than  to 
have   all  honor  and   fame  of   this   world. 


The  way  may  seem  long 
and  dreary.  At  times  we 
may  feel  that  we  have  no 
friends,  but  just  remember 
that  we  have  a  friend  that 
sticketh  closer  than  a  broth- 
er. At  times  we  may  seem 
lonely  and  sad  and  feel  that 
we  just  can't  go  on,  but  let 
us  just  remember  how  Jesus 
suffered,  bled  and  died  for 
you  and  me.     He  bore  our 


His  eye  is  on  me,  and  His  hand  leads  on, 
He  does  not  lose  me  in  the  gathering  throng; 
He  sees  me  when  I  cross  the  desert  waste, 
He  knows  when  mid  deep  dangers  I  am  placed, 
Yes,  He  is  there. 

He  walks  beside  me  when  I  trudge  the  road, 
He  takes  my  hand  and  helps  me  bear  my  load; 
He  cheers  my  day,  when  shadowed  by  the  rain, 
He  shows  His  face,  and  drives  away  the  pain, 
I  am  His  care. — Selected. 


On  Jesus  we  can  always  count  though 
the  cross  may  be  hard  to  bear.  We  may 
grow  weary  and  tired  but  we  know  this 
life  will  soon  be  over  and  then  we  will  be 
glad  that  we  accepted  Jesus  as  our  Savior 
and  stood  true  to  the  end. — Miss  Bonnie 
Bnrdett,  Laurens,  S.  C. 

Trust  God  Through  Trials 

H.    B.    MUSSELMAN 

Peter  said,  "Beloved,  think  it  not 
strange  concerning  the  fiery  trial  which 
is  to  try  you,  as  though  some  strange 
thing  happened  unto  you:  But  rejoice,  in- 
asmuch as  ye  are  partakers  of  Christ's 
sufferings;  that,  when  his  glory  shall  be 
revealed,  ye  may  be  glad  also  with  exceed- 
ing joy,"  1  Peter  4:12,  13.  Trials  may 
come,  but  the  true  saint  will  acknowl- 
edge God  and  prove  that  God  is  sufficient 
to  meet  every  need.  He  can  see  God  be- 
hind every  trial,  and  in  suffering.  We 
read  that  Jesus  learned  "obedience  by  the 
things  which  he  suffered,"  Heb.  5:8.  The 
Psalmist  said,  "Thou  prepar- 
est  a  table  before  me  in  the 
presence  of  mine  enemies: 
Thou  anointest  my  head 
with  oil;  my  cup  runneth 
over,"  Ps.  23:5.  You  may 
not  always  feel  the  presence 
:>f  God.  Storm-clouds  of 
trial  may  gather  round  you. 
Perhaps  the  most  tender  hu- 
man ties  are  being  broken, 
human  props  you  may  have 
leaned  upon,  seemingly,  have 
failed.  It  may  be  that  God 
allows  you  to  pass  through 
darkness  where  no  light  can 
be  seen.  It  may  appear  a?  if 
God  Himself  hid  His  face 
from  you.  God  tried  Abra- 
ham. He  put  him  to  the 
test,  but  Abraham  endured 
the  test.  He  obeyed  God. 
He  believed  God  would 
bring  to  pass  what  He  had 
promised. 

Perhaps  God  wants  to 
make  room  in  your  life  to 
reveal  unto  you  and  show 
you  greater  riches  in  Christ 
Jesus  and  make  more  real 
to  you  the  eternal  glories 
for  those  who  walk  not  by 
sight,  but  live  the  life  of 
faith.  It  matters  not  what 
the  circumstances  may  be, 
or  how  dark  the  way  may 
appear,  or  how  you  may  feel 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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train  of  thought  led  him  to  make  some 
new  investments,  and  he  became  rather 
more  alert  than  usual  to  see  any  chance  to 
enlarge  his  bank  account. 

While  in  this  frame  of  mind,  one  of  his 
old  college  friends  called  to  see  him.  This 
man,  Joston  by  name,  had  acquired  quite 
a  reputation  for  business  sagacity  and  had 
engineered  several  large  business  ventures 
in  the  Middle  West,  and  today  he  had 
called  to  interest  John  in  a  new  corpora- 
tion soon  to  be  formed  which  would  work 
along  some  original  lines  and  promised 
large  returns. 

"It  sounds  attractive,"  John  admitted, 
"and  it  is  backed  by  safe  men?" 

"Best  in  the  country;  you  can  see  for 
yourself,"  returned  Joston. 

John  glanced  over  the  list  of  directors 
and  saw  that  they  were  undoubtedly  men 
of  might  in  financial  circles.  Still  he 
looked  in  vain  for  some  one  whose  judg- 
ment he  greatly  respected. 

"There  was  just  one  point,  Joston,  that 
I  want  explained — that  part  you  slurred 
over  with  the  expression  'not  to  be  heavily 
emphasized' — it  was  where  you  outlined 
the  policy  of  the  corporation  in  detail," 
he  added  as  he  saw  Joston  hesitate. 

"Oh,  that!  I  meant  you  will  see  at  once 
that  it  is  all  right,  that  it  is  perfectly  le- 
gal, Gaylord  &  Smith  say  it  is,  but  some 
people  might  not  think  it  just  straight, 
and  the  directors  will  just  keep  quiet  on 
that  point." 

"Why  not  drop  such  a  point,  anyway?" 
Ringland  asked. 

"Why,  man,  there's  where  the  chance 
lies  to  get  ahead  of  some  of  the  similar 
corporations,  at  least  at  the  start.  We  may 
have  to  waive  it  later,  but  by  that  time 
we  will  have  coined  a  pile  and  our  stock 
will  have  gained  high  value  with  the 
public."  Joston  grew  much  excited  in  his 
explanation. 

"Sec  here,  Ringland,"  Joston  went  on, 
"we  want  you  for  secretary  and  we  need 
you  to  help  us  to  build  up  this  enter- 
prise. You'll  do  it?' 

Ringland  smiled.  "Not  today.  You  may 
have  my  answer  tomorrow." 

"You  really  see  nothing  illegal  in  that 
point?" 

"Nothing  as  far  as  the  letter  of  the  law 
goes,"  John  spoke  reflectively. 

"Well,  law  is  nothing  but  letter,  any- 
way. I'll  see  you  tomorrow,  Secretary 
Ringland,"  and  Joston  was  gone. 

John  turned  to  his  desk  a  trifle  an- 
noyed at  the  man's  assuming  that  his  de- 
cision was  already  made.  "He  seemed  to 
think  me  an  easy  mark.  However,  it's  a 
great  scheme.  Hello!  What  does  that  word 


A  FATHER'S  INFLUENCE 
A  Question  of  Conscience 

NELLIE  E.  KUHNS 

The  great,  strong  man  lifted  the  little 
lad  up  in  his  arms  and  together  they 
looked  up  into  the  starry  sky,  and  in  the 
hush  of  the  starlight,  the  father  told  his 
son  of  God,  and  the  little  soul  drank  in 
the  thought  with  a  pleased  content. 

Afterwards  the  child  told  his  mother 
about  it:  "You  see,  God  the  Good  lives  up 
there  among  the  stars,  and  He  makes  the 
dark  so  that  little  boys  can  sleep,  and 
there's  one  big  star  that  belongs  to  Father 
and  me,  and  we  watch  for  it  every  time." 

The  night  after  the  strong  hopeful- 
hearted  man  went  away  from  them  into 
God's  other  country,  the  boy  stood  all 
alone  in  the  little  garden  and  waited — 
then  as  he  saw  one  great  star  twinkle  se- 
renely among  the  others,  he  murmured 
softly,  "Father's  star." 

The  mother,  kneeling  by  the  window, 
bowed  down  by  her  grief,  raised  her  head 
and  saw  dimly  the  childish  figure,  with 
golden  head  lifted  and  arms  extended,  as 
if  to  take  the  star  in  his  embrace. 

The  years  that  brought  the  boy  to 
manhood  comprised  the  most  prosperous 
decade  of  the  last  century.  After  he  had 
passed  through  college  he  had  studied  law, 
and  the  city  considered  John  Ringland 
one  of  its  most  promising  young  lawyers. 
Investments  had  turned  out  well  for  him, 
and  he  and  his  mother  were  prosperous 
and  well  and  happy,  and  now  the  heart 
of  the  dearest  girl  in  the  world  had 
opened  to  him  as  a  flower  to  the  sun,  so 
that  a  wedding  loomed  up  in  the  near  fu- 
ture. 

The  family  into  which  he  was  to  marry 
was  a  wealthy  one — fashionable  to  a  de- 
gree almost  repellent  to  John's  simpler 
tastes,  though  Alice  seemed  wholly  un- 
spoiled by  it.  But  John  himself  was  some- 
times haunted  by  a  fear  that  he  might  not 
be  able  to  surround  her  with  just  the  con- 
ditions of  life  she  had  always  known,  for 
he  realized  that  to  keep  up  an  establish- 
ment such  as  the  Bartons  maintained,  and 
to  entertain  on  the  scale  that  they  did, 
must  take  a  large  financial  backing.  This 


scheme  mean,  anyway?  I  never  quite  liked 
its  sound.  Let's  see  what  Webster  says." 
After  looking  up  the  definition,  Ringland 
pondered  a  while.  "If  every  one  kept  to 
the  real  meaning  all  would  be  well,  but  in 
its  perverted  meaning  I  confess  I  don't 
like  it." 

When  dinner  was  over  that  evening 
and  twilight  had  come,  John  retired  to 
his  own  room,  his  mother  having  a  caller 
to  entertain.  Before  lighting  up  he  sat  for 
a  while  in  the  dim  old  room,  a  habit  of 
his  when  he  wished  to  think.  The  offer  of 
the  afternoon  presented  itself  and  the  ex- 
tra funds  it  would  soon  make  available 
seemed  especially  desirable,  considering  his 
approaching  marriage.  It  would  find  fa- 
vor with  Mr.  Barton,  he  felt  sure,  al- 
though he  rarely  discussed  business  there. 
Alice  could  begin  on  a  social  basis  more 
nearly  like  that  of  her  own  home  if  he 
were  only  a  richer  man.  "Scheme — 
scheme" — the  word  kept  burning  in  his 
ears. 

John  Ringland  had  an  honest  soul  of 
the  old-fashioned  type.  He  paced  back 
and  forth,  back  and  forth;  clearly  there 
was  a  struggle  on. 

"Gaylord  &  Smith  think  it  is  all  right, 
but  I've  got  to  do  my  own  thinking,  and 
I  know  the  law  as  well  as  they.  It  can- 
not be  said  to  violate  the  letter  of  any  in- 
terstate law,  and  to  say  it  does  not  is 
merely  to  quibble  with  words." 

He  walked  to  the  window  and  looked 
out.  Orion  burned  low  in  the  sky. 
Farther  west  his  eyes  rested  upon  a  large 
glistening  gem.  Suddenly  he  was  a  boy 
once  more,  held  high  in  his  father's  arms, 
looking  up  at  Father's  star,  thinking  child 
thoughts  of  God  the  Good  up  in  the  sky. 
Back  upon  him  out  of  the  past  swept 
the  memory  of  a  strong,  dauntless  soul 
that  always  walked  straightforward, 
fronting  toward  the  light. 

When  Joston  arrived  the  next  day, 
Ringland  was  courteous  but  quite  firm. 
No,  he  would  not  accept  the  position  of 
secretary,  no,  nor  serve  as  director  or  at- 
torney for  the  company. 

Why  not?  Well,  he  had  his  reasons,  one 
being  that  he  liked  a  business  that  could 
bear  the  sunlight  in  every  corner. 

Joston  bade  him  good  day.  A  half  hour 
later  the  promoter  of  the  corporation  met 
some  of  his  colleagues  and  unburdened 
himself.  "Well,  Ringland's  not  the  man  I 
thought  he  was.  No,  he  is  not  going  to 
come  into  it." 

"Did  you  tell  him  Barton  was  in  it?" 

"No.  What's  Barton  to  him?" 

"John  Ringland's  going  to  marry  Bar- 
ton's daughter." 

"He  is?  Why  didn't  you  tell  me  before 
I  went?  Well,  I'm  not  going  after  him 
again." 

Again  the  stars  were  gleaming  serene- 
ly as  John  walked  down  the  garden  with 
Alice  Barton  while  she  gathered  roses. 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 
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(Continued  from  last  issue) 


WE  MAY  MISS  THIS  PLAN 

What  a  tragedy  if  this  should  happen! 
How  disappointed  the  Lord  must  be 
with  us  when  we  frustrate,  delay,  thwart 
or  postpone  His  plan.  Whenever  I  see 
birds  in  a  cage  I  think  of  the  unful- 
filled purposes  of  God.  He  meant  birds 
to  soar  in  the  sky,  not  to  be  held 
to  the  earth  in  iron  bars.  Yet  how  many 
of  us,  endowed  perhaps  with  great  gifts, 
have  allowed  the  world  to  claim  them 
for  its  service. 

Here  is  a  man  with  a  magnificent 
voice  and  dramatic  powers.  Instead  of 
consecrating  his  talents  to  the  service  of 
God,  he  turns  them  to  his  own  self-ad- 
vancement. Instead  of  swaying  multi- 
tudes for  God,  he  spends  his  time  in 
merely  amusing  them,  tickling  their 
sense  of  humour,  or  stirring  their  emo- 
tions in  sensual  ways. 

"But  his  talent  is  too  outstanding  not 
to  be  used  for  drama,"  says  someone. 

Then  is  God  only  to  have  the  second- 
rate  people,  the  poor  voices,  the  ungift- 
ed,  the  ordinary  folk  who  would  not 
make  much  mark  anywhere? 

Have  you  ever  stopped  to  think  what 
the  Lord  must  feel  when  He  sees  the 
best  gifts  used  for  the  world,  and  the 
poorest  devoted  to  His  service?  Where 
do  we  find  the  finest  musical  talent;  in 
the  service  of  God,  or  in  the  world?  Up- 
on what  are  the  finest  brains  concen- 
trated; education,  trade,  politics,  or  up- 
on the  proclamation  of  the  Gospel?  Not 
that  these  other  things  do  not  need  the 
finest  that  the  country  can  produce.  But 
can  it  be  that  God's  will  is  being  obeyed 
when  His  service  is  so  often  the  last  vo- 
cation to  be  considered?  Thank  God  for 
Beethoven,  Handel,  Browning,  Burne, 
Jones,  Holman,  Hunt,  Van  Dyke, 
Shaftesbury,  John  Bright,  Tennyson, 
Antionette  Stirling,  Ruskin,  Spurgeon, 
Barnado,  Moody  and  a  host  of  other  tal- 
ented men  and  women  who  have  laid 
their  gifts  at  the  feet  of  their  Lord.  But 
my  appeal  is  to  the  young  men  and  wom- 
en of  today.  To  you  I  would  say,  Is 
anything  too  good  for  God?  Why  should 
the  world  have  so  much  of  the  gifts  and 
talents  of  modern  youth?  I  feel  like  Eli- 
jah of  old,  "very  jealous  for  the  Lord 
God  of  hosts."     In  how     many  lives  is 


the  plan  of  God  missed,  with  the  result 
that  though  the  world  may  applaud, 
there  will  be  no  "Well  done"  from  the 
One  to  whom  we  owe  every  talent. 

To  each  of  us  God  has  given  a  free 
will.  What  sadness  must  be  in  His  heart 
when  that  free  will  is  used  in  ways  which 
oppose  His  will.  As  in  the  case  of  the 
captive  birds,  we  can  live  within  the 
cage  of  a  narrow,  self-centered  life,  con- 
tent to  be  held  down  to  the  things  of 
time  and  sense — never  enjoying  the  spir- 
itual heights,  never  seeing  the  wider  vi- 
sion, never  breathing  the  purer  air  of  fel- 
lowship with  God. 

The  Promised  Land  was  God's  plan 
for  Israel,  but  because  of  unbelief  and 
self-will  they  wandered  forty  years  in 
the  wilderness,  and  missed  God's  best. 
Many  a  soul  today  is  in  a  similar  case. 
Because  of  rebellion  against  God's  will, 
and  resistance  to  His  call,  they  have 
gotten  away  from  the  pathway  of  His 
planning,  and  into  a  veritable  wilderness 
of  trouble,  doubt  and  even  despair.  They 
look  back  to  the  day  when  they  knew 
that  they  took  a  false  step,  and  since 
then  things  have  gone  wrong.  Their 
hearts  are  sad,  but  how  much  more  poig- 
nant must  be  the  grief  of  the  Master! 
"He  looked  that  it  should  bring  forth 
grapes,  and  it  brought  forth  wild  grapes," 
Isa.    5:2. 

In  the  days  of  old,  God's  people  dis- 
appointed Him,  and  history  has  a  way 
of   repeating   itself! 

HOW     CAN     WE     DISCOVER  THE 
PLAN? 

The  simple  and  all-sufficient  answer 
to  this  question  is  that  God's  will  is  dis- 
covered when  we  are  absolutely  willing 
for  it.  Christ  said,  "If  any  man  willeth 
to  do  his  will,  he  shall  know."  Paul  is 
equally  clear  about  it  when  he  says,  "Be 
ye  transformed  by  the  renewing  of  your 
mind,"  Rom.  12:2.  The  meaning  behind 
that  word  mind  is  will.  In  effect  he  says 
that  as  soon  as  our  wills  are  renewed,  ad- 
justed to  the  will  of  Christ,  brought  inr- 
to  alignment  with  God's  purpose,  then 
we  shall  "Prove  what  is  his  good,  ac- 
ceptable,  and  perfect"  plan. 

I  wonder  if  someone  is  asking,  "Will 
this  not  mean  the  destruction  of  my 
will?"  or  "Is  it  wrong  to  have  strength 
of  will?"  A  man  without  a  will  is  not  a 
man.  God  does  not  mean  our  wills  to 
be  annihilated,  but  He  does  mean  them 
to  be  surrendered.  His  desire  is  that  our 
wills  should  be  delivered  from  the  tyran- 
ny of  self.  Self  is  the  oppressor.  Self  is 
the  inquisitor.  Self  is  the  tyrant.  Like  a 
parent,   God   longs   that  we  shall  choose 


to  follow  His  commands  gladly,  willing- 
ly, not  as  in  the  case  of  naughty  chil- 
dren grudgingly  and  with  a  bad  grace. 
Have  you  ever  allowed  Him  "to  renew 
your  will,"  to  energize  it,  steady  it,  and 
make  it  one  with  His?  Your  recreant 
will  He  can  make  loyal,  and  your  weak 
will  He  can  make  strong.  He  does  not 
want  to  take  away  your  will,  but  to  en- 
throne it,  that  it  may  rule  for  Him  over 
every  thought.  Neither  does  He  ask  you 
to  resign  your  will,  but  to  use  it  to  ac- 
cept His  will,  that  together  the  two  wills, 
made  one  by  His  Holy  Spirit,  may  co- 
operate in  regulating  everything  in  your 
life. 

So  if  the  plan  of  God  is  to  be  realized, 
the  first  condition  is  that  we  must  have 
no  plan  of  our  own. 

"Our  wills  are  ours 

To  make  them  Thine." 

Yet,  when  we  make  them  His,  the 
wonder  of  it  is  that  He  gives  them  back 
to  us.  Did  not  Jesus  say,  "With  what 
measure  ye  mete,  it  shall  be  measured  to 
you  again"?  This  should  encourage  us 
to  be  whole-hearted,  even  reckless  in  giv- 
ing back  our  all  to  God,  for  when  we 
do,  He  then  gives  to  us  the  enabling  grace 
of  the  Holy  Spirit.  Consecration  is  the 
primary  condition  for  receiving  the  Di- 
vine enduement. 
"To  loyal  hearts,  to  spirits  brave, 

To  souls  that  are  pure  and  true — 
You  give  to  the  Lord  the  best  you  have, 

And  the  best  will  come  back  to  you." 

It  is  the  custom  in  America  when  fac- 
tory premises  are  vacant,  to  see  on  a 
signboard  the  words,  "These  premises  to 
let  with  or  without  power."  This  means 
that  any  tenant  taking  the  building  may 
either  have,  or  not  have  a  supply  of 
electric   current   for  his  machinery. 

Are  there  not  just  these  two  kinds 
of  Christians?  Those  with  power,  and 
those  without  it?  Thank  God,  none  of 
us  need  be  the  latter.  Power  is  available 
for  all.  The  word  gleams  out  by  every 
highway — "POWER,"  and  cars  of  every 
description  draw  up  to  get  their  sup- 
plies. But  the  power  of  God  is  offered 
to  us  all  "without  money  and  without 
price." 

Some  are  afraid  to  let  themselves  go 
to  the  will  of  God  for  their  lives.  They 
fear  that  if  He  should  show  it  to  them 
they  could  never  carry  it  out.  Away 
with  such  fears!  God's  reaction  to  our 
surrender  is  that  He  fills  our  yielded  lives 
with  all  the  mighty  power  of  the  Holy 
Spirit    Himself. 

But  if  we  refuse  to  let  Him  have 
His  way  with  us,  who  can  measure  the 
loss  to  ourselves  of  spiritual  enrichment, 
and  the  utter  futility,  nay  more,  the 
complete  failure  of  our  lives  to  count 
for  God  in  a  world  which  knows  Him 
not? 

(To  be  continued) 
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Get  Acquainted  With  Father 

S.  C.  Bredbenner 

"But  what  things  were  gain  to  me, 
those  things  I  counted  loss  for  Christ.  Yea 
doubtless,  and  I  count  all  things  but  loss 
for  the  excellency  of  the  knowledge  of 
Christ  Jesus  my  Lord:  for  whom  I  have 
suffered  the  loss  of  all  things  and  do 
count  them  but  dung,  that  I  may  win 
Christ,"  Phil.  3:7,  8. 

Surely  it  is  worth  suffering  the  loss  of 
all  things  to  know  Jesus  in  the  power  of 
His  resurrection  and  the  fellowship  of  His 
sufferings. 

In  a  Western  city  a  young  man  was  in- 
jured in  a  wreck.  For  months  he  suffered, 
and  finally  lost  a  limb.  His  father  was  a 
busy  business  man.  During  the  son's  ill- 
ness the  busy  father  spent  much  time 
with  him.  After  the  son's  recovery  a 
friend  sympathized  with  him  because  of 
his  crippled  condition. 

"Don't  sympathize  with  me,"  said  the 
boy.  "It  is  the  greatest  thing  that  ever 
came  my  way.  In  it  I  have  become  ac- 
quainted with  my  father." 

In  times  of  affliction  or  sorrow,  the 
child  of  God  may  well  say,  "Don't  pity 
me.  This  is  the  Lord's  way  for  me,  and 
through  it  I  may  become  better  ac- 
quainted with  my  Father  in  heaven." 

"Blessed  weakness  'twas  that  drew  me 

To  the  Everlasting  Arms: 
Blessed  storm   that  wrecked    life's    pros- 
pects, 

Opened  eyes  to  Jesus'  charms. 
Blessed,  holy  desolation 

'Twas  that  led  to  Jesus'  feet, 
There  to  learn  His  full  salvation 

In  communion  full  and  sweet." 

From  Father  to  Son 

My  son,  remember  you  have  to  work. 
Whether  you  handle  pick  or  wheelbar- 
row, or  a  set  of  books,  dig  ditches  or  edit 
a  newspaper,  ring  an  auction  bell  or  write 
funny  things,  you  must  work. 

Don't  be  afraid  of  killing  yourself  by 
overworking  on  the  sunny  side  of  thirty. 
Men  die  sometimes  but  it  is  because  they 
quit  at  6:00  p.  m.  and  don't  go  home  un- 
til 2:00  a.  m.  It's  the  intervals  that  kill, 
my  son.  The  work  gives  you  appetite  for 
your  meals;  it  lends  solitude  to  your  slum- 
ber; it  gives  you  a  perfect  appreciation  of 
a  holiday. 

There  are  young  men  who  do  not  work, 
but  the  country  is  not  proud  of  them.  It 
does  not  even  know  their  names;  it  only 
speaks  of  them  as  "old  so  and  so's  boys." 


Nobody  likes  them;  the  great,  busy  world 
doesn't  know  they  are  here. 

So  find  out  what  you  want  to  be  and 
do.  Take  off  your  coat  and  make  dust  in 
the  world.  The  busier  you  are,  the  less 
harm  you  are  apt  to  get  into,  the  sweeter 
will  be  your  sleep,  the  brighter  your  holi- 
days  and   the   better  satisfied   the   whole 

world  will  be  with  you. — Bob  Burdette. 

t 

A  Sunday  School  Man 

In  a  Western  city  a  small  boy  got  lost 
on  the  streets.  Aimlessly,  he  wandered 
from  place  to  place.  Finally  he  became 
tired,  hungry  and  afraid.  Then,  though  he 
was  a  brave  little  chap,  he  began  to  cry. 
His  crying  attracted  the  attention  of  pas- 
sers-by, and  one  kind  gentleman  took 
time  to  stop  and  speak  with  him. 

"What's  the  matter,  little  man?" 
"I — I's  lost,"  was  the  reply. 
"And  where  do  you  live?" 
"Wid  fadder." 
"But  who  is  your  father?" 

But  to  this  question  the  child  seeming- 
ly could  not  reply  intelligently.  A  num- 
ber of  persons  collected  about  the  pair, 
and  several  men  tried  to  learn  the  identity 
of  the  father.  Finally,  the  boy  blurted  out 
in  answer  to  a  question  concerning  what 
his  father's  occupation  was: 

"Daddy's  a  Sunday  School  man!" 

With  this  clue,  the  men  were  able  to  lo- 
cate the  father,  and  soon  father  and  son 
were  rejoicing  together. 

It  also  developed  that  the  father  was 
one  of  the  biggest  business  men  of  the 
city,  but  the  significant  fact  is  that  his 
secular  business  was  not  first  in  his  life. 
He  was  the  superintendent  of  a  large  Sun- 
day School,  and  in  his  home  life,  conver- 
sation concerning  the  Sunday  School  was 
much  more  frequently  heard  than  about 
his  business.  For  this  reason,  the  little 
chap  had  learned  to  think  of  his  daddy  as 
"a  Sunday  School  man." — Gospel  Messen- 
ger. 

Father  and  Son 

Lyman  Beecher  was  returning  from  the 
morning  preaching  service  with  his  small 
son,  Henry  Ward  Beecher.  He  was  dis- 
tressed over  the  fact  that  he  had  not 
preached  as  well  as  usual. 

"But  father,"  said  Henry  Ward,  "you 
talked  even  louder  than  usual  today." 

"I  know,"  said  the  elder  Beecher,  "but 
I  always  shout  the  loudest  when  I  have 
the  least  to  say." — Selected. 


Lincoln's  Son 

The  memory  of  Abraham  Lincoln  so 
dominated  the  life  of  the  great  President's 
son,  Robert  Lincoln,  that  although  he  oc- 
cupied important  positions  of  trust — Sec- 
retary of  War,  Minister  to  England,  Presi- 
dent of  the  Pullman  Company — he  could 
never  shake  off  a  conviction  of  his  own 
inferiority,  believing  that  the  honors  that 
came  to  him  were  bestowed  not  for  his 
own  qualities  but  because  he  was  Abra- 
ham Lincoln's  son. — Selected. 

"I  Do  Always — " 

"Heard  the  glad  news?"  asked  George. 
"I  have  a  job  for  the  summer — maybe 
longer.  Dad  helped  me  land  it  with  a 
friend  who  needed  me.  If  we  suit  each 
other,  I'm  to  stay  and  become  head  of 
the  business,"  with  a  boyish  grin  that  dis- 
counted the  apparent  egotism. 

"Good  for  you!"  Robert  congratulated 
him  heartily.  "I  wanted  to  work  this 
summer,  too.  But  father  says  I'm  to  go 
to  camp  for  a  while  and  rest  my  alleged 
brains;  then  work  with  a  coach  on  math- 
ematics. My  weak  spot,  you  know.  Then 
it's  college  in  the  fall,  he  says,  and,  of 
course,  I'm  keen  for  it.  Anything  he  says 
goes,"  with  a  laugh  that  showed  the  hand 
of  parental  authority  was  not  heavy  upon 
him. 

"Sure,"  agreed  George.  "Only  right 
and  square  to  fall  in  with  their  plans. 
These  fathers  have  enough  invested  in  us 
to  have  some  say  as  to  what  we  do,"  and 
both  boys  laughed  over  the  words. 

There  would  be  a  lot  more  successful 
boys  if  they  all  thought  and  acted  along 
that  line.  Fathers  have  a  way  of  knowing 
what  is  best  for  a  boy.  They  know  him 
just  a  bit  better  than  he  knows  himself. 
They  are  not  often  unreasonable  in  their 
demands.  If  every  boy  could  say  of  him- 
self and  his  father  the  thing  that  Christ 
said,  he  would  be  pretty  sure  of  working 
along  the  right  line.  For  our  Lord  sought 
no  freedom,  no  plan,  no  work  of  His 
own.  He  said  not  in  a  boasting  spirit,  but 
with  an  emphasis  of  which  every  boy  may 
well  take  note,  "I  do  always  those  things 
that  please  Him." 

The  boy  who  can  say  that,  in  ref- 
erence to  his  earthly  father,  and  his  heav- 
enly Father  as  well,  is  going  to  do  great 
things. — Selected. 

In  His  Father's  Footsteps 

Colonel  Fred  N.  Dow  tells  the  follow- 
ing story  to  illustrate  how  the  son  of  a 
father  devoted  to  a  great  principle  is  like- 
ly to  follow  in  his  father's  steps.  Colonel 
Dow  once  visited  friends  at  Quebec,  and, 
while  seeing  the  sight  of  the  city  and  its 
surroundings,  he  took  a  public  carriage  to 
visit  the  Falls  of  Montmorency.  At  a 
halfway  house  on  the  road  the  driver 
pulled  up  his  horse  and  remarked,  "The 
carriage  always  stops  here." 
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father's  Q)ay  Story 

By  ESTHER  PUCKETT  BONHAM 

LOUISE    McKEY,     young,     beautiful,  remark  had  saved  the  day.  This  club  at- 

brilliant,    the    leader    and    very    soul  tended    the    evening    service    in    a    body, 

of  the  "Twentieth  Century  Aggressives,"  thereby    throwing   its     united     influence 

was   angry — even   to   the   point   of  open  against  further  criticism, 

defiance — although   no   one    would   have  They  had  meant  to  sit  quietly  in  the 

suspected  it  as  she  came  down  the  aisle  rear,    to    take    no   part    whatever   in    the 

of    an    expensively    furnished    clubroom  worship,  and  to  coolly  and  silently  leave 

one  evening  at  exactly  seven-fifteen.  the  church  at  the  close  of  the  service  in 

"Late,  for  the  first  time  in  the  club's  the  manner  in  which  they  had  come.  But 

history,"  mentally  commented  Professor  fate  decreed  otherwise.  The  back  of  the 

Wycliff,  covertly  glancing  at  his  watch,  church    was    filled,    the    front,   however, 


There  were  sighs  of  relief  from  other 
members  as  Louise  took  her  place  at  a 
rosewood  desk. 

"I  am  sorry  to  have  kept  you  waiting," 
she  began,  fighting  desperately  for  self- 
con 


save  for  a  few  devout  saints,  scattered 
here  and  there,  was  practically  empty. 
At  the  door  the  chief  usher  covertly 
winked  at  his  assistants;  and  Louise,  ac- 
companied by  the  professor  and  followed 


-..  1     «'  a    a    t                   j    •          c  by  some  forty  other  club  members,  were, 

^..trol.      And    1    am   wondering   it    you  '    .    .      .      '.      .    ,       .      .            .'           ' 

i     „      _t •        „  •  •            \vt           r     •  to  their  chagrin,  led  sedately  to  the  very 

know  there  is  a  crisis  on.    we  are  facing  ,                     °  .            .       .      '                      J 

iVf„        i  „„   ii                    ■  •        r          «i  front    pews.   Amused     glances     were   ex- 

bitter  and  stubborn  opposition  from  the  .            ,    ,         i                                  ,                 , 

i             T-i        „  ,i  •                   i              i     i     .  changed    bv    the   younger    members;    and 

clergy.    1  he  scathing   remarks,   made  last  .       °                  -n    i      •   i           r 

„„•         i        ,i            .          c            c  »u    '  there    were     stifled    sighs     of    annoyance 
evening    by    the    pastor    of    my    f  attic-  « 


from   the   older  ones;   but   there   was   no 
church  and  sanctioned  by  the  evangelist,        .  .  '    .  ,         .         . 

i  _  „  i     •       i      ■     •  _  alternative,   except   to   leave   the   church, 

whom  my  parents  audaciously  insist  up-  .         '  K    ,       _,  . 

„„..■•-  i  i         and  the     Twentieth     Century     Aggres- 

on    entertaining    in    our    home,    are    only        .        „  ..  .,.  J         p? 


the  beginning  of  what  is  coming.  They 
imagine  the  odds  are  against  us.  It  is 
a  time  to  try  our  mettle,  but  cannot  we 
cope  with  this  situation?  Will  we  not 
arise  to  the  demands  of  the  hour?" 


sives,"  feeling  ridiculously  conspicious, 
sat  down  as  directed. 

Presently,  the  evangelist  rose.  "Beard- 
ing the  lion  in  his  den,"  he  reflected. 

The  professor  looked  down  at   a  pair 

Wj        -n, ,,           j-   .   j    m  of   slender   hands,   clasped   above   a   beige 

e   can — and     will!       predicted   the  „w,.           '          f,,    ,                 ,     ..° 

„~~-f„,...„..            u  :„    c    *     i™     .   u  £          u  purse.       what    fingers        he    mused.      So 

professor,   on   his    feet    almost    before   she  K  ,.         ,            ,  ,    .  °    _           .         .. 

»  j      "tl       i  delicately    molded.        ust    the    things    to 

was  seated.         f  he  clergy  is   wrong,      we  .        J                  i  •        , 

„->  -„u.-     a       n  u                   ..  i             ~u  soothe  a  mans  aching  brow, 

are  right.   As  all  here  present   know,   the  6 

story   of   creation   is   a    myth.    And   your  Louise,    glancing    down    at    the    same 

splendid    research    work,    relative    to    the  hands,  saw  only  the  nails,  manicured  to 

origin  of  man,  has  made  the  club  what  match  the  costume  she  wore.     "What  a 

it  is.  We  are  with  you  to  the  last  trench."  f°o1  l  am      t0     nave     come     here,"  she 

As   he   sat   down   there   was   spontaneous  thought,      aware   that   curious  eyes  were 

applause,  and  Louise's  spirits  revived  per-  watching  her.  She  lost  her  usual  poise  and 

ceptibly.  became  painfully  self-conscious.  A  pris- 

She  did  not  rise  to  respond  to  this  ex-  oner  would  have  suffered  less, 

prcssion    of    faith    and    appreciation.    In-  As   Wycliff   had   predicted,   there  was 

stead   she  leaned   slightly   forward  in  her  not  a  word  of  criticism    The  Rev.  Clinton 

seat,  rested  her     elbows     on  the  highly-  was  strictly  obeying  orders  from  above, 

polished  desk  and  locked  her  tapering  fin-  A  deep  thinker,  an  eloquent  speaker,  and 

gers  beneath  her  pointed  chin.  endowed    with   a   pleasing   personality,   he 

"How  wonderful!"  she  smiled.  "How  held  his  audience  as  few  can.  Louise,  be- 

wonderful,  and  beautiful,  this  loyalty  of  cause    of    his    faith    in    a    Supreme   Being, 

yours  to  our  common  cause.  Fortunately  had  classed  him  with  the  ignorant;   but 

— or  otherwise — I  have  not  yet  met  the  the  modern  methods  which  he  employed 

evangelist,  although  the  object  in  having  in  handling  his  subject  of  the  evening  at 

him  in  the  home  is  obvious — it  is  Dad's  last  attracted  her  attention. 

last   hope   of  ever   being   able   to   change  "Man's  opinion  will  not  change  things 

my  views  on  the  subject  of  religion."  eternal,"   he    warned.    "In   less   than   five 

Don  Mozart,  a  pupil  of  hers,  glanced  minutes  after  he  has  breathed  his  last  he 

up.    "I   wonder,"  he   said,   "if   that's   the  wiH   understand   the   mysteries  of   death, 

only   reason.    You   are   past   twenty,   and  he  will  know  what  is  beyond.  And  what 

the  Rev.  Clinton  is  a  bachelor."  a  p;ty  that  the  influence  of  some  cannot 

Louise,    the    unwonted    color    creeping  be   buried   with   them.      But   that   influ- 

into  throat   and  cheeks,   felt   a  desire  to  ence  will  live  on — and  multiply — through 

throttle   him,    to   threaten   him   with   the  each  succeeding  generation  until  the  final 

authorities  higher  up.   It  was  commonly  end  of   time,  just  as  our  most  common 

known,  and  agreeably  so,  that  Professor  grains  have  done     through     generations 

Wycliff  was  in  love  with  her.  But  Don's  past.  No  man  can  measure  the  scope  of 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

his  influence  any  more  than  he  can  esti 
mate  the  number  of  grains  of  wheat  that 
have  been   produced  on   the  earth.   God, 
only,  can  do  that." 

But  so  determined  was  she  that  noth 
ing  he  said   should  have  any  effect,  she 
suggested   and   planned   an  informal  ball 
for   the      following     evening.      Professor 
Wycliff  came  for  her  early. 

Mr.  McKey,  gray,  but  very  erect  for 
his  years,  was  standing  on  the  walk,  his 
furrowed  face  betraying  his  anxiety, 
when  they  came  down  the  steps. 

"Daughter,"  he  began,  slowly,  hesitat- 
ingly, "please  don't  attend  that  ball  to- 
night. For  God's  sake  give  your  soul  a 
chance.  You  owe  it  to  your  associates 
as  well  as  to  yourself." 

Louise  laughed  lightly,  "You're  wear- 
ing yourself  out  worrying  over  me.  I'm 
all  right."  He  watched  them  until  their 
car  turned  the  corner,  then  he  sat  down 
on  the  steps. 

At  two-thirty  they  returned  to  find  a 
light  by  his  bed,  but  Louise  was  too  hap- 
py to  investigate  the  cause  and  went  at 
once  to  her  own  room. 

At  her  windows  she  was  listening  to 
the  purr  of  the  departing  motor  when  she 
heard  her  mother  at  the  telephone. 

"Oh,  won't  you  try  again  to  find  my 
daughter?"  Mrs.  McKey  entreated.  "Mr. 
Tracy  says  her  father  is  a  very  sick  man." 

Louise  rushed  out  into  the  hall. 
"What's  wrong?"  she  gasped.  "How  long 
has  Dad  been  ill?" 

"His  nerves  have  collapsed,"  her  moth- 
er answered.  "We  found  him  on  the  steps 
soon  after  you  left." 

For  two  days  he  was  unconscious;  and 
Louise  was  forced  to  listen  to  fragments 
of  prayers,  uttered  in  her  behalf,  which 
were  driving  her  nearly  distracted. 

"I  cannot  bear  it  another  hour,"  she 
said  to  the  Rev.  Clinton,  whose  constant 
and  untiring  devotion  to  the  sufferer  had 
dispelled  her  resentment  of  his  presence. 
"If  I  believed  in  the  immortality  of  the 
soul  it  would  be  different." 

"And  the  fact  that  you  do  not  believe, 
Miss  McKey,  is  the  thing  that  is  crush- 
ing him.  He  has  stood  in  the  breach  be- 
tween you  and  a  just  God  as  long  as  his 
physical  strength  will  allow,"  the  minis- 
ter answered  gently.  The  color  unex- 
pectedly drained  from  her  face. 

"Then,  I  suppose,  I'm  murdering  him," 
she  choked. 

"It  is  by  no  means  the  first  instance 
of  its  kind  in  history,"  he  replied  quietly. 
"Unbelief  crucified  the  world's  Redeemer. 
But  the  Supernatural  immediately  wrung 
from  the  centurion  his  memorable  con- 
fession, 'Truly  this  man  was  the  Son  of 
God,'  which  has  strengthened  the  faith 
of  countless  thousands  down  through  the 
centuries.  We  have  hoped — and  prayed 
— that  you  might  accept  this  Son  as  your 
(Continued  on   page   30 J 
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BY  THE  EDITOR 


THE  GREAT  "I  AM' 


For  some  time  I  have  been  impressed  to 
write  an  article  on  Jesus  as  "The  Great  I 
AM."  Many  of  the  readers  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway  do  not  understand  the  teachings 
of  our  Church. 

The  Church  of  God  is  doing  her  very 
best  to  accept  the  whole  Bible  rightly  di- 
vided. We  heard  a  sermon  recently  where 
the  speaker  tried  so  hard  to  awaken  his  au- 
dience to  a  realization  of  the  fact  that  Je- 
sus is  the  great  "I  am"  instead  of  the 
great  "I  was."  He  said,  "The  trouble  with 
us  today  is,  we  look  around  and  see  the 
need,  but  do  not  believe  that  Christ  is 
able  to  meet  the  need."  This  man  was  a 
minister  in  a  church  that  is  antagonistic 
toward  the  people  who  are  really  stepping 
out  to  stand  for  and  teach  and  practice 
just  what  he  was  talking  about.  So  it  is 
Jesus,  the  great  "I  am,"  that  I  wish  to 
hold  up  today.  Occasionally  we  get  arti- 
cles and  testimonies  from  those  who  have 
tested  and  proved  that  Jesus  Christ  is  the 
same  yesterday,  today  and  forever,  and  we 
always  think  of  the  many  homes  where 
this  paper  goes,  where  the  deeper  truths 
have  never  gone,  and  then  we  feel  that 
we'd  just  like  to  go  and  sit  down  in  that 
home  and  talk  and  explain  the  things  that 
puzzle  and  perplex.  So  we  are  doing  this 
just  now,  and  we  want  you  to  consider 
us  a  guest  in  your  home  this  morning.  It 
is  early  and  just  about  time  you  are  wash- 
ing your  dishes  and  doing  your  morning 
work,  but  you  are  honest-hearted  and 
want  to  know.  So  you  are  willing  to  stop 
for  a  little  while  and  listen  to  us.  Of 
course,  you  are  the  kind  who  will  learn 
the  way  of  salvation.  I  am  calling  on  Mrs. 
Jones  at  this  time. 

Mrs.  Jones:  I'm  so  glad  you  came  this 
morning,  Sister  Harrison.  I'm  so  puzzled 
about  a  number  of  things.  I've  been  read- 
ing your  paper  and  attending  your  church 
some  and  I'm  impressed  with  some  things 
that  I'd  like  to  have  you  explain.  I  notice 
many  of  your  people  testify  to  divine 
healing.  I  wish  you'd  explain  this  to  me. 

Answer:  In  the  first  place  we  want  to 
quote  Heb.  13:8.  "Jesus  Christ  the  same 
yesterday,  and  today,  and  forever."  Now 
the  same  Jesus  who  walked  the  shores  of 
Galilee  and  healed  the  sick,  cleansed  the 
leper  and  raised  the  dead  is  just  the  same 
today.  We  are  not  serving  a  dead  Christ. 
So  our  Church  is  trying  to  meet  the  con- 
ditions and  reach  this  high  standard  in 
believing  just  what  the  Bible  teaches.  We 
are  human  and  fail  many  times  to  meas- 
ure up  to  all  we  believe  and  reach,  but  I 
believe  God  is  pleased  with  our  efforts. 

You  will  please  turn  with  me  to  James 
5:14,  15,  16.  "Is  any  sick  among  you? 
let  him  call  for  the  elders  of  the  church; 


and  let  them  pray  over  him,  anointing 
him  with  oil  in  the  name  of  the  Lord: 
And  the  prayer  of  faith  shall  save  the 
sick,  and  the  Lord  shall  raise  him  up;  and 
if  he  have  committed  sins,  they  shall  be 
forgiven  him.  Confess  your  faults  one  to 
another  and  pray  one  for  another,  that  ye 
may  be  healed.  The  effectual  fervent 
prayer  of  a  righteous  man  availeth 
much." 

What  could  be  clearer  than  that?  Psa. 
103  says,  "Who  forgiveth  all  thine  iniqui- 
ties; who  healeth  all  thy  diseases."  All  we 
need  is  just  the  Scripture  to  open  your 
eyes  along  this  line.  We  do  not  need  com- 
ment. 

Mrs.  Jones:  I  heard  someone  say  the 
other  day  that  she  sent  a  handkerchief 
and  had  someone  pray  over  it,  and  when 
they  sent  it  to  her  and  she  laid  it  on  her 
body,  she  was  healed.  Now  rf;his  sounds 
like  fanaticism  to  me.  What  do  you  think 
about  it? 

Answer:  Yes,  Sister  Jones,  I  know  to 
those  who  do  not  understand  or  who  have 
not  studied  their  Bible  it  does  seem  like 
it,  but  let  me  turn  to  Acts  19:11,  12, 
"And  God  wrought  special  miracles  by 
the  hands  of  Paul:  So  that  from  his  body 
were  brought  unto  the  sick  handkerchiefs 
or  aprons,  and  the  diseases  departed  from 
them,  and  the  evil  spirits  went  out  of 
them." 

Now  Paul  was  just  a  human  being,  a 
minister  of  the  gospel  just  like  we  have  in 
the  world  today.  We  feel  that  Paul  and 
the  other  apostles  were  just  examples  for 
us  to  follow  and  that  if  God  was  able  to 
work  through  His  servants  then,  and  if 
He  is  the  same  yesterday,  today  and  for- 
ever, that  we  should  give  Him  a  chance 
to  work  through  us  today.  Well,  Sister 
Jones,  our  Church  is  just  ready  to  believe 
in  anything  the  Bible  teaches. 

Another  thing,  Sister  Jones,  the  ma- 
jority of  churches  teach  that  the  New 
Testament  is  the  part  of  the  Bible  that 
we  are  to  pattern  after  under  the  dispen- 
sation of  grace.  So  if  it  is,  do  you  think 
we  can  choose  part  of  it  and  leave  the 
other  out  of  our  teaching? 

Turn  with  me  to  Acts  16:15-18.  "And 
he  said  unto  them,  Go  ye  into  all  the 
world,  and  preach  the  gospel  to  every 
creature.  He  that  believeth  and  is  bap- 
tized shall  be  saved;  but  he  that  believeth 
not  shall  be  damned.  And  these  signs 
shall  follow  them  that  believe;  In  my 
name  shall  they  cast  out  devils;  they  shall 
speak  with  new  tongues;  They  shall  take 
up  serpents;  and  if  they  drink  any  deadly 
thing,  it  shall  not  hurt  them;  they  shall 
lay  hands  on  the  sick,  and  they  shall  re- 
cover." These  are  Jesus'  own  words  and 
we  find  that  many  of  our  churches  teach 
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the  15th  and  16th  verses  but  leave  the 
17th  and  18  th  out.  They  say  some  of  it 
is  for  us  today  but  the  other  two  verses, 
well,  they  just  don't  accept  them.  Now 
can't  you  see  why  we  are  a  peculiar  peo- 
ple? We  are  just  peculiar  enough  to  take 
God  at  His  word. 

Mrs.  Jones:  Another  thing,  they  teach 
that  you  can  be  sanctified  in  this  life, 
cleansed  from  all  sin.  Do  you  believe 
that? 

Answer:  Yes,  I  do.  1  John  1:7,  "But 
if  we  walk  in  the  light,  as  he  is  in  the 
light,  we  have  fellowship  one  with  an- 
other, and  the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  his 
Son  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin." 

Mrs.  Jones:  I  have  heard  people  say 
that  you  taught  that  after  you  were 
sanctified  it  was  impossible  for  you  to 
fall,  that  you  never  could  sin  again.  Is  it 
true? 

Answer:  No,  we  do  not  teach  this,  for 
all  through  the  Bible  we  are  admonished 
to  watch  and  pray  lest  we  enter  into 
temptation.  Matt.  26:41,  "Watch  and 
pray  that  ye  enter  not  into  temptation: 
the  spirit  indeed  is  willing,  but  the  flesh 
is  weak."  As  long  as  we  are  in  the  flesh 
we  will  be  tempted  and  only  as  we  keep 
the  blood  applied  to  our  souls  will  we  be 
safe  from  the  tempter.  Of  course,  there 
are  some  radicals  who  teach  that  they 
cannot  sin  but  that  is  not  our  teaching. 

Mrs.  Jones:  There  is  another  question 
that  comes  to  my  mind  that  is  puzzling 
me.  This  speaking  in  other  languages.  I 
just  can't  understand  it.  If  that  were  out 
of  the  way  I  might  be  able  to  accept  your 
teaching.  So  far,  as  you  have  explained,  I 
do  not  see  anything  wrong. 

Answer:  Yes,  I  realize  that  this  is  a 
stumbling  block  to  many  people,  but  why 
should  it  be?  This  is  in  the  Bible  too.  Why 
should  we  leave  it  out  and  accept  the 
rest?  If  the  New  Testament  is  for  this 
dispensation,  then  what  will  we  do  with 
this  part  of  it?  Did  you  know  that  this 
is  what  makes  so  many  skeptics  these 
days?  so  many  different  interpretations  of 
God's  Word.  This  is  why  so  many  boys 
and  girls  are  outside  the  Church  today. 

Now  we  do  not  want  to  overemphasize 
the  speaking  in  other  languages,  but  we 
emphasize  the  baptism  with  the  Holy 
Ghost  as  they  received  it  on  the  day  of 
Pentecost,  Acts  2:4.  Our  Lord's  instruc- 
tions to  His  disciples  in  Luke  24:49,  "And 
behold,  I  send  the  promise  of  my  Father 
upon  you:  but  tarry  ye  in  the  city  of  Je- 
rusalem, until  ye  be  endued  with  power 
from  on  high."  In  Acts,  first  and  second 
chapters,  you  find  that  they  obeyed  this 
commandment  and  received  the  Holy 
Ghost  which  gave  them  power  from  on 
high  to  do  the  work  that  He  was  depend- 
ing upon  them  to  do.  "And  ye  shall  be 
witnesses  unto  me — unto  the  uttermost 
parts  of  the  earth."  That  takes  us  in, 
away  down  here  in  our  little  corner  of 
the  world.  Then  Peter  stood  up  and  told 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Man  I  Want  My  Son  to  Be 


By  Glover  P.  Ledford 


The  desire  and  anxiety  for  my  sons  that 
they  possess  the  requisite  type  of  virtue, 
valuable,  Christian  character  and  other 
noble  qualifications  hereinafter  recited 
are  prompted  by  the  fact,  that  every  year 
in  America  over  200,000  boys  leave  home, 
and  take  to  the  open  road,  spurred  on  by 
visions  of  fortune  to  be  captured  in  dis- 
tant places.  Many  of  these  thousands  of 
homeless  and  jobless  young  men — a  by- 
product of  the  depression — are  cast  adrift 
in  our  big  cities. 

In  the  underworld  of  the  big  cities 
around  the  cheap  movie  houses,  the  pool 
rooms,  and  cheap  hotels,  these  youths 
easily  fall  prey  to  crooks  and  other  shady 
characters.  They  learn  to  gamble,  to 
drink,  to  smoke  and  to  use  dope.  They 
patronize  the  jazzy  dance  halls,  associate 
with  the  painted  characters  of  the  dives, 
see  the  latest  gangster  movies,  and  hear 
the  slush  of  the  gang-buster  programs  on 
the  radio.  These  youths  think  if  they  will 
just  play  smart  they  can  make  "easy 
money"  too,  and  usually  it  takes  a  bitter 
lesson  for  them  to  learn  that  crime  does 
not  pay. 

Fifty  per  cent  of  these  boys  become  the 
recruits  for  our  jails,  reformatories  and 
penitentiaries  each  year.  A  very  small  per- 
centage of  the  other  half  ever  return 
home.  This  is  a  pitiful  fact  that  should 
arouse  the  interest  of  every  father  in 
America  to  exercise  his  better  judgment 
in  aiding  his  sons  to  choose  the  "right 
road."  This  condition  should  serve  to 
awaken  every  Christian  worker  to  an  in- 
terest in  this  great  field  that  is  already 
ripe  for  the  harvest. 

Tonight  nearly  a  million  men  and 
women  live  in  cages,  in  jails,  institutions 
and  penitentiaries  all  over  the  United 
States  of  America.  Each  year  our  num- 
bers increase  instead  of  decrease.  Each 
year  we  spend  more  money  to  build  more 
iron  cages;  and  now  the  nation's  annual 
crime  bill  amounts  to  over  fifteen  billion 
dollars. 

Nearly  a  million  lost  souls  are  crying 
for  help.  Where  is  a  Paul  that  will  come 
over  in  Macedonia  and  help  them?  Such 
appalling  conditions  most  certainly  jus- 
tify the  desire  of  any  father  that  his  sons 
be  obedient,  intelligent  and  resourceful, 
Christian  characters. 

Therefore,  like  most  fathers,  what  I 
wish  for  my  sons  is  that  they  might  start 
where  I  leave  off.  Not  that  I  have  been 
the  victim  of  the  foregoing  traps  and  al- 
lurements, which  is  not  the  case,  but  that 
they  avoid  the  mistakes  that  I  have  made; 
that  in  some  way  they  might  be  able  to 


Glass  Houses 

By  Capt.  Chas.  H.  Stanley, 
The  Converted  Comedian 

FATHER: 
"Well,  this  is  too  much  for  a  father  to 

stand, 
My  boy,  I  see  now     I  must  take  you  in 

hand. 
You  are  actually  drunk.  Did  I  ever  think 
I'd  live  to  see  my  son  a  victim  of  drink?" 

SON: 

"Hold  on  there,  father,  you  cannot  blame 

me, 
If  I  do  take  a  drink  and  go  off  on  a  spree. 
Remove  first,   your  bottle  of  gin  from 

the  shelf, 
For  you  ca»'t  reprove  me  if  you  drink  it 

yourself." 

FATHER: 
"Who's   been  smoking?     Dear  me!    Our 

Henry,  I'll  bet, 
For  I  just  found  a  stump  of  a  bad  cigaret. 
Now  Henry,  son,  you  may  think  I  am 

joking, 
But  I  never  again  want  to  catch  you  at 

smoking." 

SON: 
"Say,  father,  what  reason  have  you  to  get 

mad, 
Smoking's  the  only  habit  I  have  that  is 

bad. 
And  maybe  if  you  didn't  smoke,  pap,  or 

chew 
Your  boy  might  give  up  that  bad  habit, 

too." 

FATHER: 

"What  gambler  was  that  I  just  heard 
down  stairs? 

You  are  keeping  fast  company,  my  girl. 
Have  a  care. 

Such  race-track  parlance  as  Gee  Whiz 
and  You  Bet, 

Doesn't  elevate,  daughter,  I  gently  re- 
gret." 

DAUGHTER: 

"Why,  pa,  that  was  only  my  sweetest  girl 

friend, 
Such  a  place  as  a  race-track  she'd  never 

attend. 
But  I  don't  think,  papa,  you  have  cause 

to  complain, 
Such   expressions   I've  heard   as   you  use 

time  and  again." 

—  From  Man  Made  Over. 


face  the  problems  and  take  advantage  of 
the  opportunities  of  life  without  the  ne- 
cessity of  finding  out  almost  everything 
by  the  costly  trial  and  error  method. 

My  wish  for  my  sons  or  any  young 
man,  upon  reaching  manhood,  would  be 
that  they  might  be  equipped  along  funda- 
mental lines:  physical  fitness  based  on  in- 
telligent understanding  that  he  is  the 
trustee  of  his  physical  well-being,  because 
a  healthy  body  is  an  essential  for  effec- 
tiveness, success  and  happiness;  education, 
as  a  foundation  for  culture,  poise  and  ca- 
pacity to  appreciate  the  worth-while  val- 
ues in  life  and  better  understand  how  to 
make  human  adjustments;  vocational 
guidance  and  training,  to  enable  them  to 
find  out  what  they  can  do  most  efficient- 
ly with  the  greatest  satisfaction  to  them- 
selves and  to  train  for  such  work  in  life. 

A  further  desire  is  that  they  be  honest 
and  truthful;  that  they  realize  that  an 
upright  character  is  of  more  value  than 
rubies  and  is  one  main  qualification  for 
happy  living;  that  they  be  intelligent,  not 
necessarily  possessed  of  learning  obtained 
from  reading,  but  equipped  with  that  de- 
gree of  resourceful aas  which  will  enable 
them  to  meet  and  successfully  master,  in 
a  majority  of  instances,  the  common 
problems  of  human  existence;  that  life 
will  permit  them  the  happiness  of  earn- 
ing their  living  by  doing  something  they 
want  to  do  which  is  honorable.  I  do  not 
think  it  matters  whether  this  be  painting 
masterpieces  or  lumberjacking,  traveling 
the  seven  seas,  or  cultivating  a  home  acre, 
commanding  the  applause  of  the  senates 
or  imparting  wisdom  to  a  school  class  in 
the  backwoods.  If  the  job  exercises  all 
their  best  powers,  they  will  be  doing  all 
that  I  could  hope  to  see  them  doing  in 
this  capacity. 

Last,  and  most  important,  a  man  is 
known  by  his  religion.  I  have  wished  for 
my  sons  that  they  each  become  good 
ministers,  embrace  and  possess  religion 
which  comes  from  God  by  which  they 
could  live  and  die.  That  the  faith  exer- 
cised in  this  embrace  and  possession  be 
founded  on  a  definite  recognition  of  be- 
lief in  God  and  the  value  of  a  religious 
life  which  always  involves  service  to  oth- 
ers. In  its  widest  implication  this  is  in 
reality  the  basis  of  good  citizenship  and 
nourishes  a  desire  to  be  helpful  to  the 
community  and  to  take  a  share  in  the  re- 
sponsibilities as  well  as  the  privileges  of 
citizenship.  Such  a  young  man  is  not  only 
equipped  with  self-control  and  a  desire 
to  do  what  is  right,  but  has  at  his  com- 
mand ample  resources  which  will  steer 
or  motivate  him  in  right  thinking  and 
give  him  the  strength  of  character  to  re- 
frain from  the  wrong  thing.  This  kind 
of  equipment  fits  a  young  man  for  a  life 
of  usefulness,  helps  make  him  a  good 
citizen  and  brings  him  to  the  greatest 
happiness  of  all — helping  others. 


June,  1940 
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Homes  Scenes  a  Success  at  Leckey- 
ville,  Ky. 

Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

Our  Y.P.E.  at  Leckeyville,  Ky.  sure- 
ly is  a  fine  group  of  young  people. 

At  our  district  Y.P.E.  convention  we 
put  on  the  play  "Home  Scenes,"  which 
was  certainly  a  wonderful  play. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a  bless- 
ing to  our  young  people,  as  we  use  the 
programs,  poems  and  many  other  good 
readings  for  our  services. — Sena  Bas- 
sham. 

Note:  You  may  order  "Home  Scenes" 
from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Parker  St., 
Cleveland,  Tenn.  Price   2  5c. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for 
your  wonderful  work  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  has  been  a  great  blessing  to 
me  and  many  others.  I  enjoy  the  story, 
"Under  Whose  Wings,"  very  much. 

Pray  for  our  Y.P.E.  that  it  may  go 
over  the  top  for  the  Lord. 

May  God  bless  you. — Mrs.  Edward 
Marks,  Henderson,  N.   C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Words  can't  express  my  appreciation 
for  such  a  wonderful  paper  as  the  Light- 
ed Pathway.  Indeed  it  is  food  to  my  soul. 
Your  messages  are  so  inspiring  I  can  hard- 
ly wait  from  one  month  until  the  next. 
I  think  the  story  "Under  Whose  Wings" 
is  grand,  in  fact,  everything  is  good. 

I  was  saved  at  a  young  people's  serv- 
ice and  truly  I  love  to  see  young  people 
stand    for   God. 

I  am  glad  for  the  Church  of  God,  its 
teachings  and  the  atoning  blood  of  Je- 
sus Christ.  We  have  organized  our  Y.P.E. 
here  at  Olney,  Texas  and  have  a  good 
band   of   young  people. 

Pray  for  us  that  we  will  be  soul-win- 
ners for  Him.  May  God  bless  you  is  our 
prayer  and  that  the  Lighted  Pathway 
will  continue  to  grow. — Mrs.  Allen  Gold- 
smith, Olney,  Texas. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  is  wonderful; 
we  can  truthfully  say  that  we  have  nev- 
er seen  its  equal  in  spiritual  food  and 
blessings  which  seem  to  come  direct  from 
the  Lord. 

The  Editor's  Message  is  always  a  bless- 
ing to  us.  May  God  continue  to  bless 
you  and  help  you  in  your  wonderful  work 
which  reaches  so  many  sad  and  broken 
hearts  and  cheers  all  on  life's  pilgrim- 
age.— Mrs.  L.  W.  Sisk,  Bangor,  Maine. 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I'm  a  young  convert  in  the  Lord  but 
I  thank  God  that  He  opened  my  eyes 
so  I  could  be  one. 

I  thank  God  for  the  Lighted  Pathway 
for  it  contains  the  truth.  I  wish  the  pa- 
per could  go  to  every  home  in  the  world. 
— Horace  Hill,  Plant  City,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  glad  this  afternoon  to  say  that 
I  have  Jesus  in  my  soul  and  thank  Him 
for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  think  it  is 
the  most  wonderful  paper  in  the  world. 
I  have  been  thinking  of  you  this  after- 
noon. I  have  been  made  to  thank  the 
good  Lord  for  you  many  times.  I  thank 
Him  because  He  put  it  on  your  heart 
to  work  among  the  young  people.  I  love 
the  Y.P.E.  with  all  my  heart  and  enjoy 
working  in  it  more  than  anything  in  the 
world.  It  has  brought  many  good  bless- 
ings to  my  heart  and  I  praise  the  Lord  be- 
cause He  has  given  me  a  mind  to  work. 
You  know  it  takes  you  and  me  and  all 
who  will  to  carry  this  work  on,  so  we 
should  be  workers  together.  All  who  read 
this  pray  for  me  that  I  will  stay  where 
the  Lord  can  use  me. — Lizzie  Lewis,  Mid- 
dlesboro,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  use  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our 
Y.P.E.  programs.  I  think  it  is  the  most 
wonderful  paper  ever  published.  We  have 
a  wonderful  band  of  young  people.  Ev- 
eryone is  willing  to  take  part.  We  start- 
ed out  with  25  or  30  members  but  now 
we  have  more  than  one  hundred.  We  ex- 
pect to  go  over  the  top  for  Christ  and 
His  cause  this  year.  Pray  for  me. — James 
Hodges,   Doddsville,   Miss. 

Dear   Readers  Everywhere: 

I  want  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for 
the  wonderful  things  God  is  doing  for 
the  Y.P.E.  here  at  Whitmire.  We  sure- 
ly have  a  loyal  group  of  young  boys  and 
girls  who  have  consecrated  their  lives 
to  God  and  His  service.  They  are  doing 
their  best  to  put  the  program  over  for 
God,  and  by  leaps  and  bounds  it  is  grow- 
ing. Our  Y.P.E.  willingly  shares  the  part 
of  the  financial  program  of  the  church. 
We  are  paying  for  the  piano  by  the 
church  offerings  which  amount  to  $3.00 
every  Saturday  night  and  sometimes 
$3.50  and  $4.00.  We  have  purchased  a 
bass  violin  for  the  church  band. 

Our  Y.P.E.  won  the  state  banner  for 
the  largest  increase  in  the  Y.P.E.  work 
and  we  still  have  it  here,  and  hope  to 
keep    it.    Well,    there    is    just    one    thing 


about  it,  some  one  has  to  work  to  get 
that   banner. 

God's  power  is  working  in  a  wonder- 
ful way  in  our  midst.  There  have  been 
fourteen  saved,  eight  sanctified  and  one 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost  in  the  last 
two  Y.P.E.   services. 

Brother  Jenkerson,  our  state  Y.P.E. 
and  Sunday  School  superintendent,  and 
wife  were  with  us  one  night.  God  cer- 
tainly blessed.  Brother  and  Sister  Jenker- 
son did  some  good  singing  which  was 
enjoyed  by  all,  and  Brother  Jenkerson 
preached  a  wonderful  sermon  which  God 
honored  with  ten  souls  finding  Him  and 
about  four  being  sanctified. 

Oh!  God  is  surely  getting  His  bride 
ready.  I  want  to  go  back  with  Him,  don't 
you? 

May  God  bless  everyone  who  is  striving 
to  do  something  for  Him. — Ruby  Lee 
Smith,  Whitmire,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Yesterday  when  I  received  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  and  had  read  some  of  the 
articles  I  was  deeply  touched  and  it 
seemed  to  make  me  realize  that  I  need 
to  draw  closer  and  closer  to  God. 

I'm  the  only  Christian  girl  in  our 
home  and  neighborhood  and  many  times 
I  become  very  much  discouraged.  My 
parents  live  on  a  farm  and  often  when 
I'm  distressed  and  discouraged  I  take  a 
lone  walk  somewhere  out  on  the  prairie 
and  talk  to  God.  I  find  peace  and  con- 
solation in  times  when  I'm  alone;  I 
praise  God  for  keeping  me  during  many 
temptations  and  trials. 

I  find  the  Lighted  Pathway  a  great 
comfort  when  I  read  of  how  other  young 
people  are  striving  for  that  goal  which 
is  in  Christ;  and  it  takes  away  the  feel- 
ing I  sometimes  have  that  I  alone  am  try- 
ing to  serve  God  in  a  sinful  world. 

I  now  wish  to  ask  the  prayers  of 
friends  and  Christian  people  that  I  may 
be  a  shining  light  and  example  to  those 
around  and  about  me,  through  the  help 
and  grace  of  God. — Miss  Ann  Haag, 
Powell,  Wyoming. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  about  two  years  and  I  can  truth- 
fully say,  in  my  estimation,  it  can't  be 
beat.  It  has  been  such  a  blessing  to  my 
soul,  so  many  times  when  I  was  discour- 
aged. Its  messages  have  helped  me  to  at- 
tain new  heights,  when  all  hope  seemed 
gone. 

When  my  Lighted  Pathway  is  handed 
to  me,  the  first  thing  I  do  is  turn  the 
front  page  and  read,  "Dear  Boys  and 
Girls,  God  bless  you."  I  never  fail  to 
get  a  blessing  out  of  your  message.  I'm 
sure  you  write  them  under  the  inspiration 
of  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  And 
(Continued  on  page  25) 


[Page  14] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  $.  ffi  £  <£oets 


Daddy 

Luttie  Ledford 


I've  got  a  nickel  for  you  too, 
Now  tell  me,  you  love  me.'  " 


My  mind  lingers  today  on  daddy, 

To  help  his  children,  he  was  always  ready; 

And  ready  to  help  all  mankind, 

A  truer  friend  you  could  never  find. 

Father   you've   toiled   through    the   earth 

so  long, 
To  wish  you  back  it  must  be  wrong; 
Yet  it's  so  lonely,  we  miss  you  here, 
Won't  you  ask  God  to  dry  our  tear? 

It  seems  so  long  since  I  saw  you  last, 
And  saw  your  steps  around  the  place; 
Those  good  old  songs  you  used  to  sing, 
Now  in  my  heart  they  will  always  ring. 

In  Remembrance  of  Daddy 

Less  than  one  year  ago, 
How  the  tears  did  flow; 
When  daddy  departed  from  this  life 
And  left  two  children  and  a  dear,  sweet 
wife. 

At  first  we  couldn't  believe  that  he  had 

really  gone, 
To  join   the   angels   on      that      heavenly 

throne, 
But  now  for  evermore,  he  is  at  rest, 
In  that  dear  sweet  land  of  the  blest. 

Dear  daddy,  he  was  taken  away, 

But  we  know     that  we  shall  meet  again 

some  day; 
Even  now,  daddy,  we  miss  you  so, 
But  some  day  soon  we,  too,  shall  go, 
To  heaven's  yonder  shore, 
And  be  together  again,  for  evermore. 

— Pauline  Young. 

Divide  With  Dad 

We  often  find  a  poem  sweet 

Of  mother  and  her  chair, 
But  scarcely  do  you  see  a  line 

About  our  fathers  dear. 

I  think  it's  time  we're  waking  up 

To  share  our  love,  so  true; 
We  won't  rob  mother,  no  we  won't, 

But  we'll  love  our  father  too. 

Perhaps  dad  isn't  right  at  home 

Each  hour  of  the  day, 
You'd  ask  your  mother  where  he  was 

And  hear  her  softly  say, 

"He's  off  at  work,  my  little  child, 

He'll  be  back  home  at  two, 
He  works  to  earn  our  daily  bread 

And  nickels  then  for  you. 

"You  remember  when  he  called  to  you, 
'Come  sit  upon  my  knee, 


Now  tell  me  please,  would  home  be  home 

If  daddy  wasn't  there? 
Think  of  mother  being  left  alone 

With  the  burdens  of  life  to  bear. 

Now  let's  pin  a  bouquet  on  our  dad, 

Let's  cheer  him  up  today; 
Give  him  a  big,  broad  smile 

And  listen  at  him  say, 

"Come  here,  darling,  close  to  my  side, 
Put  your  arms  around  me  tight; 

Your  daddy  loves  you,  of  course  he  does, 
Loves  you  with  all  his  might." 

— Nettie  M.  Hanvey,  Iva,  S.  C 


My  Mother  and  Daddy 

{Dedicated  to  my  father  and  my  mother, 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  G.  S.  Loughry,  St.  George, 
W.  Va.) 

I  have  a  loving  daddy 
And  a  precious  mother  too, 
They've  taught  me  to  be  honest 
In  all  I  say  and  do. 

I  shall  ne'er  forget  their  teachings, 
Their  kindness  and  their  care, 
And  I  never  do  forget  them 
When  I  kneel  to  God  in  prayer. 

For  now  I  know  the  Savior 
And  the  precious  love  He  had, 
When  He  died  on  Calvary's  cross 
For  folks  like  mother  and  dad. 

I  want  my  mother  and  daddy 

To  meet  me  in  the  sky, 

Where  there'll  never  be  any  heartaches 

And  we'll  never  say  good-bye. 

Up  there  there'll  be  no  hardships, 
Like  they've  gone  thru  down  here; 
Their  trials  will  be  over 
And  they'll  be  happy  there. 

Their  cares  will  be  forgotten, 
Their  burdens  will  be  gone, 
Their  sorrows  will  be  ended, 
When  they  reach  that  happy  home. 

I  love  my  mother  and  daddy, 
They've  meant  so  much  to  me; 
They've  tried  to  guide  my  wayward  feet 
And  caressed  me  tenderly. 

Oh!  I  can  ne'er  their  love  repay, 
But  for  them  both  I  always  pray, 
That  they  and  I  shall  meet  above 
Where  all  is  joy,  and  peace,  and  love. 

— Viola  Cassady,  Davis,  W.  Va. 


The  Master's  Voice 

I  walked  alone  at  the  close  of  day, 

In  the  shade  of  the  leafy  trees; 

And  there  the  Master  in  His  quiet  way 

Spoke  peace  and  my  burdened  heart  eased. 

Such  tones  so  sweet,  such  words  of  bliss, 
Such  joy  no  mortal  can  give; 
Came  from  the  lips  of  my  Savior  dear 
When  He  whispered,  "Peace,  be  still." 

"Be  still  and  know  that  I  am  God, 
And  my  strength  will  never  fail; 
And  as  through  life  alone  you  trod, 
My  love  will  always  prevail. 

"I'll  be  your  strength,  I'll  be  your  guide," 
There  the  words  of  my  Savior  and  King; 
"I'll  be  your  comfort     by  day     and  by 

night, 
I'll  be  your  everything." 

— Miss  Opal  Gann,  Augusta,  Ga. 

Our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  have  a  Y.  P.  E. 

That  is  growing  every  night, 

Larger  and  larger, 

It  has  started  off  just  right. 

Every  Saturday  night 
At  7:30  p.  m., 
We  gather  at  the  church 
And  start  singing  a  hymn. 

We  also  say  our  parts  and  have  prayer, 
Without  that  we  could  not  get  along, 
For  that  is  what  makes  our  Y.  P.  E.  grow 
And  also  makes  it  strong. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  still  climbing, 

As  I  suppose  you  all  can  see; 

Most  all  the  young  people  are  interested, 

Which  was  not  expected  to  be. 


We  invite  young  people 

Y.  P.  E. 
And  old  people  too, 
Some  think  it  will  be  a  it 
But  I  don't,  do  you? 


to  attend     our 


ilur 


— Lois  Black,  Avera,  Ga. 

Keep  Close  to  Jesus 

Mrs.  J.  B.  Rudd,  LaBelle,  Fla. 

The  Savior  came  knocking  at   the  heart 
one  day 

Of  one  who  was  steeped  in  sin; 
He  stood  and  repeatedly,  earnestly  called, 

"Sinner,  open  and  let  me  come  in." 

Love's  urge  was  so  tender,  the  voice  was 
so  sweet 

It  all  opposition  defied; 
So  the  sinner  repented  and  fell  at  His  feet, 

Swung  the  door  of  his  heart  open  wide. 

The  sunlight  of  heaven  shined  down  on 

him  then, 

Salvation's  great  joy  filled  his  soul; 

He  sang  the  glad  praises  of  Jesus  his  king, 

(Continued  on  page  26) 


June,  1940 


[Page  15] 


TO  THE  FATHERS  OF  BOYS 

Mrs.  Roy  Milum,  Harrison,  Ark. 


Don't  go  where  you  can't  take  your  son, 

— and 
I'll  show  you  a  chap  when  life's  race  is 

run 
That  you'll  be  proud  to  say,  "This  is  my 

boy; 

He's  never  caused  trouble,  instead  pride      Your  son  will  not  lead  you  where  angels 

can't  go, 
He  was  born  with  a  heart  as  pure  as  the 
snow; 


He  won't  get  in  trouble — if  dad's  in  his 

sight, 
For  he's  proud  as  can  be  when  you  see 

him  do  right; 
It  won't  hurt  you  any  to  chum  with  your 

son 
And  may  save  some  heartaches  for  more 

than  just  one. 


and  joy." 

If  you'll  be  a  pal,  as  well  as  his  dad, 

I'll  show  you  the  best  boy  a  man  ever  had,  His  only  temptation  that  leads  him  astray 

While  he's  young  and  tender,  not  able  to  is — 

stand  Not    when    you're    with    him    but    when 

He  needs  you,  his  dad,  to  hold  to  his  hand.  you're  away. 

Don't  leave  him  to  wander  the  best  way  It's  his  wandering  around  at  night  with- 

he  can>  out  dad, 

You  do  your  whole  duty     until     he's  a  When  the  devil  will  tempt  him  and  have 

man;  him  do  bad; 

It  will   save  you   some   heartaches   when  It's  well  worth  your  effort,  if  it's  effort 

you're  old  and  gray,  yOU  {ee{^ 

If  you  will  walk    near  him— all  of  life's  To     look  after     your     son— give  him  a 

way-  square  deal. 

It's  not  your  whole  duty  to  just  pay  his 

keeps, 
To  feed  him  and  clothe  him,  give  a  place 

he  can  sleep, 
The  Lord  has  trusted  you  with  a  fine  little 

boy — if 
You  fail  in  your  duty — you'll  lose  all  the 

joy. 


ENDEAVORERS  Who  Endeavor  Will 
Establish  ENDEAVORS 

For  instance,  Sister  Burger,  a  minister 
in  Illinois,  unfortunately  had  no  young 
people  in  her  church,  and  being  deter- 
mined to  do  all  she  could,  organized  a 
Young  People's  Endeavor  among  her  old 
folk.  The  very  next  meeting  three  young 
people  came  to  the  service  and  were  saved 
that  night.  Now,  five  months  later,  they 
have  thirty-two  young  people  regular  at- 
tendants of  their  Y.  P.  E. 

I  cite  again  another  instance.  A  young 
man  being  the  only  young  person  in  the 
church,  I  understand,  desired  to  have  a 


Y.  P.  E.  His  state  superintendent  advised 
that  he  would  just  have  to  begin  a  revival 
to  get  some  young  people.  This  lone 
young  person  studied  the  matter  over  for 
six  months  and  decided  that  he  would 
just  conduct  a  revival  himself.  Others 
saw  his  earnestness,  God  blessed  his  ef- 
forts, and  six  young  people  were  glorious- 
ly saved.  As  proof  of  his  labors  he  brought 
three  of  the  six  to  the  Illinois  state  con- 
vention. 

Remember,  when  we  do  our  best  or  our 
part,  God  is  ready  to  help  us.  What  are 
the  prospects  for  a  Y.  P.  E.  at  your 
place? — /.  H.  Walker,  General  Overseer. 


Our  Visit  to  Greenville,  S.C. 

Recently  the  following  party:  Mr.  Otis 
McCoy,  Rev.  W.  E.  Harrison,  Mrs.  Alda 
B.  Harrison,  Misses  Estell  Lemons,  Pauline 
Davenport,  and  Billie  Carroll,  of  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.,  and  Mrs.  W.  D.  Sneed,  of 
Copperhill,  Tenn.,  left  Cleveland  on  Sat- 
urday morning  at  an  early  hour,  for 
Greenville,  S.  C,  to  be  present  at  the 
great  music  festival  and  Sunday  School 
rally.  We  had  a  great  time.  In  the  Church 
of  God  Evangel  of  recent  date  you  can 
see  the  pictures  of  1,5  00  people  at  the 
Sunday  School.  We  may  use  it  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  later  on.  This  was  a 
wonderful  sight. 

We  had  the  pleasure  of  spending  the 
night  in  the  home  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  D. 
Clayton  and  little  Helen  Alda.  Mrs.  J.  D. 
Clayton  was  my  former  secretary  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  had  the  privilege 
of  talking  to  her  class  of  12  5  precious 
young  girls  on  Sunday  morning.  We  en- 
joyed this  more  than  we  can  tell.  This 
class  sold  75  0  Lighted  Pathways  last 
month.  Can  you  beat  it?  How  about  try- 
ing?— Editor. 

North  Georgia  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  convention  met  Saturday  night, 
April  27.  The  convention  opened  with 
singing  and  prayer,  Brother  Roy  Douglas, 
our   beloved   superintendent,   in   charge. 

The  Lavonia  string  band,  the  Smith 
quartet,  the  Lindale  quartet,  and  solos  by 
Sister  Helton  of  LaGrange  and  Eva  Jane 
Binnian  of  Berryton,  Ga.  were  the  special 
musical  selections  for  the  evening. 

Brother  Nelson  gave  the  welcome  ad- 
dress and  Brothers  E.  E.  Coleman  and  H. 
E.  Nation  gave  the  response.  This  was  fol- 
lowed by  a  splendid  message  by  Brother 
Taft  Ogden.  At  the  close  of  the  service 
the  pageant,  "A  Search  in  Vain,"  was  giv- 
en, which  proved  to  be  very  inspiring.  As 
the  Smith  quartet  sang  "Standing  Out- 
side," many  their  way  to  an  altar  of 
prayer. 

Sunday  was  a  great  day.  There  was  spe- 
cial music  by  the  different  quartets  and 
the  string  band.  Brother  Meadows  gave  a 
good  message  on  the  Sunday  School  les- 
son and  Sister  Joe  McCoy  gave  a  splendid 
message  on  the  Sunday  School  at  11:30. 
A  message  was  given  by  Brother  E.  E. 
Coleman  on  "Paradise  Lost  and  Para- 
dise Regained."  This  was  enjoyed  by  all. 

Brother  E.  J.  Boehmer,  our  General 
Secretary,  Cecil  Truesdell,  one  of  our 
Publishing  House  employees,  Sister  Alda 
B.  Harrison,  and  Rev.  W.  E.  Harrison,  of 
Cleveland,  Tenn.,  were  all  present.  Sister 
Harrison  gave  a  short  talk  and  expressed 
her  appreciation  for  the  good  work  Geor- 
gia has  been  doing  this  year.  Rev.  W.  E. 
Harrison  gave  an  address  to  young  peo- 
ple, which  was  greatly  enjoyed  and  ap- 
preciated. Rev.  E.  J.  Boehmer  preached 
for  us  Sunday  night. 

This  convention  was  one  of  the  best 
(Continued    on    pa^e    26) 
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What  Was  the  Fate  of  the 
Apostles? 

We  give  here  what  is  supposed  to  be 
the   fate  of   the  Apostles: 

Matthew  is  supposed  to  have  suffered 
martyrdom,  or  was  put  to  death  by  the 
sword   in    Ethiopia. 

Mark  was  dragged  through  the  streets 
of  Alexandria,   Egypt,   until  he  expired. 

Luke  was  hanged  upon  an  olive  tree 
in  Greece. 

John  was  put  into  a  cauldron  of  boil- 
ing oil,  but  escaped  death.  He  was  also 
banished  to  the  Isle  of  Patmos  "for  the 
word  of  God,  and  for  the  testimony  of 
Jesus  Christ,"  and  finally  died  a  natural 
death  in   Jerusalem. 

James  the  Great  was  beheaded  in  Je- 
rusalem. 

James  the  Less  was  thrown  from  a 
pinnacle  of  the  temple  and  beaten  to 
death  with  a  fuller's  club. 

Philip  was  hanged  up  against  a  pillar 
at  Hierapolis,   a  city  of  Phrygia. 

Bartholomew  was  flayed  alive  by  the 
hand  of   a  barbarous   king. 

Andrew  was  bound  to  a  cross,  from 
which  he  preached  to  the  people  until  he 
expired. 

Thomas  was  run  through  the  body 
with  a  lance,  near  Malipar,  in  the  East 
Indies. 

Jude  was  shot   to  death  with  arrows. 

Simon  Zelotes  was  crucified  in  Persia. 

Matthias  was  first  stoned  and  then 
beheaded. 

Peter  was  crucified  with  his  head 
downward. 

Paul,  the  last  and  chief  of  the  apostles, 
was  beheaded. — The  Church  Herald. 

Growth  In  Grace 

If  you  would  be  a  stronger  Christian 
read: 

1.  The    atonement    chapter,    Heb.    9. 

2.  The   victor  chapter,   Heb.    11. 

3.  The  consecration  chapter,  Rom.  12. 

4.  The   assurance   chapter,    1    John    5. 

5.  The  sabbath  chapter,  Isa.   5  8. 

6.  The    strength    chapter,    Ps.    27. 

7.  The  joy  chapter,  Ps.  98. 

8.  The  work  chapter,  James   2. 

9.  The  reward  chapter,   1    Cor.   3. 

10.  The   Holy   Spirit   chapter,   Acts   2. 

11.  The   advent   chapter,    1   Thess.   4. 

— The   Eli-m   Evangel. 


The    Bible 

I  am  the  Bible. 

I  am  God's  Library. 

To  the  weary  pilgrim  I  am  a  Strong 
Staff. 

To  the  one  who  sits  in  gloom,  I  am 
a  Glorious  Light. 

To  those  who  stoop  beneath  heavy 
burdens,   I   am   Sweet  Rest. 

To  him  who  has  lost  the  way,  I  am 
a  Safe  Guide. 

To  the  discouraged,  I  whisper  a  glad 
message   of   Hope. 

To  those  who  suffer  in  loneliness,  I 
am  a  Friend.  Use  Me! — Missionary  Re- 
view of   the  World. 


READ  THE  BIBLE  THROUGH  THIS 
YEAR 

We  are  suggesting  to  our  Reading  Cir- 
cle members  that  they  read  the  Bible 
through  this  year.  Here  are  the  readings 
for  June. 


Morning 

Evening 

June     1 

1  Kings 

11-12 

Ps. 

69 

June    2 

1  Kings 

13-14 

Ps. 

70-71 

June    3 

1  Kings 

15-16 

Ps. 

72 

June    4 

1  Kings 

17-18 

Ps. 

73 

June     5 

1  Kings 

19-20 

Ps. 

74 

June    6 

1  Kings 

21-22 

Ps. 

75-76 

June    7 

2  Kings 

1-   2 

Ps. 

77 

June     8 

2  Kings 

3-   4 

Ps. 

78 

June    9 

2  Kings 

5-   6 

Ps. 

79-80 

June  10 

2  Kings 

7-   8 

Ps. 

81-82 

June  1 1 

2  Kings 

9-10 

Ps. 

83-84 

June  12 

2  Kings 

11-12 

Ps. 

85-86 

June  13 

2  Kings 

13-14 

Ps. 

87-88 

June  14 

2  Kings 

15-16 

Ps. 

89 

June  1 5 

2  Kings 

17-18 

Ps. 

90-91 

June  16 

2  Kings 

19-20 

Ps. 

92-93 

June  17 

2  Kings 

21-22 

Ps. 

94-95 

June  18 

2  Kings 

23-24 

Ps. 

96-97 

June  19 

2  Kings 

25 

Ps. 

98-100 

June  20 

1  Chron. 

1 

Ps. 

101-102 

June  21 

1  Chron. 

2-   3 

Ps. 

103 

June  22 

1  Chron. 

4-   5 

Ps. 

104 

June  23 

1  Chron. 

6 

Ps. 

105 

June  24 

1  Chron. 

7-   8 

Ps. 

106 

June  2  5 

1  Chron. 

9-10 

Ps. 

107 

June  26 

1  Chron. 

11-12 

Ps. 

108-109 

The  Lighted  Pathway 

June  27  1  Chron.  13-15  Ps.  110-112 

June  28  1  Chron.  16-17  Ps.  113-115 

June  29  1  Chron.  18-21  Ps.  116-117 

June  30  1  Chron.  22-23  Ps.  118 

Suggested   Books  for  the  Month 

IDEAL  FOR  MINISTERS'  STUDY 

Matthew  Henry's  Commentary.  Price 
$15.00. 

The  Life  and  Works  of  Josephus.  Price 
$2.50. 

Cruden's  Complete  Concordance.  Price 
$2.00. 

Young's  Analytical  Concordance.  Price 
$7.50. 

1000  Illustrations,  by  Webb.  Price, 
$1.00. 

1001  Illustrations,  by  Webb.  Price  I 
$1.00. 

100  Prayer  Meeting  Talks,  by  Barton. 
Price  $1.00. 

The  Book  of  Daniel,  by  Larkin.  Price 
$2.50. 

The  Book  of  Revelation,  by  Larkin. 
Price  $2.50. 

Dispensational  Truth,  by  Larkin.  Price 
$5.00. 

YOUNG  PEOPLE 

Twelve  Mighty  Missionaries.  Price  50c. 

Twelve  Famous  Evangelists.  Price  50c. 

Heroes  of  the  Cross.  Price  50c. 

Boy's  Stories  of  Great  Men,  by  Elsie  E. 
Egermeier.  Price  $1.00. 

Girl's  Stories  of  Great  Women,  by  Elsie 
E.  Egermeier.  Price  $1.00. 

Personal  Soul  Winning,  by  William 
Evans.  Price  $1.25. 

From  the  Gambling  Den  to  the  Pulpit, 
by  John  C.  Jernigan.  Price  25c. 

The  Man  Every  One  Should  Know,  by 
Thomas  L.  Atkinson.  Price  3  5  c. 

FICTION 

The  Pilot's  Voice,  by  Isabel  Byrum. 
Price  75c. 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Lud- 
wig.  Price  $1.00. 

Under  Whose  Wings,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 
Price  $1.50. 

In  His  Steps,  by  Charles  M.  Sheldon. 
Price  3  5c. 

The  Prince  of  the  House  of  David,  by 
Rev.  J.  H.  Ingraham.  Price  35c. 

FOR  CHILDREN 
Friends  of  God.  Price  25  c. 
Mr.  Noah's  ABC  Book.  Price  25c. 
Our  Darling's  ABC  Book.  Price  25  c. 
Happy  Hours  at  Home.  Price  25c. 
Light  on  the  Child's  Path.  Price  25c. 

LARGE  PRINT  BIBLES  FOR  OLD 

PEOPLE 
Bible,  No.  24XD3.  Price  $11.50. 
Large  print  Family  Bible.  Price  $1.50. 
Note:     Make    father    a   present    of    a 
nice  Bible  on  Father's  Day. 
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•*        Father  s  Poems        & 


To  Be  Just-  Like  Dad 

Do  you  make  a  smooth  path 
As  you  go — your  way, 
For  your  little  boy's  feet 
To  pursue  some  day? 
Or  do  you  leave  a  rut 
So  he'll  stump  his  toe, 
Then  give  blame  for  falling 
Where  pity  should  go? 
Best  and  finest  lads,  sir, 
Need  help  all  the  way, 
You  should  be  protector — 
Both  night   and  day. 
Little  lads  should  have  more 
Than  clothes,  things  to  eat, 
Each  lad  needs  a  true  guide 
For  his  little  feet. 
Height  of  his  ambition 
To  be,  "Just  like  Dad," 
So  pave  a  smooth  road 
For  your  little  lad! 

— Mrs.  Roy  Milum,  Harrison,  Ark. 

Father's  Bible 

"I  scan  its  pages  o'er  and  o'er, 
Its  interlinings  mark  a  score 
Of  promises  most  potent  sweet, 
In  verses  many  of  each  sheet; 
However  the  gilding  dull  of  age, 
And  yellow  hewed  its  every  page, 
No  book  more  precious  e'er  may  be 
Than  father's  Bible  is  to  me." 

Its  tear-stained  trace  fresh  stirs  my  heart 
The  corresponding  tears  to  start, 
Of  trials,  troubles  here  it  brought 
For  comfort  ever  vainly  sought, 
For  help  in  any  hour  of  need, 
For  love  to  crown  the  daily  deed; 
No  book  more  precious  e'er  may  be 
Than  father's  Bible  is  to  me. 

— Mrs.  Paul  Schicwek,  Portland,  Oregon. 


Papa's  Letter 

I  was  sitting  in  my  study, 
Writing  letters  when  I  heard, 
"Please,  dear  mama,  Mary  told  me 
Mama  mustn't  be  'isturbed. 

"But  I'se  tired  of  the  kitty, 
Want  some  ozzer  fing  to  do. 
W'iting  letters  is  'ou,  mamma? 
Tant  I  w'ite  a  letter  too?" 

"Not  now,  darling,  mama's  busy; 
Run  and  play  with  kitty  now." 
"No,  no,  mama,  me  w'ite  letter, 
Tan  if  'ou  will  show  me  how." 

I  would  paint  my  darling's  portrait 
As  his  sweet  eyes  searched  my  face — 
Hair  of  gold,  and  eyes  of  azure, 
Form  of  childish,  witching  grace. 


But  the  eager  face  was  clouded, 
As  I  slowly  shook  my  head, 
Till  I  said,  "I'll  make  a  letter 
Of  you,  darling  boy,  instead." 

So  I  parted  back  the  tresses 
From  his  forehead  high  and  white, 
And  a  stamp  in  sport  I  pasted 
'Mid  its  waves  of  golden  light. 

Then  I  said,  "Now,  little  letter, 
Go  away  and  bear  good  news;" 
And  I  smiled  as  down  the  staircase 
Clattered  loud  the  little  shoes. 

Leaving  me,  the  darling  hurried 
Down  to  Mary  in  his  glee, 
"Mamma's  w'iting  lots  of  letters; 
I'se  a  letter,  Mary — see!" 

No  one  heard  the  little  prattle, 
As  once  more  he  climbed  the  stair, 
Reached  his  little  cap  and  tippet, 
Standing  on  the  entry  stair. 

No  one  heard  the  front  door  open, 
No  one  saw  the  golden  hair, 
As  it  floated  o'er  his  shoulders 
In  the  crisp  October  air. 

Down  the  street  the  baby  hastened 
Till  he  reached  the  office  door, 
"I'se  a  letter,  Mr.  Postman; 
Is  there  room  for  any  more?" 

"Cause  dis  letter's  goin'  to  papa, 
Papa  lives  with  God,  'ou  know, 
Mama  sent  me  for  a  letter, 
Does  'ou  fink  'at  I  tan  go?" 

But  the  clerk  in  wonder  answered, 
"Not  today,  my  little  man." 
"Den  I'll  find  anozzer  office, 
'Cause  I  must  go  if  I  tan." 

Fain  the  clerk  would  have  detained  him 
But  the  pleading  face  was  gone, 
And  the  little  feet  were  hastening — 
By  the  busy  crowd  swept  on. 

Suddenly  the  crowd  was  parted, 
People  fled  to  left  and  right, 
As  a  pair  of  maddened  horses 
At  that  moment  dashed  in  sight. 

No  one  saw  the  baby  figure — 
No  one  saw  the  golden  hair, 
'Til  a  voice  of  frightened  sweetness 
Rang  out  on  the  autumn  air. 

'Twas  too  late — a  moment  only 
Stood  the  beauteous  vision  there, 
Then  the  little  face  lay  lifeless, 
Covered  o'er  with  golden  hair. 

Reverently  they  raised  my  darling, 
Brushed  away  the  curls  of  gold, 
Saw  the  stamp  upon  the  forehead 
Growing  now  so  icy  cold. 

Not  a  mark  the  face  disfigured 


Showing  where  the  hoof  had  trod; 
But  the  little  life  was  ended — 
"Papa's  letter"  was  with  God. 

{Sent  in  by  Mrs.  Chas.  Muller) 


To  My  Daddy 

(In  memory  of  my  father,   Mr.    Alexan- 
der.) 

Tell  me,  daddy,    what  are  you    thinking, 

When  you  sit  alone  all  day; 
Are  you  thinking  of  the  angels 

That  will  soon  take  you  away? 

Or,  are  you  thinking  of  our  old  home, 
With  our  flowers,  sweet  and  rare; 

When  you  and  mother  blessed  our  child- 
hood, 
When  we  were  all  just  children  there? 

We  were  all  so  happy,  daddy, 

Our  life  had  just  begun, 
Mother  was  fair  and  you  were  handsome, 

All  the  children  happy  and  strong. 

But  time  has  brought     a  change,     dear 
daddy, 

A  change  that  no  one  can  erase, 
For  you'll  soon  be  with  the  angels 

Where  you  can  see  the  Savior's  face. 

So  I'm  writing  this  for  you,  dear  daddy, 
To  let  you  know  I  love  you  still; 

For  you  still  hold  a  place  in  my  heart 
That  no  other  can  ever  fill. 

— Mrs.  Ruby  Ault. 


Dear  Dad 

Lewin  N.  Poteet 

(Dedicated  to  everybody's  dad) 

Dear  Dad,  in  childhood 
My  mind  would  roam 
To  far  distant  lands, 
Far,  far,  from  home. 

From  my  heart  questions 
Would  pour  out  to  you, 
Questions,  I  know  now 
That  you  hardly  knew. 

My  heart  would  be  burdened 
With  child's  fondest  cares, 
I'd  tell  dad  all  about  it, 
He'd  soon  dry  my  tears. 

I  don't  care  how  old 
Your  dad  now  may  seem, 
He  was  once  in  childhood 
A  child's  fondest  dream. 

Though  miles  may  separate 
You  from  daddy  so  dear, 
Write  him  a  letter, 
He'd  be  so  glad  to  hear. 


The  humble  heart  is  full  of  heaven's 
perfume  and  will  fill  the  spiritual  atmos- 
phere with  heaven's  fragrance  wherever 
it  worships. 
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PULPIT  MANNERISMS 

Br  Rev.  H.  C.  Mullen, 
hi  The  King's  Highway 

A  good  many  preachers  have  peculiar 
mannerisms.  Mr.  Preacher,  what  is  yours? 
Beverly  Carradine,  that  inimitable  writer 
and  caricaturist,  tells  in  his  book,  "Pas- 
toral Sketch,"  of  a  certain  minister  to 
whom  he  used  to  listen  when  he  was  a 
boy,  who  had  a  habit  of  hiding  his  hand- 
kerchief from  himself  and  then  would 
search  all  of  his  pockets  and  at  last  when 
he  had  found  it,  would  immediately  hide 
it  in  the  pocket  of  his  coat  tail  or  under 
the  cover  of  the  Bible  and  then  go  all 
over  the  performance  again.  One  might 
say,  Well,  what  harm  did  it  do? 
We  could  only  reply  that  as  in 
the  case  of  Carradine,  about  all 
that  one  would  remember  from 
the  sermon  would  be  the  frantic 
search  for  the  handkerchief. 
There  need  be  no  argument  that 
whatever  detracts  from  the  so- 
lemnity of  the  message  is  a  de- 
triment to  the  preaching  as  well 
as  to  the  preacher. 


preacher  should  fight  them  as  he  would 
poison.  Lucky  is  the  minister  that  has  a 
wife  or  sympathetic  friend  upon  whom 
he  can  call  to  check  up  on  him  and  re- 
mind him  of  his  bad  pulpit  habits.  A 
speaker  who  wants  to  excel  in  his  mes- 
sage ought  to  solicit  criticism  rather  than 
to  resent  it.  It  is  only  by  constructive 
criticism  that  he  can  improve  his  speak- 
ing. 

One  exceedingly  annoying  habit  that  a 
multitude  of  preachers  have  fallen  into  is 
the  saying  of  "ah"  or  "uh"  at  the  end  of 
almost  every  sentence.  Our  language  is 
beautiful  and  full  and  expressive  and  these 
meaningless  exhalations  of  breath  do  not 
add  to  its  beauty  nor  expressiveness  in  any 


SUNDAY  MORNING  SAYINGS 

Which  Quotes  You? 

"Turn  off  that  alarm  clock!" 

"I  never  was  so  sleepy." 

"Just  one  more  snooze." 

"It  won't  make  any  difference  if  I'm  a  little  late." 

"Think  I'll  sleep  through  Sunday  School  and  then 


No  mannerism  that  could  be 
avoided  would  add  anything  to 
a  sermon,  and  with  some  listen- 
ers it  would  entirely  spoil  the 
effectiveness  of  the  very  best 
pulpit  deliverance.  The  preach- 
ing of  the  gospel  is  so  important 
and  the  time  of  a  sermon  so 
limited  that  no  speaker  can  af- 
ford for  his  own  sake  or  for  his 
hearers'  sakes  to  allow  anything 
to  spoil  his  message.  Mannerisms 
soon  become  fixed  habits  and 
when  formed  are  exceedingly 
hard  to  break  away  from,  so  a 


go  to  church." 

"It's  10:30?   Ho-hum!   Too  late  for  church." 

"Where  are  the  funnies  ?  " 

"I'm  awfully  sorry,  pastor,  but  I  was  unavoidably 
detained  last  Sunday." 

"Good  morning." 

"Get  up,  everybody.  We've  got  to  be  on  time  to- 
day." 

"For  what  we  are  about  to  receive,  Lord,  make 
us  truly  thankful." 

"Hello!  Glad  to  see  the  whole  family  on  time  to- 
day." 

"Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven." 

"Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow." 

"That  was  a  good  sermon,  pastor.  It  will  be  a  help 
to  me  all  week." — W.  A.  Anderson,  in  Christian  Ad- 
vocate. 


way.  The  writer  once  listened  to  no  less 
than  five  preachers  within  a  few  weeks 
that  all  acquired  this  habit  to  perfec- 
tion. Perhaps  one  learned  it  from  the 
other. 

In  conversation  with  a  prominent 
member  of  the  church  of  one  of  them, 
that  person  had  this  to  say:  "We  have  a 
good  preacher  and  his  sermons  are  good 
and  helpful  but  we  get  so  tired  of  hear- 
ing him  say  "uh"  after  almost  every 
sentence."  Recently  a  lady  in  comment- 
ing on  the  same  matter  in  regard  to  the 
sermon  of  another  minister  remarked: 
"All  I  could  think  about  during  the  ser- 
mon was  'ah.'  " 

To  illustrate  how  this  habit  will  capti- 
vate a  speaker  and  how  hard  it  is  to  get 
rid  of  it,  the  following  facts  will  be  in 
point. 

At  college  a  young  woman,  a  prospec- 
tive missionary,  in  sermon  preparation 
class,  had  several  times  been  criticized  for 
this  fault. 

On  one  occasion  after  having  delivered 
a  sermon  on  which  all  the  other  students 
were  to  take  notes,  when  she  had  finished 
she  quite  triumphantly  said,  "Well,  I 
know  I  did  not  say  'ah'  this  time." 

But  a  check  up  by  the  students  showed 
that  she  had  said  "ah"  over  fifty  times 
in  her  short  sermon.  Again,  another  actual 
occurrence:  A  person  was  wicked  enough 
to  take  paper  and  pencil  and  keep  tally 
while  a  preacher  was  delivering  his  mes- 
sage, and  one  not  too  long  at  that,  and 
what  was  the  net  result?  The  expression 
of  "ah"  at  the  end  of  words  and  sentences 
was  just  exactly  3  50  times.  Some  person 
will  say  that  the  important  thing  is  the 
message  and  it  does  not  matter  about  the 
language  or  the  grammar  or  the  manner- 
isms, but  surely  no  one  would  want  to 
say  that  carelessness  in  these 
things  will  be  an  improvement  in 
any  way.  These  faults  that  are  so 
needless,  decrease  the  value  and 
effectiveness  of  any  message  and 
become  a  real  annoyance  to  the 
listeners. 

Supposing  we  should  try  the 
effects  of  this  thing  "ah"  at  the 
end  of  every  sentence  in  the 
Lord's  prayer.  It  would  almost 
approach  irreverence.  We  might 
try  it  to  the  lines  of  some  beau- 
tiful poem: 

"Tell  me  not  in  mournful  num- 
bers, ah, 
Life  is  but  an  empty  dream, 
ah, 
For  the  soul  is  dead  that  slum- 
bers, ah, 
And  things  are  not  what  they 

seem,  ah." 
Or  we  might  try  a  beautiful 
worded  hymn: 

"Bkst  be  the  tie  that  binds,  ah, 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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A  Paramount  Need  of  Our 
Church  Today 


BY  ESTHER  HOLLAND 


"  .  .  .  .  And  he  that  winneth  sauls  is 
wise,"  Prov.   11:30. 

It  is  the  sincere  desire  of  every  child 
of  God  to  see  souls  saved,  and  his  efforts 
are  to  that  end.  He  reads  in  God's  Word 
where  the  angels  of  heaven  rejoice  over 
one  sinner  that  repenteth  more  than  over 
ninety  and  nine  just  persons  that  need 
no  repentance;  and  if  that  be  so,  how 
much  should  he  rejoice  over  them  here 
on  the  earth,  who  helps  them  to  find 
the  Savior!  Truly  the  person  who  aids 
another  in  praying  through  to  the  vic- 
tory over  sin  has  a  right  to  rejoice  and 
shout  with  the  one  who  prays  through. 
Not  only  so,  but  there  is  the  remem- 
brance of  the  time  when  he,  too,  found 
Christ  as  his  personal  Savior  and  when 
he  received  the  experience  of  sanctifica- 
tion  and  felt  so  clean  and  such  joy  flood- 
ed his  heart,  and  then  the  precious  bap- 
tism with  the  Holy  Ghost  which  is  prom- 
ised to  everyone  who  will  receive  Him, 
and  the  peace  that  came  with  the  dove 
of  peace.  He  has  a  right  to  rejoice  and 
be  happy  in  Christ  when  He  is  the  giver 
of  every  good  and  perfect  gift  and  when 
he  has  received  the  greatest  gift  of  all, 
eternal  life  and  the  abiding  presence  of 
the  Holy  Comforter  within. 

There  are  many  who  have  seen  sin 
do  its  worst  and  who  have  had  bitter 
experiences  with  the  results  of  sin.  They 
have  tasted  of  the  curse  and  have  drunk 
from  its  bitter  cup  the  dregs  of  woe, 
then  have  found  Him  who  died  to  give 
them  life  and  have  accepted  that  life 
with  open  hearts;  they  know  how  to 
sympathize  with  others  who  are  in  the 
gutters  and  are  being  held  captive  by 
the  enemy  of  their  souls  and  when  one 
like  that  becomes  convicted  of  his  error 
and  the  Spirit  of  God  begins  to  talk  to 
his  heart,  the  soul-winner  who  is  wise 
seeks  the  guidance  of  the  Lord  to  help 
such  an  one  to  find  peace  and  deliver- 
ance  from   the   clutches  of   the   devil. 

Numbers  of  people  in  our  ranks  would 
be  soul-winners  if  they  knew  the  secret. 
They  undertake  to  help  win  souls  in  a 
revival,  and  some  times  approach  a  per- 
son who  seems  to  be  under  conviction, 
but  their  zeal  exceeds  their  knowledge 
of  winning  souls;  the  result  is  that  the 
person  does  not  accept  the  Savior  and 
the  would-be  soul-winner  is  discouraged 
and  perhaps  gives  up  because  he  was  un- 
successful. Another  individual  does  not 
seek  to  do  personal  work  but  will  pray 
with  the  seekers  at  the  altar.  He  had  to 
pray  and  fight  with  all  his  might  to  re- 
ceive   salvation    and   he   thinks   everyone 


else  has  to  come  through  the  way  he 
came  and  he  begins  to  beat  the  altar 
bench  with  one  hand  and  the  seeker's 
back  with  the  other  and  prays  with  all 
his  might  that  the  seeker  might  come 
to  the  knowledge  of  his  sins  forgiven, 
but  shortly  the  seeker  arises  from  the 
altar  none  the  better  off  because  he  could 
not  hear  his  own  voice  to  the  Savior  or 
the  voice  of  the  Savior  because  the  per- 
son who  was  praying  with  him  had  a 
strong  voice  and  he  could  hear  nothing 
but  his  shoutings;  he  is  discouraged  and 
his  back  is  sore  from  the  incessant  beat- 
ing of  his  would-be  helper  and  it  is  al- 
most a  miracle  if  he  returns  to  the  altar 
for   the   blessing  the  second   time. 

There    was    a    half-witted    man    in    a 


Esther  Holland 

revival  once  who  had  been  saved  and 
wanted  to  help  the  evangelist  some  way, 
so  when  the  invitation  was  given  he  went 
to  another  man  in  the  audience  and  asked 
him  if  he  would  like  to  go  to  heaven 
when  he  died.  The  individual  approached 
answered,  No.  Then  the  half-wit  said, 
"All  right,  go  to  hell  then,"  and  left 
him.  The  man  did  not  know  how  to 
take  it,  but  he  began  thinking  on  his 
words  and  finally  decided  that  if  he 
didn't  go  to  heaven  he  would  be  forced 
from  choice  to  go  to  hell  when  this  life 
is  over,  so  he  surrendered  his  life  to  the 
Savior  and  later  testified  to  the  incident. 
But  everyone  will  not  be  able  to  get  by 
that  easily.  And  on  the  other  hand,  we 
should  not  expect  to  be  that  kind  of  soul- 
winner,   or   helper. 


It  is  just  as  essential  to  know  the  scrip- 
tures to  win  souls  as  to  get  forgiveness 
for  one's  own  sins.  And  we  must  know 
that  there  is  a  God  and  that  Jesus  died 
for  our  sins  and  invites  everyone  to  come 
and  receive  forgiveness.  Therefore,  if  a 
class  could  be  arranged  for  each  individ- 
ual church  and  the  appropriate  scrip- 
tures studied  for  the  purpose  of  winning 
souls  and  instructions  be  given  to  those 
who  care  to  work  at  the  altar,  it  would 
mean  the  saving  of  many  more  souls  in 
our  churches  annually. 

There  must  first  be  a  vision  of  the 
lost  in  order  that  we  may  hunger  for 
them  and  cause  them  to  hunger  for  God; 
help  them  to  see  their  lost  condition  and 
then  show  to  them  the  Savior  with  all 
His  riches  in  glory  and  the  joy  of  the 
Christian  life  that  we  enjoy  daily.  And 
truly  the  pictures  that  are  given  in  the 
Word  of  God  are  numerous  and  such 
that  would  give  vent  to  tears  of  any 
honest-hearted  Christian  who  loves  the 
lost. 

It  is  true  that  the  Y.P.E.  is  the  train- 
ing service  of  the  Church  and  it  is  a 
wonderful  work  and  the  good  that  is 
being  accomplished  is  untold.  But  the 
kind  of  training  I  am  thinking  of  is  dif- 
ferent. In  the  Y.P.E.  the  young  people 
are  trained  to  read  their  Bibles,  to  express 
themselves  as  they  appear  on  the  pro- 
grams at  the  weekly  meetings,  to  pray 
in  public,  to  testify,  and  sing  and  use 
their  talents  for  the  Lord.  But  the  train- 
ing we  need  for  the  winning  of  souls  is 
that  instruction  that  should  be  given  to 
all  Christians,  old  and  young,  to  help 
them  to  understand  the  burdened  heart 
and  to  know  what  to  say  and  when  to 
say  it.  Proper  words  spoken  properly  and 
in  the  proper  season  would  sometimes 
mean  salvation  whereas  if  the  speaker 
uses  proper  words  at  the  improper  sea- 
son and  in  an  improper  manner  the 
soul  is  lost  entirely  through  discourage- 
ment  or   indifference. 

It  is  the  duty  of  every  true  Christian 
to  win  souls  for  Christ.  And  many  would 
do  so  if  they  only  knew  the  secret.  By 
organizing  a  class  such  as  mentioned 
above,  the  pastor  could  have  the  privi- 
lege and  opportunity  of  instructing  his 
workers  without  offending  anyone, 
whereas  if  he  should  go  to  them  individ- 
ually there  might  be  an  offense.  He  can 
help  them  to  study  and  study  with 
them  the  scriptures  that  would  be  pro- 
per with  a  number  of  different  souls, 
for  souls  are  different  and  must  be  dealt 
with  in  various  manners  in  order  to  get 
them  saved;  and  the  thing  that  will  work 
with  one  will  not  be  at  all  successful 
with  another  individual.  Not  only  should 
the  scriptures  be  studied,  but  methods 
of  approach  are  very  essential.  The  person 
who  has  the  "gift"  of  approaching  one 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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WHAT  SHALL  SEPARATE  US 
FROM  THE  LOVE  OF  GOD? 

Mrs.   Willie  C.    Waters 

As  I  sit  here  at  a  late  hour  of  the 
night  trying  to  write  the  things  God 
would  have  me  say,  I  am  thinking  of 
the  hundreds  of  precious  boys  and  girls, 
men  and  women,  who  have  started  in 
the  straight  and  narrow  way  to  heaven, 
only  to  fall  by  and  along  the  wayside. 
Oh,  how  pitiful,  why  could  they  not 
have  clung  to  the  blessed  promise  of 
God's   Word! 

Romans  8:3 S,  "Who  shall  separate  us 
from  the  love  of  Christ?  Shall  tribula- 
tion, or  distress,  or  persecution,  or  fam- 
ine, or  nakedness,  or  peril,  or  sword?" 

And  then  we  skip  over  to  verses  37- 
39,  "Nay,  in  all  these  things  we  are 
more  than  conquerors  through  him  that 
loved  us.  For  I  am  persuaded,  that  neith- 
er death,  nor  life,  nor  angels,  nor  prin- 
cipalities, nor  powers,  nor  things  present, 
nor  things  to  come,  Nor  height,  nor 
depth,  nor  any  other  creature,  shall  be 
able  to  separate  us  from  the  love  of  God, 
which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord." 

Just  now  I  am  reminded  of  a  number 
of  people  who  once  knew  the  Lord.  Now 
they  have  gone  back  into  sin.  Some  have 
done  as  hundreds  are  doing  today,  they 
have  failed  to  pray.  Others  have  let  some 
friend  or  relative  separate  them  from 
Christ.  Many  have  let  some  little  world- 
ly thing  separate  them  from  God.  Hun- 
dreds have  loved  tobacco  more  than  Je- 
sus. A  great  number  have  been  careful 
and  troubled  about  many  things  but 
have  failed  to  choose  that  good  part  and 
have  therefore  forsaken  the  house  of  God. 
Many  have  let  the  cares  of  life  come 
between  them  and  the  love  of  Christ. 

One  person  said  to  me,  "I  can't  live 
right,  there's  no  use  for  me  to  try." 
Oh,  why  can't  people  see  that  with  the 
Lord  there  is  safety?  Who  could  ask  for 
more?  If  we  want  to  live  for  God,  we 
can.  There  is  nothing  that  shall  separate 
us  from  the  love  of  God. 

I  have  just  been  reading  a  poem  in  the 
April  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
will  give  you  the  fifth  verse. 

7/  is  dawn;  but  the  shadows  flee  un- 
noticed 

By  the  shepherd  now  nearing  the  fold; 

For  his  eyes  on  his  bosom  are  resting, 

Where  a  lamb,  though  tattered,  he 
holds. 

Just  to  think  of  the  marvelous  love 
of  Christ  my  Shepherd  which  draws  me 
nearer   to   Him. 

Now  to  prove  to  you  that  God  ever 
looks  after  His  own  and  that  nothing 
shall    be    able    to    separate    us    from    the 


love  of  Christ,  let  me  point  you  to  the 
Holy  Bible. 

Remember  Daniel  whom  the  lions 
were  not  able  to  destroy. 

Paul,  though  the  viper  bit  him,  was 
unharmed. 

The  prison  could  not  hold  Peter,  Paul 
and  Silas.  No,  the  prison  could  not  sep- 
arate them  from  Christ,  but  He  readily 
delivered. 

Storms  and  waves  could  not  o'erflow 
the  disciples  at  sea,  but  in  due  time  Je- 
sus arose  and  spoke  to  the  wind  and 
said,  "Peace,  be  still,"  and  it  obeyed  Him. 

We  want  to  take  you  to  the  furnace 
where  the  fire  was  unable  to  destroy 
the  three  Hebrew  children.  We  are  glad 
we  can  tell  you,  in  the  midst  of  the  fire 
walked  one  like  unto  the  Son  of  man. 
Fire  has  never  been  able  to  devour  the 
love   of   Christ. 

About  eight  years  ago  forty-two 
homes  and  buildings  burned  to  the 
ground  in  a  colored  village  in  Greenville. 
There  in  the  picture  was  a  little  church 
that  smoked  and  went  out.  I  saw  those 
homes  as  they  burned  to  the  ground  and 
the  little  church  between  them  that  did 
not  burn.  Was  it  only  a  happen-so?  No, 
God  would  not  permit  the  flames  to 
devour  the  place  where  His  honor  dwelt. 

In  reading  the  seventh  chapter  of 
Acts,  we  find  that  the  enemies  of  Christ 
stoned  Stephen,  who  called  upon  God 
saying,  Lord  Jesus,  receive  my  spirit,  and 
just  before  he  fell  asleep  in  death,  he 
saw  the  heavens  open  and  the  Son  of 
man  sitting  on  the  right  hand  of  God. 
Even  in  death  Jesus  will  be  there.  In 
Matt.  28:20  we  read,  "And,  lo,  I  am 
with  you  alway,  even  unto  the  end  of 
the  world."  In  troubles,  in  trials,  in  dis- 
tresses of  every  kind  comes  a  new  awak- 
ening. 

Here  is  an  old,  old  hymn  my  mother 
used   to  sing. 

I've   seen   the   lightening   flashing, 

I've  heard  the  thunder  roll, 

I've  seen  sin's  breakers  dashing, 

Trying  to  conquer  my  soul. 

I've  heard  the  voice  of  my  Savior 
Telling  me  still  to  fight  on, 
He  promised  never  to  leave  me, 
Never  to  leave  me  alone. 

No,  never  alone,  no,  never  alone! 
He  promised  never  to  leave  me, 
Never  to  leave  me  alone. 

—Pelzer,  S.  C. 

The  sitting  to  be  done  in  the  Christian 
life  must  not  be  done  on  the  stool  of  do- 
nothing,  but  at  the  feet  of  our  Lord  and 
our  brethren. 


ONCE  UPON  A  TIME 

Hat  tie   Jackson 

"We  spend  our  years  as  a  tale  that 
is  told,"  cries  Moses,  the  wonderful  man 
of  God  in  the  90th  Psalm.  Let  us  think 
of  life  as  a  story  book  and  each  day  as 
a  fresh,  clean  page  which  we  fill  in  with 
words  and  deeds.  It  is  our  privilege  to 
decide  the  kind  of  tale  we  wish  our  lives 
to   tell. 

We  notice  in  the  good  stories  we  read, 
the  hero,  or  heroine,  is  a  person  of  fine 
characteristics,  such  as  honesty,  truthful- 
ness, cheerfulness,  perseverance  and  so 
on.  It  is  these  fine  traits  which  enable 
them  to  rise  above  the  trials  and  temp- 
ests of  life  and  shine  forth  as  conquer- 
ors. It  is  a  fine  thing  for  us  that  we 
have  so  many  life  stories  of  others  to 
help  us  in  shaping  our  own  life's  story. 
Not  everyone  is  a  worthy  example  for 
us  to  pattern  after,  but  we  can  learn  a 
lesson  from  each  one — either  what  to 
do  or  what  not  to  do. 

"We  spend  our  years  as  a  tale  that  is 
told."  How  different  would  have  been 
the  story  of  Moses'  life  if  he  had  not 
"refused  to  be  called  the  son  of  Pha- 
raoh's daughter;  Choosing  rather  to  suf- 
fer affliction  with  the  people  of  God, 
than  to  enjoy  the  pleasures  of  sin  for 
a  season;  Esteeming  the  reproach  of 
Christ  greater  riches  than  the  treasures 
in  Egypt:  for  he  had  respect  unto  the 
recompense  of  reward,"  Heb.    11:24-26. 

Dear  young  people,  we  are  making 
our  own  life's  story  by  this  same  method, 
that  is,  by  refusing  and  choosing. 

We  should  pray  for  wisdom  to  know 
what  to  choose  and  what  to  refuse  in 
order  to  make  the  best  of  our  lives.  One 
thing  is  certain,  we  cannot  have  both 
the  riches  of  Christ  and  the  treasures 
of  Egypt.  Dear  reader,  if  you  have  not 
already  decided  for  Christ,  let  me  urge 
you  to  do  so  now.  "Choose  ye  this  day 
whom  ye  will  serve."  This  is  the  most 
important  choice  you  will  ever  have  to 
make,  it  is  the  great  choice  that  will 
influence  every  other  choice  you  make 
in   this   life. 

No  matter  how  disappointing  your 
past  may  have  been  you  can  start  the 
story  anew  and  make  your  life  beautiful 
from  this  day  on  by  becoming  "as  clay 
in  the  potter's  hands."  Let  the  Lord  Je- 
sus fashion  your  life  according  to  His 
wonderful  pattern  and  plan  for  you  and 
yours  will  be  a  beautiful,  uplifting  and 
inspiring  life.  He  will  bless  you  and  make 
you  a  blessing.  Then  when  this  life's  last 
pages  have  been  turned  and  the  last  lines 
have  been  written  you  will  be  entering 
into  the  abundant  life  where  you  will 
"Live  happily  forever." — Calhoun,  Ga. 

If  all  of  the  Selfs  were  dead  in  the 
church  there  would  be  permanent  peace 
and  the  Prince  of  Peace  could  reign  tri- 
umphantly in  every  one  of  the  members. 


June,  1940 
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The  Ladder  Is  Still   There 


An  American  newspaper,  a  few  years 
ago,  carried  a  striking  cartoon  on  Lin- 
coln's birthday.  It  represented  a  log  cabin 
close  to  the  base  of  a  high  mountain.  On 
the  mountain  top  was  shown  the  White 
House.  Against  the  side  of  the  mountain 
rested  a  ladder — its  foot  touching  the 
cabin,  its  uppermost  round  reaching  the 
mansion.  The  cartoon  was  labeled,  "The 
Ladder  Is  Still  There."  It  recalled  the 
ladder  by  which  Abraham  Lincoln 
climbed  from  a  frontier  cabin  to  the  na- 
tion's mansion,  but  even  the  most 
thoughtless  observer  saw  far  more  than 
this.  That  ladder  represented  the  stairway 
by  which  he  had  attained  to  the  rank 
of  the  greatest  American.  Its  rungs  were 
made  of  ceaseless  toil,  midnight  study, 
griefs,  defeats,  triumphs,  which  filled 
most   of  his   life. 

The  subject  intimates  that  by  the  same 
ladder  the  young  must  climb  today.  The 
life  which  attains  must  be  filled  with 
toil,  ill  treatment,  disappointment,  grief, 
but  we  cannot  build  a  better  ladder.  Mr. 
Spurgeon,  the  great  London  preacher, 
told  of  an  exercise  taught  by  a  professor 
who  instructed  his  pupils  in  the  method 
of  growing  tall.  He  advised  them  to  reach 
as  high  as  they  could  the  first  thing  each 
morning,  and  each  morning  to  try  to 
reach  a  little  higher  than  the  day  be- 
fore, even  if  it  was  but  the  one-hundredth 
part  of   an   inch. 

A  few  years  ago  the  American  Iron 
and  Steel  Institute  issued  a  pamphlet  en- 
titled, "The  Men  Who  Make  Steel."  One 
chapter  has  stories  of  the  men  who  have 
accomplished  great  things  in  the  steel 
industry.  The  point  made  was  that  the 
great  proportion  of  them  came  out  of  the 
ranks  of  the  steel  workers  and  were  self- 
trained.  They  were  industrious,  persever- 
ing, eager  to  advance.  They  studied  the 
whole  subject  of  steel,  and  became  more 
or  less  conversant  with  every  phase  of 
the   work   in   which   they   were  engaged. 

Andrew  Carnegie  began  as  a  bobbin 
boy  in  a  cotton  mill.  He  worked  indus- 
triously, patiently,  and  lived  a  clean,  fru- 
gal life. 

Charles  M.  Schwab,  one  of  the  great- 
est men  in  that  line,  long  chairman  of 
the  United  States  Steel  Corporation, 
worked  himself  up  from  a  poor  farm- 
er's  boy.  He  is  proud  of  his  humble  start 
in  life. 

E.  G.  Grace  started  as  a  crane  opera- 
tor and  worked  hard  and  persistently  un- 
til he  became  president  of  the  Bethlehem 
Steel    Corporation. 

Thomas  Girdler  was  a  mill  hand  and 
became  head  of  the  Republic  Steel  Cor- 
poration. 

J.  C.  Williams,  president  of  the  Weir- 
ton  Steel  Corporation,  started  as  an  or- 
dinary laborer  in  a  tin  mill  in  Wales. 


Arthur  H.  Young,  who  when  a  boy 
worked  at  a  lever  and  later  became  a 
common  laborer,  reached  the  vice-presi- 
dency of  the  United  States  Steel  Cor- 
poration. 

An  investigation  by  the  American  Iron 
and  Steel  Institute  shows  that  one  hun- 
dred and  twenty-seven  out  of  one  hun- 
dred and  seventy-six  executives  started 
their  careers  in  the  operation  departments 
of  the  mills.  Only  thirteen  out  of  the 
one  hundred  and  seventy-six  entered  the 
steel   industry  in  an  executive  capacity. 

People  are  not  made  great  by  the  posi- 
tions they  hold,  but  hold  those  positions 
because  they  have  become  great.  Many 
college  graduates  are  great  enough  to 
enter  great  corporations  in  humble  po- 
sitions, and  so  learn  the  whole  business 
as  they  climb  upward.  The  poor  boy  has 
a  chance.  The  history  of  the  great  men 
of  our  country  seems  to  teach  that  it 
is  better  to  be  poor  than  rich  in  youth. 

One  of  the  clearest  lessons  is  that  per- 
sistence is  the  secret  of  success.  At  a 
mass  meeting  in  the  interest  of  a  good 
cause  the  enthusiasm  ran  high.  When  the 
propositon  was  made  to  launch  a  move- 
ment in  its  interest,  a  speaker  asked  that 
all  who  would  join  in  the  movement 
would  rise  to  their  feet.  Another  speaker 
wittily  said,  "My  concern  about  this  up- 
rising is  that  these  people  may  sit  down 
too  soon."  Alas,  most  "rising  young  men 
and  women"  too  quickly  cease  rising.  A 
majority  of  the  promising  careers  which 
we  see  end  in  collapse,  or  dwindle  and 
eke  out  a  bare  living.  We  look  in  vain 
for  the  fulfilled  prophecies  of  those  bril- 
liant young  people.  Most  people  can 
spurt,  but  not  many  can  stick.  To  start 
something  good  and  big  is  easy  but,  alas, 
it  is  hard  to  keep  it  going.  The  promising 
young  men  about  us  are  not  the  loung- 
ers in  the  clubs,  the  loafers  on  the  street 
corners,  but  the  busy,  burdened  toilers. 
Doubtless,  every  housewife  has  her  mo- 
ments of  rebellion  against  the  endlessly 
recurring  task  of  washing  dishes.  No 
one  would  mind  doing  it  once  in  a  while, 
but  to  do  it  all  the  time  becomes  an  ig- 
noble burden.  So  it  is  with  cooking  and 
sweeping.  The  dead  monotony  breaks  the 
spirit.  We  have  heard  of  a  Frenchman 
who  committed  suicide  because  he  had 
grown  weary  of  tying  his  shoestrings 
each  morning,  and  the  boy  who  took  his 
life  because  he  had  grown  weary  of  wash- 
ing his  face  each  day.  What  has  all  this 
to  do  with  Christian  work?  Everything. 
It  is  easy  to  start  but  hard  to  continue, 
.yet  it  is  the  continuing  that  brings  the 
victory. 

A  presiding  elder  down  in  Arkansas 
puts  it  this  way:  "There  is  the  tired  lay- 
man who  will  work  if  coaxed,  but  he 
complains  so  much  that  there  is  no  joy 


in  his  work.  There  is  the  retired  layman 
who  believes  he  has  done  his  share  and 
sits  idly  by,  exercising  his  right  to  criti- 
cize. There  is  the  rubber-tired  layman 
who  may  go  along  if  the  way  is  clear  and 
the  road  is  smooth.  Finally,  there  is  the 
flat-tired  layman  who  once  was  active 
in  church  work,  but  he  suffered  a  punc- 
ture and  never  recovered  his  wind." — 
United  Presbyterian. 

A  WARM  OVERCOAT  FOR  FORTY 
YEARS 

ROBERT  S.  SATTERFIELD 

"Not  in  the  spirit  of  self-praise,  but 
because  this  story  preaches  better  than 
I  can,  I  want  to  give  you  a  bit  of  my 
own  life,"  said  the  preacher  I  heard  this 
morning.  His  theme  was  "Parents,  Why 
Honor   Them?" 

"I  was  working  in  a  railroad  office 
at  sixty  dollars  a  month.  I  was  anxious 
to  make  and  save  enough  money  to  go  to 
college.  The  savings  account  grew  slow- 
ly, despite  the  fact  that  I  denied  myself 
most    luxuries. 

"It  was  with  concern  that  I  observed 
that  Pa's  overcoat  was  getting  old  and 
worn  and  slick.  Mind  you,  it  was  'Pa'; 
not  'Dad.'  The  latter  would  not  have 
fitted  him.  He  was  Pa,  my  pa.  I  told  Pa 
one  day  that  there  was  an  overcoat  down 
at  a  certain  clothing  store  that  I  was 
thinking  about  buying,  and  that  I  want- 
ed him  to  go  with  me  to  look  at  it,  and 
tell  me  what  he  thought  of  it.  Pa  seemed 
to  be  pleased.  If  he  thought  I  planned 
buying  the  overcoat  for  myself,  that 
was  his  own  affair,  and  I  did  not  think 
it  my  duty  to  tell  him  of  his  mistake. 

"We  went  to  see  the  coat.  Pa  examined 
it  carefully,  feeling  of  the  cloth  and  rub- 
bing it  against  his  cheek.  He  pronounced 
it  fine  material  that  would  be  warm  and 
would  last  well. 

"I  told  Pa  that  I  wanted  to  see  the 
coat  on  somebody,  and  I  suggested  that 
he  put  it  on.  It  fitted  him  as  if  it  had 
been  tailor-made  for  him.  He  buttoned 
it  up,  stood  before  the  glass,  one  of  these 
combination  glasses  that  made  it  possible 
for  him  to  see  the  coat  from  every  angle. 
I  asked  him  if  he  liked  it.  He  said  he 
did.   I  told  him  just  to  keep  it  on. 

"Pa  looked  at  me,  a  look  that  I  shall 
never  forget.  He  wanted  to  say  some- 
thing, but  it  was  plain  that  he  was  too 
full  to  say  it.  He  turned  and  walked 
out  of  the  store  and  up  the  street.  From 
that  day  to  this,  Pa  has  never  mentioned 
that  overcoat,  and  I  know  why.  He 
could  not  trust  himself  to  say  what  was 
in  his  heart. 

"That  was  forty  years  ago.  I  have 
bought  lots  of  clothes  since  then.  I  have 
two  or  three  overcoats  now.  But  no  oth- 
er garment  I  ever  purchased  has  warmed 
my  heart  as  has  that  overcoat  all  these 
twoscore  years." — Richmond  Christian 
Advocate. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


fy.  £P.  <?.   programs 


OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety     to     your    program     and     will     keep    the     talks 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear   this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  b« 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
*'nl«ss  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
Tt  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
Thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to    the   altar   of    prayer    and    accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 


BIBLE  LESSON 
Mrs.  J.  F.  Lowe 
Topic:  "PERSONAL  WORK  —  ITS 
GREAT  IMPORTANCE  AND  QUAL- 
IFICATIONS NEEDED" 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
The  importance  of  personal  work  we 
cannot  overestimate.  It  is  the  method 
used  by  Jesus  in  His  dealing  with  Nico- 
demus,  John  3,  the  woman  at  the  well, 
John  4,  the  man  at  the  pool,  John  5.  It 
was  the  method  used  by  the  apostles  and 
the  early  church.  It  is  the  work  needed 
now  if  many  souls  are  to  be  reached. 
This  is  an  age  of  heart-to-heart  methods, 
woman  to  woman  and  man  to  man, 
reaching  people  in  every  line.  The  vast 
army  of  traveling  salesmen,  used  by  busi- 
ness houses,  illustrates  this  method,  while 
the  wonderful  agency  system  developed 
by  the  Life  Insurance  Companies  is  a 
splendid  example  of  success  coming  from 
personal  work  and  personal  contact. 

The  Holy  Spirit  will  convict  men  and 
women  of  sin,  but  He  needs  human  help 
in  reaching  human  hearts.  The  most  peo- 
ple I  know  are  already  convicted  and 
convinced  that  they  should  be  Christians. 
The  great  difficulty  is  to  get  them  to  do 
it  now  and  this  is  your  part. 

In  this  day  of  such  great  activity  and 
strenuous  living  there  are  so  many  new 
things,  as  well  as  old,  continually  com- 


ing up  that  prevent  people  from  desiring 
or  even  thinking  of  spiritual  life.  Never 
was  it  more  essential  that  we  must  go 
out  into  the  highways  and  compel  them 
to  come  in. 

In  revivals  too  much  is  left  to  "general 
results"  until  the  "old  general"  is  sadly 
overworked.  I  think  this  motto  will  work 
fine  in  our  Y.P.E.,  "And  they  stood  every 
man  in  his  place  round  about  the  camp," 
Judges  7:21.  We  can't  all  be  leaders  but 
we  can  all  be  in  our  place.  We  can  be 
real  Gideons  by  letting  our  light  shine 
out  to  our  unsaved  friends  and  all  with 
whom  we  come  in  contact.  We  want  to 
see  them  saved,  why  not  help  the  Lord 
answer  our  prayers  by  aiding  Him  in 
winning  them  one  by  one? 

If  we  are  to  lead  souls  to  Christ,  there 
are    a    few    qualifications   needed. 

A  DEFINITE  EXPERIENCE  IS 
NEEDED 
We  must  be  able  to  say  with  Paul,  "I 
know  whom  I  have  believed  and  am 
persuaded  that  He  is  able  to  keep  that 
which  I  have  committed  unto  Him 
against   that   day,"   2   Tim.    1:12. 

Or  to  exclaim  with  the  blind  man: 
"Whether  he  be  a  sinner  or  no,  I  know 
not:  one  thing  I  know,  that,  whereas  I 
was  blind,   now  I  see,"  John  9:25. 

One  who  would  have  real  success  must 
be  thoroughly  converted  and  live  a  holy 
life.  Just  as  the  telegraph  wire  must  be 
insulated  before  it  can  carry  the  electric 
message,  so  the  Christian  must  be  insu- 
lated from  his  old  life  of  sin  before  he 
can   carry     the      gospel   message   to   lost 
souls.  When  we  are  sanctified  our  hearts 
and  lives  are  clean  and  holy,  we  are  set 
apart  from  the  world  for  a  "holy  use." 
God    has    only   one    way    to    reach    man, 
that    is    through   man. 
A  LOVE  FOR  LOST  SOULS  NEEDED 
Paul's  heart  yearned  for  his  brethren. 
"That   I   have   great   heaviness   and   con- 
tinual sorrow  in  my  heart.  For  I  could 
wish    that    myself    were    accursed    from 
Christ  for  my  brethren.  .  ."  Rom.  9:2,3. 
We  see  the  great  love  of  God  for  the 
lost,  "God  so  loved  the  world,  He  gave 
His  only  begotten  Son."  The  Son  loved 
the  lost.  He  gave  His  life  freely  on  the 
cross.  They  didn't  take  His  life,  He  gave 
it.   We  see  the  sad  picture  of  Christ  in 
Gethsemane,  where  He  prayed  until  His 
sweat    became   as    great    drops   of   blood. 
The  weight   of  lost   souls  was  on  Him. 
He  knew  He  must  give  His  life,  that  we 
might  have  eternal  life.  He  didn't  back 
down   when   the   trying   time   came.   He 
prayed  to  His  Father,  "Nevertheless  not 
as   I   will,  but   as   thou  wilt."  He  loved 
lost   souls   so  much.   God  help  us  to  be 
willing   to   deny     ourselves,      completely 
yield   our  hearts   and  lives   to  God,   and 
carry  on  His  work  in   the  world.   Help 
save    somebody.    Some    say,    "I    did    my 
part."  We  have  never  done  our  part  as 


long  as  we  can  do  anything  more  to 
save  a  soul.  After  we  have  done  all  we 
can  do,  we  are  still  unprofitable  servants. 

We  need  to  realize  that  souls  are  lost 
and  we  are  responsible  for  them. 

"For  what  shall  it  profit  a  man,  if 
he  shall  gain  the  whole  world,  and  lose 
his  own   soul?"   Mark    8:36. 

"When  I  say  unto  the  wicked,  O 
wicked  man,  thou  shalt  surely  die;  if 
thou  dost  not  speak  to  warn  the  wicked 
from  his  way,  that  wicked  man  shall  die 
in  his  iniquity;  but  his  blood  will  I  re- 
quire at  thy  hand.  Nevertheless,  if  thou 
warn  the  wicked  of  his  way  to  turn  from 
it;  if  he  do  not  turn  from  his  way,  he 
shall  die  in  his  iniquity;  but  thou  hast 
delivered  thy  soul,"  Ezek.   33:8,   9. 

A  WORKING  KNOWLEDGE  OF  THE 
BIBLE  NEEDED 

It  is  God's  Word  that  is  used  by  the 
Spirit  in  the  saving  of  a  soul,  and  not 
man's  word.  "And  take  the  helmet  of 
salvation,  and  the  sword  of  the  Spirit, 
which  is  the  word  of  God,"  Eph.  6:17. 
"Study  to  shew  thyself  approved  unto 
God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not  to  be 
ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word  of 
truth,"    2    Tim.    2:15. 

"So  shall  my  word  be  that  goeth  forth 
out  of  my  mouth.  It  shall  not  return  un- 
to me  void,  but  it  shall  accomplish  that 
which  I  please  and  it  shall  prosper  in 
the  thing  whereto  I  sent  it,"  Isa.  55:11. 

Through  the  use  of  the  Word  of  God 
we  are  to  seek  to  accomplish  the  follow- 
ing   things: 

1.  To  show  men  their  need  of  a  Savior. 

2.  To  show  them  Jesus  is  the  Savior 
they    need. 

3.  To  show  them  how  to  make  this 
Savior    their    own. 

4.  To  meet  the  difficulties  in  the  way 
of    their    accepting    Christ. 

5.  The  one  who  would  have  real  suc- 
cess must  live  a  life  of  prayer,  and  be 
baptized    with    the    Holy    Ghost. 

Notice  what  the  Lord  is  saying  to  us, 
to  encourage  us  in  our  efforts  to  save 
souls.  "He  that  winneth  souls  is  wise," 
Prov.  11:30.  "And  they  that  be  wise 
shall  shine  as  the  brightness  of  the  firma- 
ment; and  they  that  turn  many  to  right- 
eousness, as  the  stars  for  ever  and  ever," 
Dan.    12:3. 

"Let  him  know,  that  he  which  con- 
verteth  the  sinner  from  the  error  of  his 
way  shall  save  a  soul  from  death,  and 
shall  hide  a  multitude  of  sins,"  Jas.  5:20. 

God  help  us  to  be  faithful  to  our  trust. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Exelma  Holly 

Topic:   SOLDIERS  OF  THE  CROSS 

Scripture  Lesson:  2  Tim.  2:3-4 

Once  Jesus  said  unto  His  disciples,  "If 

any   man   will    come    after   me,   let   him 

deny  himself,  and  take  up  his  cross,  and 
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follow  me,"  Matt.  16:24.  Today  we  feel 
the  call  is  still  universal.  God  needs  sol- 
diers of  the  cross,  as  the  government  does, 
to  defend  the  gospel  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Jesus  is  the  captain  of  this  great  ar- 
my, Heb.  2:10,  and  the  battle  is  the 
Lord's.  The  call  is,  "if  any  man,"  or 
"whosoever,"  may  come.  He  will  accept 
even  those  who  are  sinners,  Psa.  25:8, 
and  make  good  soldiers  out  of  them. 

Song  suggested:  "Must  Jesus  Bear  the 
Cross  Alone?" 

TRAINING  AND  EXERCISE 
Psa.   25:9;    1   Tim.   4:7,    8 

As  the  soldier  who  would  defend  his 
country  needs  training,  so  he  who  would 
stand  for  truth  and  right  needs  training. 
The  soldiers  of  the  different  nations  fight 
to  kill  or  destroy  their  enemy,  but  the 
soldiers  of  the  cross  are  to  make  peace 
and   save  souls. 

First,  he  must  exercise  himself  unto 
godliness;  be  able  to  stay  in  line  with 
those  who  can,  bless  them  who  curse 
them,  pray  for  them  which  despitefully 
use  you  and  persecute  you,  love  your  ene- 
mies. "Arid  whosoever  shall  smite  thee  on 
thy  right  cheek,  turn  to  him  the  other  al- 
so." To  be  able  to  stand  when  you  are 
talked  about  or  persecuted  for  righteous- 
ness' sake.  Walk  uprightly  before  God. 
Now  the  meek,  He  will  teach  His  way 
and  orders.  Jesus  wants  us  to  pray  when 
we  are  told  to,  to  give  when  He  needs,  to 
watch  and  obey  His  orders,  which  are  in 
His  Word,  the  Bible. 

THE  BATTLE 
Eph.  6:11-17;  James  5:20;  1  John  5:16 
After  a  soldier  has  learned  to  stay  in 
line,  keep  step,  and  not  entangle  himself 
with  the  affairs  of  this  life,  he  can  then 
be  sent  to  battle.  Now  the  soldiers  who 
fight  for  countries  don't  count  their  lives 
dear  unto  them,  neither  should  we.  Don't 
be  afraid.  You  may  lay  the  mines  of 
prayer  all  around  the  enemy,  showing 
him  you  have  exercised  yourself  unto 
godliness,  doing  him  a  favor  when  pos- 
sible. There  are  people  who  are  taken 
captive  by  the  devil  and  these  are  your 
subjects.  They  know  not  the  Lord,  or 
the  truth,  therefore  they  oppose  you. 
After  you  have  carefully  laid  the  mines 
of  prayer,  in  faith  that  God  will  save, 
it  won't  be  long  before  your  subjects  will 
come  in  contact  with  the  mine.  He  will 
then  become  convicted,  not  able  to  use 
his  natural  strength.  You  may  then  come 
with  the  Sword  of  the  Spirit  which  is 
the  Word  of  God  and  cut  his  doubts  and 
unbelief  and  false  doctrine  from  around 
him,  helping  him  to  see  that  he  can  be 
free,  such  as,  "He  that  committeth  sin 
is  of  the  devil,"  and  with  love  show 
him  how  for  this  purpose  the  Son  of 
God  was  manifested  that  He  might  des- 
troy the  works  of  the  devil.  Let  him 
know  that  he  which  converteth  the  sin- 
ner from  the  error  of  his  way  shall  save 


a  soul  from  death,  which  means  to  change 
from  the  vain  religion.  We  are  fighting 
against  unbelief,  false  doctrine,  and  the 
works  of  the  flesh,  and  not  only  seek 
to  save  or  rescue  the  lost,  but  the  back- 
slider as  well.  Have  a  soft  answer  for 
an  angry  word.  And  by  all  means  mani- 
fest the  spirit  of  love.  You  may  be 
sure  of  victory.  If  we  hold  our  peace, 
God  will  fight  for  us,  and  we  are  more 
than  conquerors  through  Him  that  loved 
us,    Rom.    6:37. 

HOW  LONG  SHOULD  WE  FIGHT? 
Matt.  24:14 
We  should  not  be  satisfied  that  our 
loved  ones  alone  are  saved,  but  have  that 
love  that  will  prompt  us  to  do  more, 
pray  more,  sacrifice  more,  that  this  gos- 
pel might  get  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 
"For  it  is  the  power  of  God  unto  salva- 
tion to  every  one  that  believeth,"  Rom. 
1:16.  There  are  none  so  bound  but  what 
Christ  can  make  them  free.  We  need  to 
help  others  see  that  the  wages  the  devil 
pays  for  serving  him  is  death,  while  we 
get  blessings  all  along  and  our  souls  are 
satisfied  with  the  pleasures  that  are  at 
the   Lord's   right   hand. 

THE  REWARD  OF  A  GOOD 
SOLDIER 

Matt.    24:13;    25:34-40 

Song:  "When  the  Battle's  Over  We 
Shall   Wear  a  Crown." 

I  am  glad  that  we  soldiers  of  the  cross 
look  forward  to  a  pay  day,  or  as  soldiers 
who  fight  get  a  pension.  We  will  get  a 
reward  for  our  service,  eternal  life  and 
an  everlasting  rest.  Surely  that  should 
be  enough  to  make  us  all  brave,  true, 
faithful    soldiers   of    the   cross. 

Now,  brother,  if  you  fail  to  obey  the 
Captain,  and  are  taken  captive  by  the 
devil,  this  battle  will  go  on,  and  God 
cannot  win.  He  needs  you  to  help  in 
this  great  battle  of  truth  and  right.  If 
you  keep  on  the  firing  line  here,  you 
won't  have  anything  to  regret.  When  He 
rewards  you  for  your  service  there,  it 
will  bring  more  joy  than  earthly  medals 
do  here.  To  hear  Him  say,  "Enter  thou 
into  the  joy  of  the  Lord,"  will  be  worth 
anything. 

Song  suggested:  "Keep  on  the  Firing 
Line." 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Mo.   Alberta  Schwartz 
Topic:  WORK 

Scripture  Reading:  1  Cor.  3:13-15 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
We  live  in  a  world  full  of  endless 
work.  We  arise  in  the  morning  with 
daily  tasks  ahead  of  us.  If  we  are  close 
observers  we  will  notice  this  is  the  time 
of  the  year  when  nature  is  busy  working. 
There  is  a  stir  in  the  air  with  the  awak- 
ening season  of  summer.  Christian  hearts 
should  be  stirring  with  renewed  energy. 


The  work  is  plentiful.  There  are  fields 
to  be  sown  with  good  seeds.  There  is 
ground  to  be  tilled  and  to  be  watched 
and  cared  for.  The  Holy  Ghost  calls  and 
fits  us  for  His  work.  The  yoke  Jesus  has 
put  upon  us  is  light.  The  way  grows 
brighter  as  we  labor,  watch  and  pray. 

HARD  WORK  MADE  INTO  LIGHT 
WORK 

Eph.  5:11;  1  John  3:8 
We  know  that  the  way  of  the  trans- 
gressor is  hard.  Sinners  put  upon  them- 
selves needless '  suffering  and  remorseful 
anguish.  A  wicked  one's  work  is  unfruit- 
ful, Luke  12:20.  If  a  field  of  one  who 
is  in  sin  begins  to  sprout  it  brings  forth 
tares,  thorns  and  thistles.  Their  work 
is  in  vain.  We  know  they  are  workers  of 
iniquity,  working  mischief  continually, 
Eph.  2:2.  We  learn  of  a  spirit  that  work- 
eth  in  the  children  of  disobedience.  But 
God  in  His  great  mercy  enlightens  hon- 
est-hearted persons  by  the  truth — not  be- 
cause of  our  works,  for  then  would  we 
be  surely  lost,  but,  by  His  grace  or  un- 
merited favor  He  saves  us  from  the  evil 
one.  When  we  at  last  are  delivered  we 
go  on  to  good  works,  Eph.  2:10.  Then 
we  are  able  to  work  a  profitable  work 
of  eternal  reward  through  the  Holy 
Ghost   in   us! 

GOD'S  WORK  TOOL 
2  Tim.  4:5;  Psa.  127:1 
When  we  are  brought  out  of  darkness 
into  the  light  we  become  God's  own  tool 
for  Him  to  use.  If  we  are  yielded  just 
right  He  will  keep  us  well  oiled  and 
sharp  for  His  work.  We  will  never  be 
idle  tools!  There  will  be  no  rust  upon 
us.  The  Holy  Ghost  gives  us  the  power 
to  work.  The  boldness  to  preach  the 
truth,  the  ability  to  strengthen  your 
brother  come  by  being  a  tool  of  God. 
We  must  be  fit  for  our  Master's  use. 
Each  tool  has  its  own  individual  use  or 
purpose.  As  the  Master  sees  fit  we  are 
put  in  action  by  His  own  hand. 

WORK  FOR  THE  NIGHT  IS 

COMING 
John  9:4;  4:3  5;  Rom.  13:12 
Lift  up  your  eyes  and  look  on  the 
fields  for  they  are  white  already  to  har- 
vest. Soon  it  will  be  too  late  to  work 
for  Him.  Very  soon  the  night  cometh 
when  no  man  can  work.  Let  us  receive 
God's  fulness  while  it  is  being  poured 
out  to  us.  Let  us  be  working  in  our 
Father's  vineyard  while  it  is  still  day  and 
the  light  is  upon  us.  Our  reward  will  be 
great.  The  wages  God  will  give  us  will 
surpass  all  other  gain.  Matt.  24:46  tells 
us  our  Master  will  come  in  an  hour  we 
least  suspect.  But  blessed  are  those  that 
He  shall  find  working  and  watching. 
Let  us  not  have  idle  hands  nor  idle  hearts, 
but  let  us  be  zealous  of  good  works.  Let 
the  night  come  finding  us  worthy  of 
eternal  reward  and  a  glorious  rest. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


BIBLE  LESSON 

Mrs.   Marie  Jurell 
Topic:      PERSONALITY 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 

There  are  many  echoes  but  few  voices, 
many  islands  but  few  continents, 
many  mountain  ranges  but  few  great 
towering  mountain  peaks,  many  parties 
but  few  leaders,  many  instructors  but 
few  teachers,  many  captains  but  few 
generals,  many  politicians  but  few  states- 
men, millions  of  people  but  few  strong, 
outstanding   personalities. 

Personality  is  a  superabundance  of  in- 
tellectual life.  We  live  in  our  head,  not 
in  our  heels.  We  live  in  the  spirit,  not  in 
the  flesh.  Life  is  personality;  personality 
is  life.  Life  is  the  channel  of  personality. 
Culture  is  the  perfume  of  personality. 
Magnetism  is  the  electric  thrill  of  per- 
sonality. Originality  is  the  color  of  per- 
sonality. Force  is  the  fire  of  personality. 
THE  LADDER 

There  is  a  ladder  that  must  be  climbed 
to  obtain  that  which  our  topic  consists 
of,  the  first  step  "I  am — "  conscious- 
ness. Conscious  of  the  things  we  must  do 
to  obtain  that  which  we  are  striving  for. 
I  KNOW 

"I  know" — intellect.  That  mental  fa- 
culty which  receives  ideas,  the  under- 
standing, mental  power — mind  which  we 
have  is  given  to  God  to  use  for  His  glo- 
ry. It  is  wonderful  to  know.  In  Psalms 
46:10,  "Know  that  I  am  God."  2  Tim. 
1:12 — "Know  whom  I  have  believed — ." 
It  will  pay  us  to  be  sure  we  know. 
I  CAN 
Phil.  4:13 

Paul  realized  that  he  was  helpless  in 
the  flesh,  but  after  he  was  changed  we 
hear  him  say,  "I  can  do  all  things  through 
Christ."  There  is  nothing  impossible  with 
Christ,  He  is  Master  of  all  circumstances. 
We  need  only  look  to  Him,  receive  the 
strength  that  He  has  for  us  then  we, 
like  Paul,  will  say,  "I  can." 
I  OUGHT 
Joel   3:14 

"I  ought" — the  moral  sense.  We  know 
we  ought  to  do  that  thing.  We  hear  peo- 
ple all  around  us  saying  these  things,  but 
that  is  not  enough.  First  we  must  know 
the  things  to  do  them  and  bring  our  will 
into  subjection.  "I  will" — a  decision. 
There  are  many  in  the  valley  of  decision 
today.  Friend,  you  had  better  make  your 
choice.  Get  on  the  Lord's  side  where  you 
will  be  safe.  May  God  help  us  to  climb 
the  ladder  to  success.  We  can  do  it 
through    Christ. 

CONCLUSION 

Personality  is  the  great  driving  force. 
It  is  the  throb  of  the  pulse,  the  fire  in 
the  eye,  the  blood  in  the  vein,  the  quick- 
silver in  the  brain,  the  lighting  in  the 
nerve,  the  electricity  in  the  touch,  the 
transfiguration  in  the  face,  the  motion 
in  the  limb,  the  action  in  the  soul.  Per- 


sonality is  life,  heart,  mind,  soul,  spirit 
— God  likeness. 

The  Great  I  Am 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

them  that  this  very  same  experience  was 
for  us.  Acts  2:38,  39,  "Then  Peter  said 
unto  them,  Repent,  and  be  baptized  every 
one  of  you  in  the  name  of  Jesus  Christ 
for  the  remission  of  sins,  and  ye  shall  re- 
ceive the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost.  For  the 
promise  is  unto  you,  and  to  your  children, 
and  to  all  that  are  afar  off,  even  as  many 
as  the  Lord  our  God  shall  call."  Some  of 
us  just  decided  we'd  put  God  to  the  test 
and  see  whether  these  things  are  for  us. 
We  decided  in  place  of  talking  about 
what  the  Church  should  have  we'd  test 
it  out,  and  when  we  did,  we  found  it  was 
true  and  that  is  why  we  are  standing  for 
these  truths  today. 

Mrs.  Jones:  Sister  Harrison,  what  about 
the  feet  washing?  This  seems  very  strange 
to  me. 

Answer:  Yes,  it  is  strange  but  it  is  in 
the  Word  of  God.  Jesus  set  the  example. 
We  do  not  know  anything  else  to  do  but 
just  to  be  obedient.  Some  say  that  Jesus 
was  teaching  humility.  Yes,  we  think 
that  too.  But  He  says  so  plainly  that  we 
ought  to  wash  one  another's  feet.  He  also 
says,  "Happy  are  ye  if  ye  do  these  things." 

Mrs.  Jones:  Well,  I  don't  understand  all 
this  shouting  and  noise  that  we  hear  in 
your  services.  This  grates  on  my  nerves. 

Answer:  Yes,  I  am  sure  it  does,  but 
when  you  fully  understand  perhaps  you 
will  shout  too.  I  am  one  of  the  quiet  kind 
who,  usually,  when  the  Spirit  begins  to 
work  through  me  it  brings  the  tears  and 
I  feel  the  sweet  melting  power  going 
through  my  whole  being.  But  there  are 
others  just  the  opposite  who  feel  like  run- 
ning and  shouting.  We  are  just  of  dif- 
ferent temperaments.  It  is  a  wonderful 
thing,  Sister  Jones,  to  have  this  experi- 
ence, the  baptism  with  the  Holy  Ghost 
and  you'll  find  you'll  have  to  give  vent  to 
your  feelings  sometimes.  Of  course,  I'll 
admit  that  many  go  to  extremes  in  our 
services  and  bring  reproach  on  the  cause, 
but  we  just  have  to  leave  all  these  things 
for  God  to  work  out. 

We  will  use  a  worldly  illustration  to 
convey  our  thought  to  you.  Did  you  ever 
attend  a  ball  game?  If  you  did,  you  have 
seen  the  difference  in  the  temperament 
there.  Some  will  shout,  jump  up  and 
down,  scream,  throw  their  hats  into  the 
air,  and  others  will  sit  as  quietly  as  if 
they  were  in  their  own  room  at  home. 
You  see,  we  are  just  made  different.  Now 
if  the  public  will  stand  for  this  and  think 
it  is  all  right,  how  much  more  they  should 
sanction  being  demonstrative,  when  Jesus 
is  winning  the  victory  over  sin  in  our 
lives  and  flooding  our  souls  with  rivers  of 
living  water?  St.  John  7:3  8,  "He  that  be- 


lieveth  on  me,  as  the  Scripture  hath  said, 
out  of  his  belly  shall  flow  rivers  of  living 
water."  Oh,  what  wonderful  joy.  It  is  joy 
unspeakable  and  full  of  glory.  However, 
we  should  be  careful,  lest  we  become  ex- 
tremist and  bring  reproach  on  the  cause. 

Mrs.  Jones:  One  question  I  want  to  ask 
is  this.  In  this  church  do  you  ever  have 
any  division  and  misunderstandings?  I 
should  think  with  the  high  standard  you 
hold  everything  would  run  smoothly. 

Answer:  Oh,  my  dear  sister,  you  are 
badly  mistaken.  Wherever  the  standard  is 
held  high  the  enemy  works  with  all  his 
might  and  confusion  will  arise.  If  you 
will  study  the  Bible  closely  you  will  find 
that  they  had  differences  then,  too, 
among  the  disciples.  And  so  we  know  that 
everywhere  the  Lord  works  the  enemy 
comes  in  to  defeat,  but  God's  power  will 
always  conquer  if  we  trust  Him. 

Mrs.  Jones:  I  have  noticed  that  some  of 
your  people  do  not  possess  what  they  pro- 
fess. 

Answer:  Yes,  this  is  often  the  case,  but 
all  the  failures  man  can  make  does  not 
change  God's  Word.  Nor  does  it  change 
the  great  plan  of  salvation.  Man  may  fail 
but  the  Word  of  God  never  fails.  Keep 
your  eyes  on  Jesus,  and  try  to  see  those 
who  do  live  it. 

A  certain  man  sent  his  two  sons  out 
to  the  same  field.  He  said  to  one,  "Go 
out  and  bring  back  a  bunch  of  wild 
roses."  To  the  other  he  said,  "Will  you 
go  out  with  your  brother  and  gather  some 
thistles  for  me?" 

They  both  returned  and  the  father  said 
to  the  first  boy,  who  returned  with  the 
roses,  "Son,  were  there  many  thistles 
growing  in  the  field?"  "I  don't  know,  fa- 
ther," he  said,  "I  was  looking  only  for 
roses."  The  other  came  also  and  the  father 
said,  "Well,  son,  I  suppose  the  roses  are 
beautiful  out  in  the  field."  "Oh!  father,  I 
forgot  to  look  at  the  roses,  I  was  so  busy 
looking  for  thistles."  So,  sister,  you  see 
there  are  plenty  of  good  people  in  our 
Church,  so  after  this  search  for  the  good 
ones. 

Mrs.  Jones:  Oh  my,  look  there,  it  is 
twelve  o'clock.  It  is  a  good  thing  my  hus- 
band isn't  coming  to  dinner  today.  My, 
how  the  time  flies  when  one  gets  to  talk- 
ing on  the  Bible.  Now  I've  enjoyed  your 
visit  and  hope  you'll  come  again.  I  under- 
stand everything  so  much  better  now. 
Will  you  come  again  some  time? 

Answer:  Yes,  I  will.  You  see  I  am  not 
trying  to  force  my  belief  on  you  but  I 
just  want  you  to  understand  us  better. 

And  now  just  a  few  words  to  my 
Lighted  Pathway  readers:  We  realize  our 
little  paper  is  falling  into  the  hands  of 
many  who  do  not  understand  and  this  ar- 
ticle just  answers  the  purpose  of  dropping 
into  your  home  and  having  a  little  chat 
with  you. 

And  when  you  see  the  Church  of  God 
Young  People's  Endeavor  as  our  heading, 
we  want  you,  along  with  Sister  Jones,  to 
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understand  us  and  know  who  we  are  and 
what  we  stand  for.  And  as  we  teach  and 
hold  up  a  little  higher  standard  we  do 
not  discount  anything  God  has  done  for 
you.  We  feel  that  it  is  better  to  hold  up 
the  Bible  standard  even  if  we  do  not  al- 
ways measure  up  than  to  try  to  bring  the 
standard  down  to  us.  And  now  may  God 
bless  every  reader  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. 


A  PARAMOUNT  NEED  OF  OUR 
CHURCH  TODAY 

(Continued  from  page  19) 

in  kind,  tender  tones,  and  with  the  as- 
surance that  he  understands,  will  win  the 
soul  nine  times  out  of  ten,  if  the  person 
is  at  all  under  conviction.  After  talking 
with  him  for  a  few  minutes  he  finds 
the  best  avenue  of  approach  and  uses 
that  one,  reasoning  with  him  of  the  im- 
portance of  yielding  to  God  without  de- 
lay for  delays  spell  destruction  for  so 
many  who  would  procrastinate.  Then 
another  individual  would  be  so  different 
that  one  would  not  even  try  to  reason 
with  him,  but  use  only  the  scriptures 
and  perhaps  one  or  two  only,  for  a  num- 
ber might  not  be  as  helpful  as  the  fewer. 
But  hold  to  that  scripture,  and  that  it 
is  the  Word  of  God  and  that  it  will  not 
fail  regardless  of  how  many  storms  Sa- 
tan may  hurl  against  it. 

Oftentimes  when  one  is  saved  in  our 
churches  we  beg  him  to  go  back  and 
pray  for  a  deeper  experience,  without  ex- 
plaining that  deeper  experience  to  him, 
and  he  goes  because  we  ask  him,  and 
prays  but  does  not  know  how  to  make 
his  prayer  definite  enough  to  get  an  an- 
swer. After  he  has  prayed  for  a  few  times 
and  does  not  get  what  he  thinks  he 
should  receive,  he  gives  up  in  despair. 
When  on  the  other  hand,  if  we  would 
explain  to  him  the  need  of  sanctifica- 
tion,  and  what  it  is  and  what  it  does 
for  the  individual  and  impress  upon  him 
the  importance  of  reading  for  himself, 
giving  him  certain  scriptural  references, 
he  would  soon  grasp  the  truth  and  pray 
through  with  much  less  embarrassment 
on  his  part  and  there  would  be  no  dis- 
couragement at  all.  The  same  thing  is 
true  concerning  the  baptism  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  People  hear  us  preach  about 
the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  work  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  the  life  of  the  individual 
and  when  we  fail  to  go  back  far  enough 
to  show  them  what  it  is  and  why  it 
comes  and  the  purpose  God  had  in  mind 
in  giving  this  wonderful  experience, 
they  do  not  understand  why  they  must 
have  it,  and  especially  so,  if  they  can 
be  saved  and  go  to  heaven  without  it. 
There  are  scores  of  people  who  have 
prayed  through  to  the  baptism  in  the 
Holy  Ghost  today  who  do  not  know 
why  they  did  so  and  do  not  know  the 


office  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  the  life  of 
the  individual.  There  are  scores,  also,  who 
have  prayed  through  and  because  of  this 
ignorance,  have  gone  back  into  sin  and 
lost  their  experience.  How  sad  indeed  to 
realize  that  our  brothers  and  sisters  in 
the  Lord  are  losing  out  because  of  ignor- 
ance and  ignorance  will  not  excuse  them 
on  the  final  day.  Then  how  much  of 
their  failure  will  be  imputed  unto  us 
whose  duty  it  is  to  tell  them,  to  inform 
them  of   these  things! 

God  ordained  worship  at  an  altar  and 
a  sacrifice  from  early  days,  and  we  are 
requested  to  present  our  bodies  a  living 
sacrifice,  holy,  acceptable  unto  God, 
which  is  our  reasonable  service.  And 
when  we  lay  our  all  on  the  altar  and  then 
place  ourselves  there,  our  intellect  will 
be  there  as  well  as  our  efforts,  and  God 
will  give  us  more  knowledge  to  add  to 
that  which  He  has  already  given,  and 
we  will  feel  that  urging  to  help  others  to 
become  students  in  the  school  of  God, 
in  the  school  of  experience  with  Him, 
and  in  teaching  others,  also. 

If  the  world  finds  it  necessary  to  train 
men  and  women  for  all  arts  and  offices, 
and  if  the  radio  managers  will  have 
trained  workers,  let  us  also  train  men 
and  women  who  know  God,  who  know 
God's  Word,  and  who  are  filled  with 
His  Spirit,  to  use  that  with  the  good 
common  sense  with  which  He  has 
equipped  them,  and  that  sweet  tone  of 
voice  that  will  lead  others  to  see  and 
recognize  their  love  for  the  soul  that  is 
lost.  Surely  these  efforts  will  not  be  in 
vain,  but  God  will  richly  reward  us  here 
and  hereafter,  and  the  sheaves  that  we 
can  carry  to  our  Master  will  be  greatly 
multiplied. 

Note:  A  good  book  to  study  is  Wm. 
Evans'  book  on  "Personal  Evangelism." 
Price  $1.25.  Order  from  the  Church  of 
God  Publishing  House,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued   from   page    13) 

now  I'll  say  to  you,     dear  Editor,  God 
bless  you. 

Please  pray  for  me  and  my  loved  ones, 
also  the  church  in  West  Durham.  We 
have  a  fine  pastor,  Brother  C.  W.  Greg- 
ory. 

There  are  many  around  us  physically 
sick  as  well  as  spiritually  sick,  please  re- 
member them. 

I  would  like  to  hear  from  some  Church 
of  God  friend.  I  will  gladly  answer  all 
letters  received. — Eula  Eubanks,  West 
Durham,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  express  my  deep  apprecia- 
tion to  you  for  the  wonderful  Lighted 
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Pathway.  Your  papers  are  going  good 
in  our  community  and  it  has  uplifted 
our  Y.P.E.  to  higher  heights  and  deeper 
depths. 

Please  allow  me  to  give  a  brief  report 
of  the  Y.P.E.  representation  in  the  is- 
land convention  which  convened  Feb. 
17-20,  at  Kingston. 

Each  church  represented  its  Y.P.E.  on 
Tuesday,  the  20  th.  I  regret  that  you 
couldn't  be  present  to  see  what  great 
work  and  great  improvement  the  Y.P.E. 
is  doing  in  this  island.  Numbers  of  souls 
were  saved  from  sin  through  grace  dur- 
ing the  services.  We  rejoice  over  the 
splendid  reports  and  the  presence  of  God 
in  our  midst. 

We  have  been  blessed  through  this 
wonderful  Lighted  Pathway  and  we  are 
getting  unsaved  to  be  loyal  customers 
for   the  paper. 

We  are  doing  good  work  here  in  Ger- 
man Town,  both  in  the  Y.P.E.  and  the 
church.  We  thank  God  for  Brother  C. 
Johnson,  our  pastor.  Pray  for  us. — Mrs. 
Mary  Edwards,  Ulster  Springs,  Jam. 


Dear   Sister   Harrison: 

I  believe  since  I  have  been  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  that  you  receive  many 
letters  from  young  girls  and  boys  all 
over  the  world.  I  appreciate  this  paper 
and  I'm  sure  the  Lord  will  greatly  re- 
ward you  for  all  you  are  doing  for  the 
young  people  everywhere. 

I  am  attending  the  church  that  Elder 
and  Sister  Carl  Hughes  are  in  charge  of 
now.  We  haven't  our  own  church  as 
yet,  but  will  have  it  in  a  short  while.  God 
is  blessing  us  and  we  are  thankful  to  God 
for  sending  Elder  and  Sister  Hughes  to 
us.  Please  join  us  in  prayer  for  the  work 
here. 

We  were  delighted  when  they  told  us 
about  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  have  read 
so  many  papers  and  books,  but  I  haven't 
found  the  helpful  reading  in  them  like 
I  have  found  in  this  paper.  Not  only 
have  I  been  blessed  through  them,  but 
others  have  also.  The  last  roll  of  papers 
which  were  ordered  were  not  enough, 
so  we  are  doubling  the  order. 

Sister  Hughes  is  planning  to  have 
young  people's  meeting  soon  and  we  are 
so  happy  about  it.  With  God's  Word, 
the  Church  of  God  teachings  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  we  are  sure  the  meet- 
ings will  be  a  success.  Please  pray  that 
God  will  remove  every  hindrance  and 
fulfill  Acts  2:4,  even  in  me. 

I  pray  that  God  will  strengthen  and 
keep  you  so  that  when  your  work  on 
earth  is  finished,  Jesus  will  say  "Well 
done,  thou  good  and  faithful  servant, 
enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord." — 
Elizabeth  Bean,  Warwick,  East  Bermuda. 


[Page  26] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


OUR  PICTURE  GALLERY 


Two  of  our  Publishing  House  em- 
ployees, Pauline  Davenport  and  Billie 
Carroll. 


Helen  Hicks,  a  member  of  the  Church 
of  God  Y.  P.  E.  at  Toccoa,  Ga.,  is  noted 
for  her  wonderful  memory.  She  is  eleven 
years  of  age  and  in  the  fifth  grade  at 
school.  She  memorized  "Annie  and  Wil- 
lie's Prayer,"  "Those  Little  Shoes,"  and 
many  others.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  proud  of  her. 
— Rev.  G.  S.  Scott. 

Y  .P.  E.  and  S.  S.  Convention 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
conventions  we  have  ever  attended.  We 
surely  thank  the  Lord  for  Brother  and 
Sister  Douglas  and  for  their  untiring  ef- 
forts in  working  for  the  young  people  in 
Georgia.  Let  us  help  them  in  every  way 
we  can.  Who  knows,  the  next  meeting 
may  be  in  the  air? — Mrs.  Grady  Abney, 
Lindale,  Ga. 


Pulpit  Mannerisms 

(Continued  from   page   18) 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love,  ah, 
The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds,  ah, 
Is  like  to  that  above,  ah." 
Alas,  it  is  not  only  in  the  pulpit  but  al- 
so in  the  pew  that  we  often     hear  this 
much-used  but     meaningless     expression. 
And    it    would    appear   that    some    think 
their  prayers   would   be   altogether   inef- 
fectual, if  they  did  not  interject  this  use- 
less and  wearisome  "ah." 

Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for 

May  Total 

Alabama                               .     911  8,595 

Arizona    3  5  126 

Arkansas    154  1,424 

California  .                156  944 

Colorado    14  84 

Delaware    ..         14  203 

Foreign  345  1,880 

Florida                   4,189  27,166 

Georgia    4,226  20,249 

Iowa  49  34 < 

Idaho    42  35  5 

Illinois    798  4,508 

Indiana  249  1,483 

Kansas    42  261 

Kentucky  1,609  9,744 

Louisiana    189  913 

Maine   5  6  492 

Massachusetts  42  2  58 

Maryland   308  2,104 

Minnesota  56  182 

Michigan    238  1,45  8 

Mississippi    33  5  2,453 

Missouri    169  1,160 

Montana  167  944 

Nebraska    -                                 14  29 

New  Jersey  84  267 

New    Mexico  8  8  518 

North  Carolina  2,241  14,134 

North  Dakota  ..    159  798 

Ohio                                          526  2,891 

Oklahoma                                2  80  1,620 

Oregon  70  3  53 

Pennsylvania    648  4,456 

South  Carolina  ...           ....4,791  29,018 

South  Dakota  112  722 

Tennessee   _                2,105  10,926 

Texas 526  3,600 

Virginia    708  4,456 

Washington   56  444 

Washington,  D.  C.  28  113 

West  Virginia  1,296  8,368 

Wyoming  1 

Keep  Close  to  Jesus 

(Continued  from  page  14) 
With  his   face   firmly  set   toward   the 
goal. 

Old  Satan  was  angry,  he  roared  like  a  lion, 
Laid  plots  for  his  fall  day  by  day; 

An  indifferent  spirit  found  room  in  his 
heart, 
He  neglected  to  read  and  to  pray. 

"Up!  follow  me  on,"  said  the  still,  small 


voice, 
"I  lead  in  the  way  that  is  right." 
But  he  hardened  his  heart     and  said   to 

Him,  "Nay," 
And  closed  his  eyes  to  the  light. 

All  pleadings  and  warnings  then  fell  on 
deaf  ears, 
The  Spirit,  in  grief,  took  its  flight, 
And  ere  long  the  one  who  had  hardened 
his  heart 
Awaked  to  his  terrible  plight. 

The  horrors  of  hell  seized  him  then, 
His  Savior,  he  could  not  behold; 

He  wailed  and  he  cried  and  had  rather 
have  died 
For  the  light  had  gone  out  in  his  soul. 

As  a  branch  that  is  severed,  he  withered 
away, 
In  darkness  like  midnight  he  groped, 
He  longed  for  the  Savior  to  hear  when  he 
prayed, 
But  alas!  he  had  lost  every  hope. 

Oh,  Christian,     keep    valiantly     pressing 
along, 
Let  Jesus  your  spirit  control; 
Keep  close  to  Him,     heeding  His  every 
command 
Lest  the  light  go  out  in  your  soul. 

Hurry!  Hurry! 

Oh,  hurry!  Hurry!  Friend,  forsake 
The  selfish  way  that  sin  does  take — 

Save  thou  a  soul  in  need. 
Oh,  lift  on  high  the  Christian  sign; 
Do  thou  the  deed  that  is  divine — 

Lo,  Jesus  will  thee  lead. 

Go  thou  where  sorrow  fills  the  soul 
And  help  a  friend  perceive  the  goal 

Where  Jesus  is  the  light. 
Oh,  hear  ye  not  the  people  cry 
In  fear  that  they  in  sin  will  die 

And  never  know  God's  might? 

When'er  a  son  is  called  of  Christ, 
He's  called  to  live  in  sacrifice, 

To  serve  in  ministry. 
The  brokenhearted  He  will  bless 
And  He  will  help  the  world's  distress; 

God's  glory  man  shall  see! 

— Charles  N.  Hodge,  Shelby ville,  Tenn. 

Mrs.  J.  D.  Clayton 

Greenville,  S.  C,  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 
John  Guy  Eubanks,  W.  Durham,  N.  C. 
Miss  Lois  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Miss  Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 

Truth  can  never  defend  us  while  we  are 
being  operated  and  controlled  by  error. 


June,  1940 


rPage  27] 


6*9* 


£&©|t 


=\QZ® 


^he  dinners  Wage 


Her  Last  Drink  From  the  Old  Well 

Pastor  Bona  Fleming 

A  young  lady,  just  as  intelligent  as 
any  young  lady,  went  to  a  revival  meet- 
ing. Great  conviction  was  in  the  meet- 
ing and  Christians  were  being  revived. 
The  power  of  God  struck  this  young 
girl,  and  she  took  her  handkerchief  and 
wiped  the  tears  away.  Her  father,  a 
wealthy  farmer,  stood  on  the  outside. 
Looking  across  the  tent  he  remarked  to 
a  friend,  "If  my  daughter  goes  to  that 
altar,  I  will  wade  in  blood  to  my  neck 
to  take  her  out  of  there."  But  a  young 
man  was  standing  by  her  side  and  she 
did  not  go  that  night. 

The  father  got  into  his  machine  and 
drove  home  and  the  young  man  took 
the  young  lady  home  in  a  buggy.  "When 
she  got  inside  she  saw  him — a  big,  240- 
pound  father — walking  the  floor  and 
she  knew  that  something  was  wrong.  She 
said,  "Papa,  what  is  the  matter  with  you? 
Why  are  you  not  in  bed?"  He  answered, 
"I  have  stayed  up  to  give  you  your  or- 
ders." She  said,  "Papa,  what  in  the  world 
have  I  done?"  He  replied,  "I  looked  across 
that  tent  tonight  and  I  saw  you  weeping, 
saw  you  have  your  handkerchief  up  to 
your  eyes.  May,  if  you  go  to  that  mourn- 
ers' bench  I  will  wade  through  blood  to 
my  neck  to  take  you  out  of  there;  and, 
when  I  get  home,  I  will  wear  out  a  hick- 
ory over  your  back."  He  put  it  down 
so  strong  that  she  knew  he  meant  what 
he  said.  She  began  to  weep  and  went  to 
her  room,  and  there  in  the  darkness  she 


settled  it  that  she  would  not  go  with 
God. 

She  was  a  beautiful  girl,  between  nine- 
teen and  twenty  years  of  age.  She  closed 
her  fists  and  said,  "O  God,  I  will  never 
seek  Thee!  O  God,  take  this  feeling  away 
from  me!  O  God,  lighten  my  heart!  I 
do  not  want  to  feel  this  way!  Lord  I  will 
never  seek  Thee!  I  will  never  go  to  that 
altar!  Take  this  burden  away  from  my 
heart!"  God  heard  her  prayer.  The  Holy 
Spirit  left  her,  and  her  conviction  was 
gone.  She  went  to  bed  and  went  to  sleep. 

Because  you  can  go  to  bed  and  go  to 
sleep  do  not  think  you  are  saved.  Many 
people  go  to  bed  and  go  to  sleep  to 
whom  God  will  never  speak  again. 

The  next  morning  this  young  woman 
went  to  school,  and  came  back  and  went 
to  the  service  that  night.  Her  father 
stood  in  the  same  place  as  the  night  be- 
fore, and  kept  his  eye  upon  her.  When 
the  altar  call  was  given,  he  looked  across 
and  saw  her  standing  with  a  young  man, 
laughing.  He  took  his  neighbor  by  the 
arm  and  said,  "Look  at  my  daughter.  I 
conquered  her  last  night  before  I  went 
to  bed.  She  will  never  go  to  that  altar." 
So  this  girl  laughed  and  giggled  while 
other   folks   went   and   got  saved. 

But  listen!  The  meeting  closed  on  Sun- 
day night,  and  settled  the  destiny  of  dy- 
ing men  and  women.  The  tents  were 
taken  down,  and  the  preachers  left  the 
grounds. 

On  Monday  morning  this  girl  went 
to  school  as  usual,  and  went  all  that 
week.  The  next  Monday  morning,  as 
she  started,  she  said,  "Mamma,  my  head 
is  hurting  me."  The  mother  said,  "May, 
go  on  to  school."  And  May  went,  but 
returned  in  two  or  three  hours  and  said, 
"Mamma,  my  head  is  hurting  me  so  that 
I  couldn't  stay."  She  went  to  her  room 
and  went  to  bed.  She  had  been  in  bed 
three  days  when,  on  Thursday  afternoon, 
she  sent  for  her  mother  to  come  up,  and 
said,  "Mamma,  I  am  sure  that  you  and 
papa  do  not  know  my  condition,  and  I 
want  you  to  send  for  a  doctor.  I  am  in 
an  awful  condition,  and  I  am  going  to 
die."  The  mother  was  excited,  and  said, 
"I  will,  I  will!"  She  had  the  family  phy- 
sician come  and  he  felt  her  pulse  and 
took  her  temperature.  He  touched  the 
big,  strong  father  on  the  shoulder  and 
asked  him  to  come  outside  to  the  auto- 
mobile. He  loved  the  family.  They  had 
been  kind  to  him.  He  said,  "You  have 
been  true  to  me,  and  I  must  be  true  to 
you.  You  have  called  me  too  late.  Your 
daughter   may   soon   be   in   eternity,    and 


if  you  have  anything  to  tell  her,  tell  her 
at  once.  It  is  no  use  for  me  to  tell  you 
that  I  can  help  her,  or  to  call  for  more 
doctors.  In  a  few  hours  she  will  be  gone." 

Listen!  The  neighbors  a  mile  away 
heard  that  father's  screams.  What  do  you 
suppose  was  the  first  thing  he  thought 
of?  I  know — the  night  he  conquered  his 
daughter  and  made  her  settle  with  God. 
He  left  the  automobile  and  came  in 
wringing  his  hands.  He  fell  at  her  bed- 
side and  said,  "O  May!  Seek  the  Lord. 
Give  your  heart  to  God!  Pray,  May, 
pray."  She  put  her  hand  on  his  face  and 
said,  "Papa,  please  do  not  taunt  me  with 
the  name  of  God — please  do  not  men- 
tion His  name  to  me.  My  heart  has  been 
like  a  stone  since  the  night  you  gave  me 
orders.  I  went  to  my  room,  and  I  asked 
God  to  leave  me,  and  God  took  me  at 
my  word."  Then  she  told  him  that  she 
was  conscious  that  her  doom  was  sealed, 
and  that  from  the  beginning  of  her  ill- 
ness she  knew  she  was  going  to  die.  She 
said,  "Papa,  what  time  is  it?"  He  an- 
swered, "Four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon." 
She  said,  "How  slowly  these  hours  are 
passing  by!  But,  just  think,  I  am  going 
to  a  place  where  there  will  be  no  time." 

She  said,  "Papa,  go  to  the  old  moss- 
covered  well  and  bring  me  a  fresh  drink 
of  water,  for  I  will  soon  be  in  a  place 
where  I  can  get  no  water."  He  went  and 
brought  the  water  and  put  it  to  her  lips, 
and  she  drank  it.  Her  mother  was  pray- 
ing, her  unsaved  brother  was  praying, 
and  her  two  unsaved  sisters  were  down 
on  the  floor  praying.  Oh,  I  have  heard 
the  loudest  prayers  from  sinners  pray- 
ing for  their  loved  ones,  that  I  have  ever 
heard  from  anybody's  lips.  I  have  heard 
louder  prayers  around  corpses  than  I  have 
heard  around  the  altar;  but  I  have  had 
to  rebuke  the  prayers,  and  say,  "Do  not 
mock  God  by  praying  for  your  dead 
loved   ones." 

This  dying  girl  said,  "Papa,  put  your 
arms  under  my  arms,  and  pull  me  up  in 
this  bed.  My  feet  are  in  fire.  My  feet  are 
slipping."  He  put  his  arms  beneath  hers, 
and  drew  her  up  in  the  bed.  Again  she 
said,  "Papa,  my  feet  are  slipping.  Take 
my  feet  out  of  the  fire."  He  said,  "May, 
I  have  done  all  I  can.  Your  head  is 
against  the  head  of  the  bed."  She  said, 
"Papa,  go  back  to  that  old  well  again 
and  bring  your  daughter  another  drink 
of  water."  He  started  for  the  water,  but 
before  he  got  back  his  beautiful  daugh- 
ter had   gone  into   eternity. 

Listen,  friends!  That  father  goes  to 
town  to  buy  hardware  or  groceries,  and 
he  stands  over  the  counter  like  a  maniac, 
and  the  merchant  has  to  talk  to  him  to 
find  out  what  he  wants.  He  goes  to  the 
field  to  plow,  but  he  does  not  plow.  He 
goes  to  salt  the  cattle,  but  forgets  to 
take  the  salt.  When  he  goes  to  market, 
(Continued   on   page    30) 
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I  WONDER  WHAT  A  CHURCH  IS 
LIKE  INSIDE 

She  is  known  among  her  friends,  and 
shall  be  known  in  this  article,  as  "Olive 
Day,"  though  that  is  only  her  stage 
name. 

Olive  Day  was  "born  to  trouble,  as 
the  sparks  fly  upward."  Her  mother  was 
an  actress  and  committed  suicide.  It  was 
in  Boston.  One  day  she  found  her  mother 
sitting  in  a  car  parked  at  the  curb.  She 
was  ghastly  pale.  "I've  shot  myself,"  the 
mother    gasped,    and   died. 

The  girl  followed  her  mother  into 
stage  life.  For  years  she  revelled  in  the 
world  of  mimicry,  or  mockery,  and  of 
sin.  She  married.  Her  husband  deserted 
her.  She  knew  nothing  of  holy  things, 
and  knew  little  of  the  clean  life, — nor 
did  she  care  to  know. 

She  went  to  Los  Angeles  where  all 
theatrical  people  go.  She  dropped  into 
sin — flagrant,  out-broken  sin.  She  worked 
for  a  multimillionaire  theatrical  man. 
She  became  a  procuress.  This  man  paid 
her  well  for  her  services,  as  did  others 
like  him.  Olive  Day  was  perhaps  as  far 
from  God  as  women  ever  get. 

Finally  she  was  arrested  on  a  morals 
charge.  Her  arrest  and  trial  were  for 
weeks  front-page  news.  She  was  drunk 
when  brought  to  the  county  jail, — hard- 
faced,  acid-tongued,  full  of  defiance, 
even  though  well-dressed  as  befitted  her 
station  in  the  "upper  walks"  of  sin. 

In  the  Los  Angeles  County  Jail  Olive 
Day  met,  for  probably  the  first  time  in 
her  life,  a  Christian  woman  face  to  face, 
Mrs.   S — ,   jail   chaplain   for  women. 

The  chaplain  spoke  kindly  to  the  new- 
comer, this  bitter-hearted  young  woman 
of  the  streets.  Olive  responded  with  an 
icy  stare.  The  chaplain  was  not  perturbed. 
She  was  used  to  icy  stares.  She  urged 
Olive  to  sit  up  in  front  in  the  gospel  serv- 
ice on  Sunday.  But  not  Olive!  The  seats 
farthest  away  were  good  enough  for  her. 
But  she  couldn't  help  listening,  and  the 
big,  wide,  dark  eyes  were  made  to  see 
with. 

Olive  was  tried  and  sentenced  to 
serve  a  year  in  the  Los  Angeles  County 
Jail.  Her  lawyers  appealed  her  case.  Pend- 
ing the  outcome  of  her  appeal,  she  was 
released  on  bond.  There  were  plenty  to 
go  on  her  bond.  She  was  useful  on  the 
outside.  She  owned  a  little  home  in  Hol- 
lywood, and  went  there  to  live  a  quiet, 
respectable,  though  mysterious  life,  while 
elsewhere  taking  up  her  occupation. 

Every  day,  going  from  her  home  to 
the  street  car,  Olive  passed  a  church.  A 
church!  In  her  lifetime  she  had  seen  thou- 


sands of  churches — from  the  outside! 
But  Olive  Day  had  never  been  inside  a 
church. 

She  got  to  wondering  about  the  big 
church  in  the  quiet,  refined  neighbor- 
hood of  quiet,  refined  homes.  What  did 
it  look  like,  anyway,  that  church,  on  the 
inside?  The  young  woman  became  con- 
scious of  a  vague  desire  to  see  the  inside 
of  that  beautiful  church. 

One  afternoon  she  noticed  that  the 
front  doors  were  ajar.  A  woman  was  go- 
ing in.  There  was  singing.  Olive  decided 
to  go  in.  She  had  seen  the  inside  of  jails, 
— why  not  the  inside  of  a  church?  So 
she  went  in  quietly  and  took  a  seat  where 
she  could  easily  get  out.  She  had  been 
drinking,  and  her  breath  was  not — well, 
not  just  proper  for  a  church. 

It  was  a  woman's  Bible  class.  Miss  P — 
was  the  teacher.  The  woman  of  the  un- 
derworld listened  to  the  teacher's  words, 
observing  at  the  same  time  the  women 
of  the  class.  Her  eyes  took  in  the  audi- 
torium, with  its  (to  her)  strange  fur- 
nishings; the  rays  of  the  afternoon  sun 
streamed  in  through  the  high  windows. 
It  was  another  world  to  her.  And  yet, 
somehow,  she  was  glad  she  had  come  in. 

She  went  again  and  again.  She  did  not 
know  why  she  went, — did  not  reason 
about  it;  she  just  seemed  to  want  to  go. 

Women  began  to  speak  to  her,  asking 
her  if  she  lived  near  by.  She  avoided  talk 
as  much  as  possible.  Asked  if  she  at- 
tended church,  she  replied,  "Some  times." 


What  church?  "Oh,  none  in  particular." 
The  Scriptures,  under  the  teaching  of 
Miss  P — ,  began  to  fascinate  the  new 
member.  A  Bible  was  given  to  her.  At 
first  she  did  not  know  where  Genesis 
was;  but  she  began  to  study  it.  That 
same  unaccountable  power  that  had 
drawn  her  into  the  church  building  drew 
her  to   the   Book. 

One  day  Miss  P —  was  teaching  in 
the  Book  of  Titus,  and  read,  "Not  by 
works  of  righteousness  which  we  have 
done,  but  according  to  his  mercy  he 
saved  us,  by  the  washing  of  regeneration, 
and  renewing  of  the  Holy  Ghost."  Titus 
3:5. 

One  word  in  this  verse  gripped  Olive, 
— "regeneration."  Regeneration!  Re — 
what  did  it  mean?  She  would  not  speak 
up  and  ask.  The  Bible  she  held  in  her 
hand  would  have  told  her;  but  instead, 
she  went  to  the  dictionary.  There  she 
got  definitions,  but  little  spiritual  illu- 
mination. 

The  lessons  continued.  Gradually  the 
Book  became  a  mirror,  and  it  showed  her 
herself.  The  sight  was  not  good.  She  be- 
gan to  measure  herself  with  the  women 
around  her  and  was  horrified  at  the  dif- 
ference. "If  they  only  knew!"  thought 
she.  From  every  corner  of  the  great 
church, — yes,  from  all  about  the  quiet, 
cultured,  respectable  neighborhood,  fin- 
gers of  scorn  seemed  to  be  pointing  at 
her. 

One  day,  after  the  class,  Miss  P —  ap- 
proached Olive,  reached  out  a  friendly 
hand,   and   asked  her  searchingly, 

"Do  you  believe  in  Jesus  Christ  as 
your  personal  Savior?" 

"Believe?"  The  Spirit  was  prompting 
Olive  Day,  the  sinner.  "Believe?  Why, 
■ — why,  yes,  I  believe  in  Jesus  Christ — " 

"But  do  you  accept  Him  as  your  Sav- 
ior— now?" 

And  there,  in  that  church,  Olive  Day 
met  the  conditions,  and  accepted  Jesus 
as  her  personal  Savior. 

Nearly  a  year  after  this,  the  writer, 
talking  with  Olive  in  the  attorney's  room 
in  the  women's  department  of  the  coun- 
ty jail,  asked,  "Just  what  happened  when 
you  did   that — what   took  place?" 

"It's  hard  to  explain,"  she  answered. 
"I  knew  in  an  instant  that  I  had  taken 
a  step — the  biggest  step  in  my  life — and 
that  I  would  never  go  back  to  the  old 
life;  and  I  was  glad,  oh,  so  glad!  I  felt 
a  load  roll  from  me.  I  felt  so  restful  and 
quiet.  I  knew  I  was  done  with  the  old 
life   forever!" 

Olive  went  to  the  Bible  Institute  of 
Los  Angeles.  She  had  no  money.  A  wom- 
an gave  her  ten  dollars,  with  the  promise 
of  a  dollar  a  week  for  carfare.  That  broke 
her  heart!  All  her  life  she  had  obtained 
her  money  from  men — and  despised 
them!  All  her  life  she  had  hated  women 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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father,  S  c5?ra  £ost 


Dr.  A.  E.  Hunt 


"Father,  I  am  lost."  Paul,  the  speak- 
er, was  a  fine  manly  fellow  of  sixteen. 
His  father,  startled  by  the  agitated  look 
and  the  tremulous  voice,  looked  up  quick- 

ly- 

"Lost,  my  boy,  what  do  you  mean?" 
he  said  kindly.  "We  are  not  far  from 
home,  the  car  is  at  the  curb  and  the 
chauffeur  knows  the  way.  You  must  be 
dreaming  or  perhaps  you  have  been  stud- 
ying  too   hard." 

"No,  Father,  your  suppositions  are 
both  incorrect.  I  have  felt  for  a  long 
long  time  that  I  was  lost,  but  with  your 
wealth,  amusements,  friends  and  so  much 
to  entertain  me,  I  have  sought  to  drive 
it  away,  but  it  still  persists.  I  cannot  flee 
from  the  thought  that  I  am  lost.  I  know 
my  language  may  mystify  you,  Father, 
so  I  will  make  myself  clear  and  plain.  One 
night,  when  you  and  mother  were  away 
from  home,  I  got  tired  of  waiting  so  I 
went  out  for  a  stroll.  I  had  traveled  about 
a  mile  when  I  was  attracted  by  the  sound 
of  beautiful  singing.  I  had  never  heard 
the  like  before.  Being  curious,  I  drew 
near  and  saw  that  special  evangelistic 
meetings  were  in  progress.  It  was  only 
a  large  tent,  far  different  to  the  fine 
church  we  attend,  but,  nevertheless  I 
thought  I  would  go  in  and  listen.  The 
preacher  was  just  opening  his  Bible  ere 
giving  out  his  text.  This  is  the  text,  Fa- 
ther, and  it  has  haunted  me  ever  since: 
'It  is  appointed  unto  men  once  to  die, 
but  after  this  the  judgment.'  Day  and 
night  it  has  followed  me  and  I  cannot 
evade  it.  When  it  fell  from  the  preach- 
er's lips  it  went  through  me  like  an 
electric  shock.  I  was  dazed  and  riveted 
to  the  seat.  I  forgot  the  preacher's  mes- 
sage but  the  text  has  stuck  to  me  day 
and  night,  ever  since.  I  tried  to  laugh  it 
off,  sought  to  drown  it  through  pleas- 
ure, but  its  force  has  not  abated.  I  was 
convinced  that  night  that  I  was  lost, 
burdened  with  a  load  of  sin  and  that  I 
must  meet  God.  Oh,  Father,  don't  think 
that  I  am  foolish!  This  is  more  real  to 
me  than  life  itself." 

During  Paul's  conversation  his  eyes 
were  downcast,  but  now,  looking  up  in- 
to his  father's  face,  he  saw  tears  trickling 
down. 

"Father,  what  makes  you  cry?"  he 
asked. 

"My  boy,  you  have  touched  a  tender 
spot  in  your  father's  heart.  I  had  a  god- 
ly mother  who  brought  me  up  right. 
Before  she  went  home  to  Jesus  I  was 
saved.  I  lived  for  Him  a  few  years,  helped 
His  people,  and  He  blessed  me  in  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  Alas,  Paul,  after  I  mar- 
ried I  slowly  grew  lukewarm,  read  my 
Bible  less  and  prayed  spasmodically,  got 


taken  up  with  the  world,  and  failed  to 
serve  my  Master  as  I  should.  Your  words 
have  recalled  my  sin,  but  I  know  He  will 
forgive  me  for  He  has  said  if  we  confess 
our  sins,  He  is  faithful  and  just  to  for- 
give us  our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from 
all   unrighteousness    (1   John    1:9). 

"Your  words  have  revived  me,  Paul, 
I  want  to  begin  again  to  serve  the  Mas- 
ter. First  of  all  I  will  tell  you  how  the 
Lord  saved  me.  I  was  not  saved  through 
any  person's  preaching.  It  was  my  dear 
mother's  practicing  that  led  me  to  Christ. 
She  was  no  mere  lip  professor,  Christ 
to  her  was  a  living  reality.  My  father 
died  when  I  was  a  baby,  so  all  the  cares 
of  the  household  fell  upon  my  dear  moth- 
er. Morning  and  night  she  gathered  us 
round  the  Bible,  and  then  in  prayer  she 
committed  us  to  Divine  care.  So  brought 
up  at  my  mother's  knee,  I  was  early  led 
to  see  that  I  was  a  sinner,  lost,  undone 
and  on  my  way  to  a  lost  eternity.  My 
mother  had  the  joy  of  pointing  me  to 
Christ  ere  she  died.  She  told  me  Christ 
was  God's  Lamb,  an  accepted  sacrifice, 
who  died,  was  buried,  rose  again  and  as- 
cended to  His  Father's  right  hand  a 
Prince  and  a  Savior.  As  she  quoted  those 
words  of  Christ  as  He  hung  upon  the 
Cross,  'It  is  finished,'  I  was  instantly 
saved.  I  saw  the  work  was  accomplished 
and  all  I  had  to  do  was  to  accept  Him 
and  rest  in  Him  as  my  Savior.  He  filled 
my  heart  with  all  joy  and  peace  in  be- 
lieving.   I    could    immediately    say, 

'God    will    not    payment    twice    de- 
mand, 

First  at  my  bleeding  Surety's  hand  and 
then  again  at  mine.'  " 

"Father,  I  am  saved  too,"  exclaimed 
Paul.  "As  you  were  speaking,  that  text 
came  before  me,  'Believe  on  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ,  and  thou  shalt  be  saved.' 
I  believed,  I  am  saved.  How  grand  and 
glorious  that  God's  best  Gift,  His  well 
beloved  Son,  is  ours  without  money  and 
without  price.  This  is  forever,  Dad; 
whereas  your  wealth,  fine  home  and 
servants  are  but  for  a  moment,  in  com- 
parison with  eternity.  I  feel  so  wondrous- 
ly  happy  I  could  shout  with  joy.  Let  us 
go  home  and  tell  mother,  brothers  and 
sisters  what  great  things  the  Lord  has 
done  for  us.  He  has  restored  you  and 
saved  my  soul,  and  there  is  joy  in  the 
presence  of  the  angels  of  God." 

Dear  reader,  are  you  happy?  Is  your 
joy  based  upon  the  knowledge  of  sins 
forgiven?  If  so,  it  will  last  forever.  If 
only  built  upon  the  fleeting  pleasures  of 
time,  it  will  some  day  leave  you  stranded 
high  and  dry,  a  wreck  for  eternity.  You 
can  be  saved,  but,  like  Paul,  you  must 
see  and  acknowledge  your  lost  condition. 


"The   Son  of   Man  is   come   to  seek   and 

to  save  that  which  was  lost."  Christ  said 

that  He  came  not  to  call  the  righteous 

but   sinners   to  repentance.   Say  to  Him, 

"Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 

But  that  Thy  Blood  was  shed  for  me, 

And  that  Thou  bidst  me  come  to  Thee, 

Oh,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  come!" 

—Faithful  Words. 

I  Wonder  What  a  Church  Is  Like 
Inside 

(Continued   from   page   28) 

— pure  women;  and  here,  a  pure  woman 
had  given  her  some  money!  It  broke  her 
heart. 

Once  the  Christian  woman  forgot  the 
dollar  for  carfare.  Olive  did  not  want 
to  ask  her,  so  she  prayed,  and  the  woman 
gave  her  four  dollars  for  a  month.  Olive 
was  learning  to  talk  to  God  about  every- 
thing! 

Her  appeal  from  her  sentence  was  de- 
nied, after  a  long  wait.  Realizing  this 
possibility,  Olive  had  prayed  that  she 
might  be  permitted  to  finish  her  semes- 
ter at  the  institute  before  going  back 
to  jail  to  finish  her  sentence.  God  an- 
swered her  prayer.  The  remittitur  from 
the  Superior  Court  in  Sacramento  ar- 
rived, but  for  some  unaccountable  reason 
she  was  not  apprised  of  it.  The  semes- 
ter finished,  she  went  to  the  county  jail 
to  begin  serving  her  sentence.  The  of- 
ficers were  puzzled.  The  remittitur  had 
disappeared.   Strange! 

So  Olive  Day,  the  prisoner  (who  had, 
in  the  meantime  become  a  prisoner  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  Christ),  had  almost  lit- 
erally to  break  into  jail  to  "do  her  time." 
It  took  her  about  two  hours  to  get  back 
in. 

Books  are  not  allowed  in  prison  cells, 
except  by  special  permission;  but  Olive 
took  her  Bible  with  her.  She  studied  it 
with  an  eye  to  finishing  her  Bible  course. 
She  gathered  a   class  of  girls  about  her. 

Olive  plans,  if  it  is  God's  will,  and  af- 
ter finishing  her  training,  to  give  her 
life  to  service  among  fallen  girls  and 
women.  By  nature  she  is  a  woman  of 
strong  force  of  character  and  attractive 
personality,  and  with  real  ability.  She 
has  every  indication  of  being  a  "chosen 
vessel"  of  the  Lord — William  A.  Corey 
in  The  Church  Herald  and  Holiness 
Banner. 

A  falsehood  always  has  a  double  effect. 
It  misrepresents  and  deceives  the  one  to 
whom  it  is  told  and  it  breaks  down  the 
character  of  the  one  who  tells  it.  We  need 
to  recognize  that  even  a  so-called  "white 
lie"  aligns  us  on  the  side  of  Satan  and  op- 
posed to  God.  The  Bible  tells  us  that 
Satan  is  a  liar  and  the  father  of  lies,  John 
8:44,  while  the  Lord  Jesus  says  of  Him- 
self, "I  am   .   .   .   truth,"  John    14:6. 
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Children's  Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from   page  4) 
ever  the  gospel  should  be  preached  in  the 
whole  world  this  deed  should  be  told  for 
a  memorial  for  her. 

Questions: 
Who  gave  a  supper  for  Jesus?  Simon, 
the  leper.  What  took  place?  Mary 
anointed  Jesus.  Who  complained  of  this? 
Judas.  What  did  he  say?  It  ought  to  have 
been  sold  and  given  to  the  poor. 

Father's  Day  Story 

(Continued    from    page    10) 
personal  Savior.  Is  there  yet  no  encour- 
agement for  us?" 

"None,  whatever,"  she  sighed.  "Even 
though  I  believed  as  you  do,  my  heart  is 
too  hard  to  be  touched.  My  emotions — 
at  least  the  ones  that  play  such  an  im- 
portant part  in  religion — are  dead.  For 
five  years  I  have  not  shed  a  tear — not 
even  over  the  death  of  Rodney,  my  only 
brother.  Of  course,  it  is  human  to  miss 
him,  but  I  feel  that  he  was  no  more  than 
any  other  animal.  Both  will  enrich  the 
soil  through  which  vegetation  will 
spring." 

"But  your  brother  is  not  dead,"  Royal 
Clinton  corrected.  "He  is  as  much  alive 
as  he  ever  was." 

"I  wish  I  could  believe  that,"  she  ad- 
mitted for  the  first  time  in  six  years. 
"Rod  was  a  dear,  so  like  Dad." 

Her  father's  condition  was  much  im- 
proved the  day  following;  and  in  the  eve- 
ning, accompanied  by  Professor  Wycliff, 
she  attended  the  club's  weekly  dance.  But 
it  was  an  unpleasant  evening.  Indelibly 
stamped  upon  her  memory  were  three 
short  sentences,  spoken  by  the  Rev.  Clin- 
ton. "No  man  can  measure  the  scope  of 
his  influence,"  he  had  said.  And,  "Your 
father  has  stood  in  the  breach  between 
you  and  a  just  God  as  long  as  his  physical 
strength  will  allow."  Then,  "Your  broth- 
er is  not  dead." 

"If  the  soul  is  immortal,"  she  reasoned 
reluctantly,  "what  has  my  influence  done 
to  Rodney?  Where  is  he  now?  And  these 
young  people  over  whom  I  have  such  a 
tremendous  influence,  what  will  become 
of  them?"  Suddenly,  she  felt  a  desire  to 
weep;  but  the  fountain  of  her  tears  was 
dry.  She,  a  university  teacher,  had  not 
only  ridiculed  religion,  but  had  so  bitter- 
ly denounced  the  Bible,  that  they  had 
eventually  accepted  her  views. 

She  came  home  early  and  went  directly 
to  her  father's  room.  "Dad,"  she  said 
slowly,  "for  the  first  time  in  my  life  I 
realize  you  have  done  your  best  for  me. 
Your  love  has  followed  me — " 

He  reached  up  and  took  her  cool,  slen- 
der hand  in  both  his  own.  "And  it  will 
follow  you,  daughter,  into  the  bottom- 
less pit  if  you  send  yourself  there,"  he 
said  with  deep  tenderness  and  compas- 
sion. She  turned  and  walked  away  from 


the  bed — too  much  was  at  stake  to  risk 
standing  there. 

She  met  the  club  at  noon  the  next  day, 
determined  to  relieve  her  troubled  mind 
by  plunging  deeper  into  atheism.  But 
their  revelry  only  mocked  her  tortured 
soul;  and  long  after  they  had  gone  she 
sat  at  her  desk,  struggling  for  self-con- 
trol. 

Abruptly,  she  leaned  forward  and  bur- 
ied her  face  in  the  palms  of  her  hands, 
while  from  her  unwilling  lips  were  wrung 
the  minister's  words,  "No  man  can  meas- 
ure the  scope  of  his  influence."  For  an 
instant  she  felt  that,  for  herself,  she  de- 
served the  severest  punishment;  but  these 
— .  She  choked  back  a  groan  and  rose 
from  the  desk — no  use  to  quit  now!  All 
her  life  she  had  questioned  the  existence 
of  a  Supreme  Being.  Then  why  throw 
away  all  the  proof  she  had  collected,  that 
none  exists,  merely  because  her  emotions 
had  been  unduly  aroused. 

She  met  her  afternoon  classes  as  usual, 
then  went  home  and  straight  to  her  fath- 
er's bed.  As  she  stood  there  silently  look- 
ing down  at  him,  she  suddenly  and  quite 
unexpectedly  seemed  to  see  his  stricken 
form  standing  between  her  and  her  Cre- 
ator. Her  face  blanched.  Her  mother 
sobbed  aloud,  and  the  Rev.  Clinton  rested 
his  elbows  on  his  knees  and  buried  his 
head  in  his  hands. 

They  waited.  And  then,  as  plainly  as 
Paul  had  seen  the  Supernatural  light  on 
his  way  to  Damascus,  Louise  saw  her- 
self stripped  of  self-righteousness  and 
atheism,  helpless  and  sinking  in  despair. 

"My  God!"  she  cried,  dropping  to  her 
knees.  "I've  sinned  in  that  I  have,  not 
only  denied  Thy  existence,  but  I've  de- 
stroyed the  faith  of  others!" 

The  struggle  was  fierce,  her  forgive- 
ness hinging  upon  her  willingness  to  re- 
nounce, before  the  club,  her  atheism  and 
to  undo,  as  far  as  possible,  the  wrongs 
she  had  done. 

Finally,  she  raised  a  tear-stained  face. 
"Dad,"  she  choked,  "I  deserve  to  be  lost, 
but — ." 

With  a  quiet,  touching  prayer  of 
thanksgiving,  Mr.  McKey  laid  his  long, 
trembling  fingers  affectionately  on  her 
brown  head — at  last  she  had  been  awak- 
ened!"— The  Yoitng  People's  Journal. 


The  Little  Evangelist 

(Continued  from  page    5) 
Canton. 

So  on  and  on  Kwie  Hiang  went  that 
summer  afternoon,  and  when  her  almost 
frantic  father  found  her  at  last,  she  was 
tired  from  her  labors,  but  her  little  face 
was  radiant,  as  she  said,  "Father,  I've 
tried  to  tell  them  all  I  know  about  Jesus, 
and  I  do  hope  they'll  go  to  heaven  when 
they  die.  Take  me  home  now  but  I'll 
come  out  another  day  and  tell  others." — 
The  Wesleyan  Methodist. 


The  Lighted  Pathway 

A  Father's  Influence 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
"Then  you   think  I  did   right,  girlie?" 
he  was  saying.  "I  did  wish  for  more  of  ev- 
erything for  your  sake,  but  you  will  not 
mind  much,  dear,  if  we  cannot  begin  as  ' 
your  father  and  mother  began?" 

She  shivered  slightly,  as  if  the  memory 
of  her  own  home  hurt  her,  with  all  its 
wealth  and  fashion  and  social  blare.  Then 
as  she  filled  his  arms  with  roses  she  an- 
swered, "I  shall  not  mind  at  all.  I  would 
not  have  you  do  otherwise  for  all  the 
world,  John." — Western  Recorder. 

Her  Last  Drink  From  the  Old  Well 

(Continued   from   page   27) 

he  stands  there  and  does  not  know  what 
he  wants.  Everyone  who  knows  the  sto- 
ry knows  what's  the  matter  with  that 
father;  they  know  what  is  on  his  brain. 

May  this  be  a  warning  to  parents  not 
to  obstruct  the  way  of  their  children, 
and  keep  them  from  this  free  salvation 
that  was  purchased  for  us  by  the  death 
on  the  cruel  cross  of  Calvary,  which 
prepares  us   for  heaven. 

"Be  not  deceived;  God  is  not  mocked: 
for  whatsoever  a  man  soweth,  that  shall 
he   also  reap."   Gal.    6:7. 

"He,  that  being  often  reproved,  har- 
deneth  his  neck,  shall  suddenly  be  des- 
troyed, and  that  without  remedy."  Prov. 
28:1. 

The  Straight  Tree 

Look  about  you  and  you  will  see  that 
trees,  as  a  rule,  grow  straight.  They  do 
this  because  it  is  the  best  way  for  them  to 
grow.  The  straight  tree  can  throw  its 
limbs  out  on  all  sides.  This  helps  its 
leaves  to  get  more  sunshine.  When  its 
limbs  are  thrown  out  in  this  way,  they 
help  to  balance  the  tree  and  keep  it  up- 
right. The  roots  are  better  able  to  keep  it 
in  position   too,  if  it   stands  straight. 

Boys  and  girls  are  like  trees  too.  God 
intended  them  to  grow  upright.  When 
they  grow  according  to  His  plan  for 
them,  they  really  grow  the  best.  While 
they  are  developing  roots  that  will  help 
to  keep  them  upright  through  the  years, 
they  are  throwing  out  branches  which 
will  help  to  steady  and  balance  them 
when  storms  blow.  They  are  in  a  position 
to  get  the  best.  It  may  be  hard  soma- 
times  for  them  to  stand  against  things 
that  try  to  make  them  grow  crooked, 
but  it  always  pays. — Dew  Drops. 

Those  who  are  nearest  God  may  be 
having  the  hardest  fight  and  the  most 
fiery  trials  and  the  greatest  temptation 
and  the  greatest  opposition,  but  they  hold 
their  position  by  letting  none  of  these 
things  move  them. 

No  one  is  so  strong  as  he  who  bears  his 
cross. 


June,  1940 


[Page  31] 


The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
Viola  DeFino  of  Adah,  Pa.,  remembers 
her  dad  as  a  pal: 

He  was  not  only  a  good  father  but  the 
truest  friend  and  best  pal  I  ever  had.  I 
shall  never  forget  those  happy  hours  we 
spent  together  reading  and  studying  the 
Word  of  God.  Nothing  I  can  say  or  do 
will  pay  just  tribute  to  him  whose  roses 
of  life  have  left  a  fragrance  that  beauti- 
fies the  memory  of  all  those  with  whom 
he  came  in  contact. 


Willie  T.  Welch's  father  still  lives: 
My  dad  is  not  dead!  He  will  never  die, 
for  he  bade  this  world  good-by  to  enter 
into  life.  Bidding  us  live  for  Christ,  he 
said,  "I'm  ready  to  go.  Never  in  my 
life  was  I  so  close  to  God  as  tonight!"  He 
had  received  the  Holy  Ghost  five  weeks 
before  but  had  been  a  Christian  for  sev- 
eral years.  I  reiterate,  he  isn't  dead — he 
only  moved  from  earth  to  heaven. 


Mrs.  W.  H.  Creasman,  Black  Moun- 
tain, N.  C,  says  her  father  taught  her  to 
pray: 

Although  my  father  went  to  be  with 
Jesus  when  I  was  only  fourteen  years  of 
age,  I  can  remember  how  he  and  mother 
would  call  us  together  and  pray,  night 
and  morning,  and  ask  that  we  be  an  un- 
broken family  in  heaven. 

There  were  three  girls  and  three  boys  m 
our  family.  Two  of  the  girls  and  one  boy 
are  saved,  sanctified,  filled  with  the  Holy 
Ghost  and  members  of  the  Church  of 
God.  I  believe  if  father  were  living  he 
would  say,  "My  prayers  are  being  an- 
swered." 

I  can  not  say  enough  about  my  father. 
I  loved  him  so  much  and  how  I  thank 
him  and  mother  for  the  way  they  taught 
us,  for  it  has  helped  me  to  know  how  to 
deal  with  my  own  dear  children.  If  we 
had  more  good  fathers  and  mothers  to 
bring  their  children  up  right  this  world 
would  not  be  so  sinful. 

I  am  thankful  that  father  taught  me 
to  pray  when  but  a  child. 

Margaret  Lewis  says: 

It  is  with  deep  sadness  that  I  think  of 
Father's  Day  this  year.  Just  a  few  short 
months  ago  and  the  family  circle  was 
complete,  but  tonight  it  is  broken. 

As  I  think  of  dear  old  dad,  I  think  of 
a  man  who  lived  for  his  home.  He  lived 
to  please  and  make  us  happy.  There  never 
was  a  more  faithful  father  or  friend.  That 
place  that  is  vacant  today  can  never  be 
filled.  Others  may  be  kind,  others  may 
love  and  be  loved,  but  dad  had  a  place  in 
the  heart  that  no  mortal  can  ever  fill. 

MOTHER,  DAD  AND  ME 

Once  our  home  was  happy, 

As  happy  as  it  could  be; 

As  around  the  home  fires  we'd  gather, 


just  mother  and  daddy  and  me. 

We  spent  our  evenings  together, 
We  were  light-hearted  and  free; 
As  we  sat  and  chatted  together, 
Just  mother  and  daddy  and  me. 

Today  one  place  is  vacant, 
His  face  we  do  not  see; 
Today  an  ache  is  in  the  heart 
Of  my  dear  mother  and  me. 

Our  home  will  never  be  the  same 
As  the  years  roll  slowly  on, 
For  there's  that  lonely  feeling 
Since  my  dear  dad  has  gone. 

O  God,  grant  that  one  day  in  heaven 
When  Jesus  our  Savior  we  see, 
Oh  may  we  again  be  together, 
Dear  mother  and  daddy  and  me. 

Trust  God  Through  Trials 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
— "God  is  faithful."  There  is  no  change 
in  Him. 

Those  who  truly  know  Jesus,  as  we 
are  told  in  John  10:14,  know  the  Shep- 
herd's voice,  saying,  "It  is  I;  be  not 
afraid."  There  is  no  fear  when  we  realize 
His  presence.  He  meets  every  need  and 
is  all  in  all  to  His  children. — Gospel  Her- 
ald. 

Under  Whose  Wings 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

these  same  verses  from  Rose,  and  through 
his  stupid  senses  these  same  verses  would 
reach  him  quicker  than  any  she  might 
quote   which  he  had   never  heard. 

"Come,  Rose,  say  some  verses  for  your 
father,"  she  said  softly,  after  an  instant 
of    desperate    prayer. 

Somehow  underneath  all  she  realized 
that  this  man  really  loved  his  little  fam- 
ily and  was  probably  good  to  them  when 
not   tempted  by  drink. 

Rose  stood  out  in  the  center  of  the 
floor  and  began  to  repeat  verse  after 
verse  of  Scripture,  and  the  man  listened 
fascinated.  She  hoped  this  would  make 
him  quiet  and  sleepy,  but  instead  he 
seemed  to  get  entirely  over  his  drunken- 
ness and  asked  her  a  number  of  really 
intelligent  questions.  He  seemed  to  de- 
sire to  treat  her  courteously,  at  times, 
but  he  had  the  quick,  passionate  temper 
of  his  race,  and  between  the  influence 
of  drink  and  his  Catholic  prejudices  she 
knew  he  was  not  a  man  to  be  trifled  with 
under  the  circumstances. 

It  was  getting  late  and  she  really  must 
go.  She  was  beginning  to  hope  that  he 
was  now  friendly  enough  to  permit  Rose 
to  go  with  her,  when  to  her  horror  and 
dismay  he  walked  over  to  the  darkest 
corner  of  the  room  and,  after  trying  to 
hide  it  from  her,  drew  out  a  flask  from 
his  pocket  and  took  another  long  drink. 
Throwing  the  bottle  down  on  the 
floor,   he   came   towards   her.      His   eyes 


seemed   fiery,   and  his  whole   face  like  a 
fiend. 

"Now,   my   pretty,   I'm   a-gonna   kiss 
you." 

The  girl's  face  went  deathly  white; 
the  room  seemed  to  go  black  and  whirl 
around  her.  She  gripped  herself  with  all 
her  will  power.  Oh,  she  dared  not  faint! 
"God,  help  me,"  she  prayed,  "and  help 
me    quick!" 

There  was  a  quick  footfall  outside 
the  door,  and  without  so  much  as  knock- 
ing, the  door  was  flung  open  and  a  tall 
man  stood  there.  Betty's  last  ounce  of 
endurance  seemed  to  have  fled,  but  she 
sensed  another  presence  in  the  room  and, 
turning  her  vision  away  from  the  awful 
face  of  her  tormentor,  she  turned  and 
stood  face  to  face  with  David  Moffat. 
"Oh,"  she  breathed,  "God  sent  you," 
and  would  have  fallen  to  the  floor  had 
he  not  caught  her  in  one  strong  arm, 
while  with  the  other  he  gripped  the  as- 
tonished Vitori  by  the  collar  and  shook 
him  as  a  terrier  might  a  rat. 

Releasing  the  man,  who  sheepishly  sank 
into  a  chair  and  offered  no  further  re- 
sistance, he  turned  to  the  girl. 

"Have  you  all  your  things?"  he  asked. 
She  nodded.  With  scarcely  a  word  he 
led  her  through  the  semi-darkness,  guid- 
ing her  with  a  protecting  arm  about  her 
until  they  reached  the  main  street,  where 
he  helped  her  on  a  trolley,  and  following, 
seated  himself  beside  her. 

Had  she  not  been  so  unnerved  by  the 
events  of  the  past  few  hours  she  would 
have  enjoyed  more  than  she  did  the  nov- 
elty of  her  position.  The  unapproachable 
David  Moffat  had  come  to  her  rescue 
and    was    taking    her    home. 

Regaining  her  composure  somewhat, 
she  asked  him  how  he  had  happened  to 
find  her.  He  replied  very  shortly  that  he 
had  seen  her  go  out  with  the  Vitori  girl 
and  when  her  place  was  empty  at  sup- 
per he  thought  he  had  better  look  her 
up. 

"I  did  not  get  there  too  soon,  did  I?" 
he  grinned  almost  boyishly.  Then  he 
seemed  suddenly  to  recall  himself,  and 
drew  back  into  his  shell  of  unfriendli- 
ness and  said  hardly  another  word  all  the 
way  home. 

Once  he  said,  almost  sternly,  "What 
made  you  do  it,  Miss  Everett,  when  you 
knew  it  was   against   the  rules?" 

"I  could  not  resist  the  child  when  she 
begged   me   to  come,"  Betty  answered. 

Another  long  silence.  The  girl  gave 
a  little  sidewise  glance  at  the  man  be- 
side her,  looking  so  stern  and  forbidding 
as  he  gazed  straight  ahead,  and  she 
thought  with  a  sigh  of  Charlie  Bowen. 
How  Charlie  would  have  gloried  in  the 
chance  for  such  a  rescue  as  this  young 
giant  beside  her  had  made  that  night. 
How  differently  he  would  have  treated 
her  on  the  way  home.  She  could  imagine 
his  tender  solicitous  care,  scarcely  taking 
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his  eyes  off  of  her.  But  this  man  made 
her  feel  like  a  naughty  child  that  ought 
to  be  punished.  What  was  the  matter 
with   him? 

As  they  were  nearly  home  she  tried 
once  more  to  talk  to  him. 

"I  am  afraid  poor  Mrs.  Vitori  is  go- 
ing to  die,"  she  said  in  a  soft,  sad  little 
voice. 

The  man  scarcely  turned  his  face  to- 
wards her,  but  responded  with  unex- 
pected  gentleness,   "Poor  little   Rose." 

Encouraged  by  his  tone  more  than  by 
his  words,  she  ventured  again. 

"But  if  she  does  die,  she  is  a  real 
Christian,  and  I  am  glad  of  that." 

At  this  he  looked  toward  her  with 
deep  interest.  "Did  you  get  her  to  see  the 
light,   and  believe?" 

"Yes,  I  think  she  does,  and  she  repeats 
over  and  over,  'The  blood  of  Jesus  Christ 
his  Son  cleanseth  us  from  all  sin.'  It  was 
hard  for  her  to  break  through  her  prej- 
udices, and  that  was  what  made  her 
husband  so  angry.  But  I  believe  she  is 
a  truly  saved  soul." 

He  turned  again  and  for  a  moment 
there  was  a  soft  glow  in  his  eyes  and 
one  of  his  rare  smiles  lighted  all  his  face 
as  he  answered  in  a  deep  low  voice  full 
of  feeling,  "That  was  fine  work,  Miss 
Everett." 

But  the  cloud  or  mask  settled  down 
on  his  face  then  and  did  not  lift  again. 
He  did  not  even  offer  to  shake  hands 
on  leaving  her,  but  lifted  his  hat  and 
murmured  a  quick  "Good  night,"  and 
was   gone. 

LIGHT  AND  SHADOWS 

But  Mrs.  Vitori  did  not  die.  It  was 
several  weeks  after  Betty's  visit  before 
Rose  came  back  to  the  little  mission  Sun- 
day School,  and  then  one  happy  day  she 
proudly  led  into  the  room  her  thin, 
frail-looking   mother. 

"Miss  Ev'rett,"  Rose  came  up  with  an 
important  air,  "my  pop  he  said  he  would 
'pologize  if  you  come  to  see  us  again.  I 
told  him  how  awful  he  had  acted, — after 
the  drink  was  out  of  him.  An',  Miss 
Ev'rett,  he's  really  sorry,  he  is." 

Betty  smiled  and  patted  the  child's 
curly  head.  She  did  not  put  much  con- 
fidence in  that  man's  repentance  nor  his 
apologies.  But  when  a  few  weeks  later  he 
came  to  the  evening  evangelistic  meet- 
ing and  when  the  invitation  was  given 
to  accept  Christ  he  came  forward  and 
knelt  with  the  others,  her  heart  re- 
proached her  that  she  had  been  so  slow 
to  believe  that  this  man  might  also  be 
saved  through  the  power  of  God's  Word. 

Some  months  later  she  visited  the  Vi- 
tori home  again,  now  in  another  place, 
and  so  vastly  different.  The  husband 
and  father  had  given  up  drink  and  s&- 
cured  a  good  position.  Rose  and  her 
mother  were  neatly  dressed,  and  the 
home  was  comfortable  and  really  pretty, 


and  the  humble  but  happy  family  could 
not  do  enough  to  show  their  gratitude 
to  the  friend  who  had  brought  them 
Christ  who  had  changed  all  for  them. 

Very  shortly  after  his  timely  rescue 
of  Betty  Everett,  David  Moffat  had  re- 
signed from  his  class,  and  in  spite  of 
protests  of  his  friends  had  given  up  work 
in  that  mission  and  gone  to  another  in 
a  foreign  settlement  where  many  differ- 
ent nationalities  attended.  He  said  it 
would  help  him  in  his  language  study 
later  to  have  this  contact  with  many 
different  tongues. 

Betty  was  surprised  and  provoked  at 
her  own  feeling  of  disappointment  when 
the  tall  Scotchman  left  the  little  mission 
group,  but  not  for  the  world  would  she 
have  had  anyone  know  this.  There  seemed 
to  be  so  much  to  him,  some  unusual 
depth,  she  did  not  know  what  it  was  ex- 
actly that  attracted  her  to  him, — she  on- 
ly knew  that  here  was  one  man  she  would 
like  to  know  a  little  better  but  who  ab- 
solutely  refused   her   that   privilege. 

The  summer  vacation  had  come,  and 
she  was  on  her  way  home.  Her  thoughts 
were  still  with  Charlie.  She  had  written 
him  once  or  twice  a  postcard,  and  once 
when  he  was  away  on  a  trip  he  had  sent 
her  a  card.  But  that  was  all. 

Her  parents  welcomed  her  most  lov- 
ingly, and  her  father  particularly  seemed 
delighted  beyond  words  that  she  was 
seemingly  so  happy  and  contented.  He 
was  rather  dismayed  for  a  moment  when 
she  expressed  her  intention  in  a  matter- 
of-fact  way  of  going  back  to  school  in 
the  fall.  He  thought  one  year  of  this 
change  would  be  enough  to  satisfy  her. 
He  wanted  to  know  if  she  did  not  want 
a  trip  to  Europe. 

The  Everett  household  kept  open 
house  for  several  weeks  after  her  return. 
Somehow  she  half  looked  for  some  word 
from  Charlie.  But  he  knew  that  only 
his  stubborn  will  and  his  determination 
not  to  accept  or  confess  Christ  was  all 
that  stood  between  them,  and  whenever 
he  changed  in  that  particular  she  would 
welcome  him  back.  But  no  word  came, 
and   no   Charlie. 

She  had  been  home  for  nearly  a  month, 
and  curiously  enough  they  had  never 
met,  when  one  morning  early  the  news 
spread  like  wildfire  that  Charlie  Bowen 
had  been  terribly  injured  in  an  automo- 
bile accident.  He  had  taken  a  friend  of 
the  family  home  quite  a  distance  in  his 
car,  and  then  instead  of  staying  all  night 
as  he  had  first  intended,  he  decided  to 
come  home   that  night. 

About  midnight  or  later,  in  a  steep  and 
narrow  road,  he  heard  coming  toward  him 
at  terrific  speed  a  car  full  of  young  peo- 
ple returning  from  a  dance.  Some  of 
them  had  been  drinking,  and  their  driv- 
ing  was   reckless.    Charlie   slowed   down, 


pulled  off  to  the  side  of  the  road  and 
sounded  his  horn  in  an  effort  to  warn 
them  of  the  danger  they  were  in  at  this 
narrow  curve.  But,  laughing  and  sing- 
ing, they  came  on,  and  just  before  reach- 
ing the  spot  where  Charlie's  car  stood 
the  driver  seemed  to  lose  control  and  the 
heavy  touring  car  crashed  into  his  light- 
er one,  completely  wrecking  it  as  it  fell 
down   a   slight   embankment. 

The  shrill  screams  of  the  girls  and  the 
sound  of  the  accident  attracted  the  at- 
tention of  a  man  in  a  near-by  home,  who 
came  running.  The  large  car  seemed  not 
to  have  been  damaged  greatly,  and  the 
party,  sobered  somewhat  hastily,  pulled 
their  car  back  to  the  road  and  sped  away, 
in  spite  of  the  shouts  of  several  persons 
attracted  by  the  crash. 

Charlie,  badly  cut  and  injured,  was 
tenderly  lifted  from  the  wreckage  and 
rushed  to  his  home  at  his  own  request. 
The  best  medical  skill  was  sought,  and 
by  morning  he  was  fully  conscious  and 
it  was  said  there  were  hopes  for  his  recov- 
ery. He  was  able  to  give  an  account  of 
the  accident,  and  learned  that  the  driver 
of  the  car  had  been  arrested. 

The  news  was  a  shock  to  Betty.  She 
longed  to  go  to  him,  but  dared  not.  Late 
in  the  afternoon  she  was  called  to  the 
telephone. 

"This  is  Mrs.  Bowen."  The  voice  shook 
with  weeping.  "Will  you  come  to  Charlie, 
please?  He  has  asked  for  you  several 
times  today,  and  begs  that  you  will  come 
to  him  just  this  once.  Will  you,  Betty?" 

"Certainly  I  will  come,  Mrs.  Bowen. 
How  is   Charlie?" 

"I  really  do  not  know.  He  is  terribly 
crushed,  and  injured  internally.  The  doc- 
tor thinks  with  his  strong  constitution 
he  will  pull  through,  but  oh,  I  am  nearly 
crazy  with  anxiety.  Sometimes  he  is 
slightly  unconcious,  but  most  of  the 
time  he  seems  just  his  usual  self,  and  so 
patient  and  kind,  always  trying  to  keep 
me  from  worrying.  Oh,  what  shall  I  do 
if  he  is  taken  from  me?"  And  she  broke 
down   weeping   again. 

The  girl  tried  to  comfort,  but  her  own 
voice  was  shaking  and  she  only  said, 
chokingly,  "I  will  be  there  as  soon  as  I 
can." 

She  was  thankful  her  father  was  home 
that  afternoon,  and  he  insisted  on  going 
with  her.  At  first  he  begged  her  not  to 
go,  thinking  the  shock  and  strain  upon 
her  would  be  too  great,  but  he  saw  she 
was  determined  to  go,  so  prepared  to  ac- 
company her. 

When  she  reached  the  house  a  nurse 
and  doctor  met  her  and  a  relative  of  the 
family.  The  mother  had  purposely  and 
very  wisely  kept  out  of  sight,  as  she  did 
not  want  the  girl  to  break  down  before 
going  into  the  room  where  the  sick  man 
lay. 

The  doctor  and  the  nurse  looked  her 
over  very  carefully,  as  though  appraising 
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her  strength  for  the  ordeal,  not  for  her 
sake  but  that  of  their  patient. 

"Can  you  keep  perfectly  calm,  Miss 
Everett?  You  know  you  must  not  break 
down  in  his  presence  nor  shed  a  tear.  I 
questioned  the  wisdom  of  having  you  go 
into  the  room,  but  he  begged  for  it  so, 
and  he  seems  so  calm  and  quiet  that  if 
you  can  do  it  right  this  may  be  the  best 
thing  in  the  world  for  him.  But  do  not 
let  him  get  excited.  Let  us  see  you  smile 
a  moment." 

The  girl  summoned  all  the  strength  at 
her  command  and  smiled  a  bright,  cheery 
smile. 

"That  will  do.  Take  that  into  the  room 
with  you.  Good  girl."  And  the  fatherly 
old  doctor  she  had  known  all  her  life 
gave  her  arm  an  affectionate  pat  as  the 
nurse  and  her  father  led  her  to  the  room. 

As  she  paused  for  just  a  moment  out- 
side the  door  to  gather  her  strength,  a 
sudden  inspiration  came  to  her. 

"May  I  please,"  she  turned  to  the 
nurse  with  her  sweet  smile,  "see  him  for 
just  a  few  minutes  entirely  alone?  I  will 
be  very  careful." 

The  nurse  hesitated  a  moment  and  then 
nodded. 

"I  will  go  in  and  prepare  him,  and 
when  I  come  out  you  may  go  in  alone." 

"Thank  you." 

In  a  minute  she  came  out.  "He  seems 
very  good." 

"Wait  for  me  here,  Father,"  she  whis- 
pered, and  with  a  prayer  and  a  smile  on 
her  trembling  lips,  walked  into  the  room 
and  straight  to  Charlie's  bed. 

He  tried  to  put  out  a  weak  hand, 
which  she  took  in  her  strong  one. 

"Thank  you  for  coming,  Betty.  I 
wanted  so  much  to  see  you.  I  wanted  you 
to  know — that  I  have  taken — your  Sav- 
ior for  my  Savior  too." 

Betty  felt  her  eyes  fill  with  tears,  and 
only  with  the  greatest  effort  could  she 
keep   calm  outwardly. 

"I  do  not  know  what  made  me  so 
stubborn,"  the  man  went  on,  speaking 
slowly  and  pausing  every  few  moments 
for  breath  or  for  strength  to  go  on,  "but 
when  I  saw  that  crazy  car  come  toward 
me,  before  ever  it  touched  mine,  like  a 
flash  of  light  I  saw  what  a  fool  I  had 
been.  I  knew  in  a  moment  I  might  be  in 
eternity,  and  then  what?  I  could  not  be- 
lieve— that  the  things  you  said  about 
God  and  the  judgment  for  sin,  were  true 
— until  you  —  gave  me  up  because  of 
them." 

His  voice  broke,  and  tears  filled  his 
eyes.  Betty,  frightened  for  him  now  and 
still  maintaining  her  quiet  self-control 
with  supreme  effort,  laid  her  cool  hand 
on  his  forehead. 

"Be  careful,  dear,"  she  said  softly. 
"You  must  not  get  excited,  or  they  will 
not  let  me  see  you  again.  Perhaps  you 
had  better  tell  me  the  rest  another  time." 

"No,  please,  I  want  to  tell  you  now. 


I  do  not  want  you  to  think  that  now  on- 
ly because  I  am  so  sick  I  am  giving  my- 
self to  the  Lord.  I  have  been  seriously 
thinking  about  it  for  months,  but  this 
accident  makes  me  realize  the  mercy  of 
God  that  He  did  not  cut  me  off  at  once 
without  any  chance  to  repent  and  to 
confess  Him.  If  you  had  married  me, — 
as  I  wanted  you  to — I  might  never  have 
come.  But  when  I  knew  you  cared  and 
you  wanted  me,  but  you  could  not  marry 
me  while  I  remained,  as  you  said,  'dead 
in  trespasses  and  sins,'  then  I  knew,  as 
I  could  never  have  known,  that  it  was 
all  true.  No  one  could  do  what  you  were 
doing  who  did  not  know.  Whether  I  get 
well  or  not,  Betty,  I  want  you  to  always 
know  that  your  faithfulness  to  Christ — 
and  your  love  for  Him — greater  than 
your  love  for  me — has  saved  my  soul. 
I  thought  maybe  He  would  not  take  me 
— I've  put  Him  off  so  long — but  He 
says  'Him  that  cometh  to  me  I  will  in 
no  wise  cast  out,'  doesn't  He?  Give  me 
a  few  more  of  those  verses  you  used  to 
quote.  I  remember  the  meaning  but  not 
the  words,  except  that  one,  'The  blood 
of  Jesus  Christ  his  son  cleanseth  from 
all  sin.' 

He  closed  his  eyes,  utterly  exhausted 
with  the  effort  of  speaking.  Betty  was 
alarmed;   she   wondered  if   he  was   gone. 

His  eyes  opened,  and  he  smiled.  At 
that  moment  the  nurse  entered  the  room 
and  took  charge  again.  Betty  only  wait- 
ed to  see  the  expression  on  the  face  of 
the  nurse  and  to  get  her  satisfied  nod 
that  all  was  well,  before  she  almost  ran 
from  the  room  and  into  the  arms  of  her 
father,  who  was  pacing  anxiously  up  and 
down  in  the  hall  outside. 

She  had  borne  up  wonderfully,  but  in 
those  strong  protecting  arms  she  could 
give  way  to  her  grief,  and  her  father  al- 
most carried  her  down  stairs,  where  she 
wept  herself  exhausted  with  a  passion  of 
grief. 

Her  father  was  alarmed  for  her  and 
wished  she  had  not  been  called  to  go 
through  this,  but  when  he  reproached 
himself  that  he  had  permitted  her  to 
come,  she  astonished  him  by  quietly  dry- 
ing her  tears. 

"Father,  I  would  not  have  missed 
those  few  words  with  Charlie,  not  for 
the  whole  world  itself,"  she  breathed 
softly,  and  with  an  exaltation  of  spirit 
that  puzzled  him,  as  he  helped  her  into 
the  car. 

Her  feelings  were  such  a  strange  mix- 
ture of  unspeakable  joy  and  intense  grief 
that  she  could  not  tell  which  was  upper- 
most. She  knew  that  she  loved  Charlie 
now  as  she  never  had  done  before,  but 
if  she  was  able  to  understand  her  own 
heart,  her  greatest  joy  was  that  he  was 
a  Christian,  and  only  God  would  ever 
know  what  it  meant  to  have  him  say 
that   the  hard   thing  she     had     done  in 


leaving  him  was  what  finally  turned  the 
scales. 

After  an  almost  sleepless  night  Betty 
was  called  to  the  phone  early  in  the 
morning,  and  Charlie's  father  in  a  break- 
ing voice  told  her  that  Charlie  had  passed 
away  soon  after  midnight.  He  was  con- 
scious up  to  the  last,  and  his  mother  and 
father  were  with  him.  He  had  left  a 
message  for  her  with  his  mother,  but  the 
poor  woman  was  so  broken  up  that  she 
was  in  the  care  of  a  physician  and  could 
see  no  one. 

Her  family  feared  for  the  effect  upon 
Betty,  for  they  knew  that  the  accident 
had  effected  a  reconciliation  between  the 
lovers.  But  the  grace  of  God  manifested 
itself  in  her  life  in  a  marvelous  way. 

After  the  years  of  longing  and  pray- 
ing for  his  salvation,  the  joy  and  relief 
of  answered  prayer  and  a  soul  saved  for 
all  eternity,  seemed  more  than  her  over- 
whelming grief. 

Her  father  looked  at  her  one  day  and 
said,  "Betty,  you  certainly  are  a  puzzle 
to  me.  When  Charlie  was  living  and  well, 
you  were  sad  as  a  funeral.  Now  that  he 
is  gone,  you  seem  to  have  found  some 
secret  spring  of  joy  that  you  never  had 
before. 

"Yes,  Father,"  she  said  softly,  "it  is 
a  'secret  spring  of  joy,'  —  just  Christ 
Himself.  And  Charlie  has  found  Him 
too,  and  he  is  with  Him,  and  I  shall  see 
him  again." 

It  was  some  days  after  the  funeral 
that  Charlie's  mother  was  able  to  send 
for  Betty  to  come  to  see  her.  In  that 
precious,  intimate  talk  they  had  together, 
the  heart-broken  mother  told  how  her 
dying  boy  had  testified  to  his  whole  fam- 
ily that  he  was  a  Christian,  trusting  in 
God  alone  for  his  salvation.  He  tried  to 
tell  them  the  way,  but  he  was  so  weak, 
and  finally  he  looked  at  his  mother  and 
said  pleadingly,  "Won't  you  please  send 
for  Betty  and  ask  her  to  tell  you  how 
to  be  saved?  I  want  to  meet  you  up 
there." 

Those  were  almost  his  last  words  be- 
fore he  closed  his  eyes  and  quietly  slipped 
away. 

She  had  the  joy  of  leading  the  poor 
mother  into  a  full  acceptance  of  Christ 
also,  and  there  sprang  up  between  them 
the  tenderest  love,  as  the  older  woman 
eagerly  learned  more  of  spiritual  things 
and  found  her  whole  comfort  in  her  Bi- 
ble and  prayer  and  the  fellowship  of  true 
Christians. 

(To  be  continued) 
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mer   Boyd,    4303    Norton    Road,    Lynwood,    Calif 
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KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,    Somerset,    Ky. 
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MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Blooming- 
dale,    128    Bracket!    St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt  St., 
St.   Louts,   Mo. 

MICHIGAN:  Raymond  E.  Crowley,  3207 
John    Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN,  N.  W.  Lowe, 
Pelican    Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2581,   Charlotte,   N.   C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.   Dak. 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  St., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Seminole, 
Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,   Greenville,   S.  C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson, 
Gettysburg,    S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  2418  Walker 
St.,    Cleveland,   Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar  St., 
Dallas,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski,   Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
West  Virginia. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 


Scholarship 


Rev.    W.    O.    Boheler,    Lavonia,    Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy,    Tenn. 

Carroll   James,    Rt.    2,   Box   91,    Forrest  City,   Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett,    W.    Va. 

Marie  Roberts,  934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan,    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,   2407  Decatur  Ave.,  Ft.  Worth.Tex. 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St.,    Rt.    2,    Kan- 

napotis,    N.    C. 
Geneva   Kennedy,    11th   St.,   Judson,   Greenville,  S.  C. 
Doris  Parrish,   1509   3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Bennie  DeLay,   834  W.   Marietta  St.,  Atlanta,   Ga. 
Mildred   Richie,   Rt.  4,  St.   Elmo,  Tenn. 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Betty  Jo  Brown,  c|o  Lawson  Bros.   Store,   Townsend, 

Tenn. 
J.  C.  Bean,   601   E.    10th  St.,   Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
L.  C.  Caldwell,    14  Locust  St.,  Rome,  Ga. 
Miss  Otha   Mae   Brock,   Wheelwright,   Ky. 
Mamie  Lee  Burkett,    158   St.   Louis  St.,   Mobile,   Ala. 


Bound   Lighted   Pathways 

Bound  Lighted  Pathway  books,  1938- 
39,  have  been  reduced  to  50c.  Send  for 
your  copy  at  once.  They  will  not  last 
long  at  this  price. 

A  Search  in  Vain 

By  Verlene  McCay 
The  pageant  used  at  the  Assembly  will 
be  good  for  your  church.  Price  2  5  c.  Or- 
der from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland, 


Tenn. 

The  profit  from  this  pageant  goes  to 
a  worthy  student  fund  for  Bible  Train- 
ing School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

"FOR   HIS  GLORY" 

A  play  written  by  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb  in 
the  interest  of  missions.  This  play  was 
written  from  the  story,  "For  His  Glory," 
which  has  been  published  by  request  in 
two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
will  like  this  play.  Price  2  5  c. 

"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5c. 

Order  all  these  plays  from  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


RULES  FOR  ORDERING 
PAPERS 

When  ordering  papers  be  sure  to 
have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
or  send  cash  with  order. 

Please  let  us  know  before  the 
10th  of  the  month  if  you  want  to 
increase  or  decrease  your  order. 
Any  orders  sent  out  after  that 
time,  you  will  be  responsible  for. 
So  many  write  in  and  cancel  their 
order  after  their  papers  are  sent 
to  them  and  then  return  them  to 
us  perhaps  torn  and  soiled.  This 
is  a  great  loss  to  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  feel  sure  that  many  of 
you  have  not  thought  of  this  and 
when  you  read  this  notice  you  will 
be  glad  to  cooperate  with  us. 

Send  all  business  letters  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
The  Editor  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  business.  All  personal  letters 
or  material  for  the  paper  should 
be  addressed  to  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Our  Lighted  Pathway  Is  growing 
by  leaps  and  bounds  and  it  will 
take  cooperation  to  take  care  of 
the  financial  end  of  the  work.  God 
bless  all  who  are  interested  in  get- 
ting this  paper  into  the  homes  of 
our  young  people. — From  the  busi- 
ness office  of  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House. 


The  three  oldest  Greek  Bibles  in  the 
world  are  at  Rome,  St.  Petersburg  and 
London. 

New  Gideons 

Vergie    Wiggins,    Radford,    Va. 

Geneva   Blankenship,    Allen   Junction,    W.    Va. 

Denton    Martin,    Tampa,    Fla. 

Audrey    Suggs.    Hemingway,    S.    C. 

E.    B.    Anthony,   Ft.   Gibson,   Okla. 

Leona   Smith,    McCall   Creek,   Miss. 

Mrs.   F.   J.   McCoy,   Edgartown,   W.   Va. 

W.   C.    Swilly,,   Valdosta,    Ga. 

Mrs.  E.  D.  Taylor.  Blackshear,  Ga. 

H.   W.   Wilhelm,   Hickory,   N.   C. 

Mrs.    Melvin    Haney,    Clyde,    N.    C. 

Bertha   L.   Collins,   Duff,   Tenn. 

Mrs.    Cora   Cauthen,    Lancaster,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Clyde   Bennett,    Naples,    Fla. 

Mrs.   Dorothy   Bolt,    Dublin,   Va. 

Miss    Jessie    Williamson,    Nokomis,    Fla. 


Ruth    Redden.    Soddy,    Tenn. 
Mrs.     Earl     Phrrough,    Sylacuaga,    Ala. 
Pauline    Beasley,     Ripley,    Tenn. 
V.    B.    Rains,    Clearwater,    Fla. 
Mrs.   Garfield   Viars,   Iaeger,   W.   Va. 
Ruby    Hoover,    Baldwin    Park,    Calif. 
Mrs.     Homer     Loggins,     Dixiana,     Ala. 
Pearlie    Magee,    Bush,    La. 
Mrs.    Lena    R.dge,    St.    Elmo,    Tenn. 
Mrs.    Clyde    Henderson,   Canton,    Ga. 
Mrs.    Leslie    Rowe,    Rt.    1,    Eupora,    Miss. 
Mrs.  C.   A.   Perry,   Goldsborough   St.,   Easton,  Md. 
Mrs.    Alice   Inches.   Box    124,    Ryder,   N.   Dak. 
Mane  Johnson,    520   E.   Main  St.,   Lebanon,  Ohio. 
Mrs.     Clarence     Gilliam,     Box     188,     Jenkinjones, 
W.    Va. 

Otha   Anderson,   Big  Stone   Gap,   Va. 
Annie    Stone.    Valdosta,    Ga. 
Fred    Alexandria,    Newry,    S.   C. 
Leona    Jacobs,    Loudon,   Tenn. 
Ralph   M.    Brostrom.   Beulah,   N.   Dak. 
Mrs.    Eula    Langston.    Houston,    Texas. 
Mrs.    Roma    Rodgers.    Olney,    III. 
Evelyn     Hampton,     Baxley,    Ga. 
Mrs.    Nellie   Mitchell,    Bessemer  City,   N.   C. 
Jas.   G.    Powell.   Wh.twell,   Tenn. 
Milford   Chandler,    Walhalla,    S.   C. 
Mrs.   B.    M.    Frankling,   Clarkesville,   Ga. 
Mrs.   Lizzie  Tyler,   Starke,   Fla. 
B.    E.    Fouts,    Talking    Rock,    Ga. 
Mrs.    Pearl    Isaacs.    Berea.    Ky. 
Floyd    Patterson,    Blacksburg,    S.    C. 
J.    D.    Price,    Palatka,    Fla. 
Carrie    Ledbetter.    Steele,    Mo. 
Herman    McDonald,    Bonifay,    Fla. 
J.   Hindmon,    Mt.   Olive,   Tenn. 


C. 

Herbert    Hugman,    Missoula,    Mo 

Opal    Sedelmaier.    Grand    Ledge,    Mich. 

Mrs.    Hazel    Wells,    Byington,    Tenn. 

Mrs.     Edna    Holcomb,    Millstone,    Ky. 

E.    F.   Bagwell,    Keysville,   Va. 

Ida     Belle     Blazer,     Parrottsville,     Tenn. 

Charles    Wilfong,    Little    Hocking,    Ohio. 

Lydia   Warmock,    Maud.   Okla. 

Miss   Mary   Schromsky,   Atlantic  City,   N. 

Mrs.    Elvie    Kicker.    Jenkins,    Minn. 

Grace    Johnson,    Kimberly,    Ala. 

Mrs.   R.    L.   Henderson,   Leachville 

Mrs.    Nellie    Stokes,    Etowah,    Ark. 

Mrs.  E.  M.  O'Steen,  High  Spring 

Grayce  J.  Ball,  Homerville,   Ga. 

Ruby   Brown,    Moultrie,    Ga. 

Ruby    Wilkerson,    Dyersburg,    Tenn. 

Myrtle    Muller,    Indianola,    Miss. 

Mrs.    Josie   Bledsoe,   Big   Creek,   W. 

Mrs.    Rosa   Peel,    Edinburg,   Texas. 

Eunice    Jewell    Hale.    Totz,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Jessie   Swan,    Point,    Texas. 

Mrs.    Lena   Denham.    Horse  Branch,   Ky. 

Bessie   Parton,    Fonde,    Ky. 

George    Caseboon.    Carriers    Mills,    111. 

Beulah   Wells.    Molus,   Ky. 

Mrs.    Julius    Hammack,    McDonald,    Mis: 

Mrs.    Preston    Sanders,    Billings,    Mont. 

Miss  Joanna  Mellott,  Saxton,  Pa. 

Marie  Calvert,   Tucapau,   S.   C. 

Mrs.   Myrtle   Patterson,   Chester,   S.  C. 

Mrs.   Dorothy  Scott,   Warrenville,  S.  C. 

Fred    Allen,    Wolf    Creek,    Tenn. 


Ark. 

,  Fla. 


Va. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  #1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted  to  the  general  welfare  and  spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published  Monthly  at  the 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


ALDA    B.    HARRISON,    Editor 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATB 

Single  subscription,  per  year 

Rolls  of  14 


1100 
41.O0 


Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,   Cleveland,   Term. 


S  Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 


HURRAH  FOR  HULL! 
Secretary  Hull  has  refused  to  recognize 


By  REV.  WILLIAM  E.  HARRISON 


the  Wang  regime  in  China,  for  the  con- 
sistent reason  that  his  government  is  sup- 
ported by  Japan's  arms.  Our  nation 
stands  by  the  position  taken  in  regard  to 
Manchuria.  Japan  is  angry,  but  helpless 
in  the  matter.  She  probably  wishes  her- 
self well  out  of  the  sorry  business.  The 
Chungking  government  never  lets  up  its 
constant  harassment  of  the  Japanese  arm- 
ies holding  the  seaboard.  Generalissimo 
Chiang  asserts  that  230,000  Japanese  sol- 
diers have  been  killed  in  the  last  six 
months.  Soviet  support  has  been  increased 
since  the  ending  of  the  war  with  Finland. 
The  new  $20,000,000  loan  granted  by  the 
United  States  has  been  a  great  encourage- 
ment. Chiang  says  that  they  are  prepared 
to  carry  on  the  war  for  another  three 
years,  or  until  victory  comes. — Rev.  A. 
B.  McCormick, 

The  English  statesman,  Viscount  Hali- 
fax, discussing  Germany's  brutal  and  un- 
provoked attack  on  Denmark,  Norway, 
and  Sweden  said:  "The  fact  that  the  more 
defenseless  of  Germany's  neighbors  has 
been  chosen  for  this  aggression  is  quite  in 
keeping  with  the  conventional  behavior 
of  a  bully  who  prefers  to  choose  as  ob- 
jects of  his  attacks  those  who  are  not  suf- 
fiently  powerful  to  defend  themselves 
....  Plainly  this  war  is  not  merely  a 
struggle  between  the  belligerents  nor 
will  the  issue  affect  them  alone.  More  and 
more  it  is  plain  that  on  this  issue  of  war 
hangs  the  fate,  not  only  of  those  now  at 
war,  but  of  all  peoples  who  love  liberty 
and  wish  to  preserve  their  independence." 

The  Russian  people  have  no  govern- 
ment of  their  own.  They  are  ruled  for  the 
most  part  by  foreigners.  Stalin  himself  is 
a  Georgian  who,  before  his  rise  to  power, 
was  a  professional  criminal.  Those  were 
the  days  when  he  specialized  in  robbing 
banks,  sending  his  loot  abroad  to  Lenin 
and  Litvinoff. 

The  men  who  rule  Russia  today  are  the 
wealthiest  capitalists  the  world  has  ever 
known.  They  own  one-sixth  of  the  earth's 
surface.  They  have  160,000,000  slaves. 
They  possess  some  of  the  richest  soil  in 
the  world,  including  mineral  deposits,  the 
worth  of  which  cannot  be  estimated. — 
The  National  News  Service. 

There  was  an  ancient  worthy  who  lived 
in  Athens,  by  name  Aristides,  who  was  so 
noble  that  people  called  him  Aristides,  the 
Just,  and  it  came  to  pass  that  the 
title,  even  though  it  was  well  earned,  got 
on  the  nerves  of  the  Athenians  and  they 
banished  the  noble  man  from  the  city. 

Run  over  the  names  of  the  men  who 
today  are  in  the  world's  Hall  of  Fame 


and  learn  how  few  of  them  were  popular 
for  more  than  a  brief  period  of  their  ca- 
reers. Lied  about,  pillored,  imprisoned, 
gibbeted  or  burned  at  the  stakes  in  life, 
in  death  they  have  their  shrines,  monu- 
ments, anniversaries. 

Pleasing  everybody  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion, and  the  attempt  to  do  it  is  destined 
to  ignominious  failure.  Let  a  man  have 
convictions  and  stand  by  them,  expecting 
opposition  and  criticism.  —  Edgar  D. 
Jones. 

Dr.  Frank  P.  Graham,  president  of  the 
University  of  North  Carolina,  said:  "De- 
nial of  the  right  to  vote  on  the  grounds 
of  property  race  and  sex  has  given  way 
before  the  advance  of  commen  men  and 
women  along  the  rough  road  to  democ- 
racy. Across  the  road  the  poll  tax  stands 
as  a  surviving  barrier  to  the  right  to  the 
participation  in  self-government  of 
Americans  now  disinherited  in  the  land  of 
their  fathers." 

The  Rockefeller  foundation  has  been 
noting  some  of  the  losses  caused  by  war. 
The  University  of  Warsaw  has  ceased  to 
exist.  The  entire  Polish  faculty  of  the 
University  of  Cracow  is  believed  to  be  in 
a  concentration  camp.  The  University  of 
Madrid  library  was  devastated  by  Moors 
who  used  the  books  as  rifle  emplacements. 
The  University  of  Prague  has  been  closed 
by  the  Germans.  Half  the  universities  of 
Germany  have  been  closed,  and  at  the 
University  of  Paris  the  student  popula- 
tion has  shrunk  from  20,000  to  5,000. 

For  these  things,  life  will  render  its  bill 
later. 

On  the  last  of  April  the  British  Nation- 
al debt  had  reached  $800  per  capita.  Brit- 
ain was  then  asked  for  $9,334,000,000  for 
the  next  year  of  war.  Economists  and  fi- 
nancial experts  have  estimated  that  Great 
Britain  and  France  have  enough  United 
States  securities  to  finance  purchases  of 
materials  for  about  two  years. 

Recent  Mormon  propaganda  states  that 
$5,000,000  was  received  from  religious 
sources  for  the  missionary  work  of  that 
cult.  Over  two  thousand  missionaries  are 
engaged  in  missionary  work.  The  total 
membership  now  numbers  768,000.  There 
were  last  year  7,322  converts,  with  21,- 
005  children.  It  is  said  that  most  of  these 
converts  were  from  lax  members  of 
Christian  churches. — The    Bible    Banner. 

Unification  of  the  Methodist  Episcopal 
church,  the  Methodist  Episcopal  church, 
south,  and  the  Methodist  Protestant 
church  gave  the  Methodists  38,000 
preachers  in  46,2  5  5    congregations   scat- 


tered    through   42,700      American    com- 


munities. The  church  has   5,926,000  pu- 
pils in  46,000  Sunday  Schools. 

The  new  Methodist  church's  annuai 
budget  will  be  about  $75,000,000. 

Hitler  is  reputed  to  have  said  that  the 
Maginot  line  would  not  bother  him,  be- 
cause he  expected  to  maneuver  the  French 
out  from  behind  the  line  to  fight  him 
somewhere  else,  some  place  of  his  own 
choosing. 

Russia — Finland  sixty  to  one.  It  hardly 
seems  fair.  Russia  said  that  they  were  go- 
ing to  liberate  Finland.  Since  the  war  the 
Finns  have  seen  what  liberating  means. 

Half  a  million  Finns  have  been  driven 
out  of  the  area  grabbed  by  the  reds,  lib- 
erated from  their  homes,  as  30,000  Fin- 
nish soldiers  were  liberated  from  their 
lives  by  the  criminal  assault  from  the 
brutal  aggressor,  Stalin  the  friend  of  Hit- 
ler. 

Dr.  J.  H.  Jowett,  perhaps  the  world's 
greatest  preacher  in  this  day,  said:  "The 
revival  under  the  Wesleys  gave  rise  to  the 
four  great  philanthropic  movements  of 
the  eighteenth  and  nineteenth  centuries; 
viz,  the  anti-slavery  movement  under 
Wilber farce;  the  prison  reform  movement 
led  by  John  Howard;  the  Sunday  School 
movement  initiated  by  Robert  Rakes;  and 
the  foreign  missionary  movement  begun 
by  William  Carey." 

Rev.  O.  T.  Wilson  in  speaking  of  early 
conversions  said:  "Suppose  that  Paul  had 
been  converted  at  seventy  instead  of 
twenty-five.  There  would  have  been  no 
Paul  in  history.  There  was  a  Matthew 
Henry  because  he  was  converted  at  elev- 
en and  not  at  seventy;  a  Dr.  Watts  be- 
cause he  was  converted  at  nine  and  not  at 
sixty;  a  Jonathan  Edwards  because  he  was 
converted  at  eight  and  not  at  eighty;  a 
Richard  Baxter  because  he  was  converted 
at  six  and  not  at  sixty. 

How  much  more  a  soul  is  worth  that 
has  a  lifetime  of  opportunity  before  it 
than  the  soul  which  has  nothing!  Lambs 
are  of  more  worth  than  sheep  in  the  realm 
of  souls  as  well  as  in  the  market-place. 

The  Agricultural  Department  predicts 
that  because  of  drouth  this  year's  wheat 
crop  will  be  the  fourth  smallest  in  forty 
years,  less  than  600,000,000  bushels. 

The  first  college  graduate  to  preside  at 
the  White  House  as  first  lady  was  Mrs. 
Grover  Cleveland  (Frances  Falsom).  She 
was  a  graduate  of  Wells  College  in  New 
York  state.  Now  seventy-six  years  old, 
she  is  the  wife  of  T.  J.  Preston,  Jr. — The 
Pathfinder. 


lTl\f  kittle  Scv  oi   TL\ee 


Dear  God,  my  little  boy  of  three 
Has  said  his  nightly  prayer  to  thee. 
Before  his  eyes  were  closed  in  sleep 
He    asked    that    thou    his    prayer 

would  keep. 
And  I,  still  kneeling  at  his  bed, 
My  hand  upon  his  tousled  head, 
Do  ask  with  deep  humility 
That  thou,   dear  Lord,   remember 

me. 

Make  me  kind,  Lord,  a  worthy  dad, 
That  I  may  lead  this  little  lad 
In  pathways  ever  fair  and  bright 
That  I  may  keep  his  steps  aright. 

0  God,  his  trust  must  never  be 
Destroyed  or  even  marred  by  me. 
So  for  the  simple  things  he  prayed, 
With  childish  voice  so  unafraid; 

1  trembling  ask  the  same  from  thee 
Dear  Lord,  kind  Lord,  remember 

me. — Sel. 
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LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

DEDICATED  TO  THE  CHURCH  OF  GOD  YOUNG  PEOPLES  ENDEAVOR 


pledge  allegiance  to  the  flag  of 
United  States  and  to  the  repub- 
for  which  it  stands;  one  nation, 
ivisible,  with  liberty  and  justice 

ill 


Pledge  to  the  bible 


I  pledge  allegiance  to  the  Bible, 
God's  holy  Word,  and  will  make  it  a 
lamp  unto  my  feet  and  a  light  unto 
my  path,  and  hide  its  words  in  my 
heart,  that  I  may  not  sin  against 
God. 


GE  to  the  christian  fla< 

I  pledge  allegiance  to  the  Chris 
tian  flag  and  to  the  Savior  for  whos 
kingdom  it  stands;  one  brotherhc 
uniting  all  mankind  in  service  anc 
love. 


^he  Editors  5Mt 


essage 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


DEAR  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
As  I  write  you  this  morning  my 
mind  goes  back  to  the  Sunday  I  spent  in 
Greenville,  S.  C,  some  time  ago.  I  can  see 
that  large  class  of 
girls  that  I  had 
the  privilege  of 
teaching,  one 
hundred  and  thir- 
ty-five lovely 
girls.  I  can  yet 
feel  the  thrill  that 
it  gave  me.  I  just 
couldn't  keep  the 
big  tears  back  as 
I  thought  of  the 
subject  we  were 
using  that  day, 
"T  h  e  Call  of 
God."  When  I 
asked  how  many  had  felt  a  definite  call 
of  God  to  service  only  two  held  up  their 
hands.  I'd  like  to  know  now  how  many 
of  them  were  saved,  but  I  didn't  find  out. 
Now  this  morning,  in  my  imagination,  I 
am  standing  before  a  great  audience. 
Yes,  thousands  of  young  people,  and  I 
feel  the  responsibility  on  me  as  I  bring 
this  message  to  you. 

Some  of  you  have  felt  the  call  of  God 
to  preach;  others  to  go  as  missionaries 
and  others  to  teach.  Oh,  there  are  so 
many  callings  today.  I  am  going  to  talk 
to  you  about  just  one  word,  "Influence." 
This  has  been  coming  to  me  for  a  long 
time  very  forcibly. 

Influence.  What  a  wonderful  word! 
Our  influence  is  like  a  little  pebble 
thrown  into  the  sea.  It  ripples  on  and  on 
until  it  reaches  the  furtherest  sides  of  the 
water  into  which  it  is  thrown.  And  our 
influence  will  go  on  and  on  as  long  as 
time  will  last  and  throughout  an  endless 
eternity. 

The  call  of  God  today  to  His  children 
is  to  send  out  the  right  kind  of  influ- 
ence. You  may  feel  that  you  are  the  least 
of  all  human  beings  in  this  world  but 
you  can  never  be  so  small  that  you  do 
not  exert  an  influence  over  someone 
either  for  good  or  bad.  You  may  be  a 
preacher,  a  Sunday  School  superintend- 
ent, a  teacher,  or  a  carpenter  by  trade. 
You  may  be  behind  the  counter  in  some 
store  or  you  may  be  working  side  by  side 
with  other  girls  in  the  mill.  You  may  be 
working  as  a  maid  in  some  home,  but 
wherever  you  are,  the  call  of  God  comes 
forcibly  to  you.  Let  your  light  shine.  The 
little  maid  who  was  a  servant  in  the  home 
of  Naaman  didn't  lose  the  opportunity  of 
witnessing  to  those  about  her.  Because  she 
did  not  fail,  her  name  has  been  handed 
down  through  the  years  since  then.  You 


may  think  if  you  stand  firm  in  the  hard 
places  you  will  lose  out  with  the  people 
but  your  reward  is  sure  to  come  to  you 
some  day.  Recently  a  young  man  sent  in 
this  little  story  of  someone  who  let  his 
light  shine,  asking  us  to  use  it  if  we 
could.  The  little  story  is  a  true  story  and 
we  will  call  this  "Mark's  Influence." 

"Some  months  ago  we  decided  wc 
would  improve  our  home.  In  the  course 
of  a  day  or  so  we  had  received  bids  from 
several  different  contractors  for  the  work 
and  the  selected  crew  was  on  the  ground 
hard  at  work. 

"The  above  mentioned  crew  consisted 
of  the  contractor  and  three  carpenters. 
There  was  Mr.  Martin,  the  contractor; 
John,  a  young  man  of  about  twenty-four 
or  twenty-five  years;  Jim,  a  middle-aged 
man  who  always  worked  in  his  shirt 
sleeves  regardless  of  the  weather,  and 
Mark,  an  old  timer  of  about  seventy- 
three  years. 

"Each  man's  way  of  going  about  his 
work  seemed  to  indicate  his  philosophy  of 
life.  Mr.  Martin  was  quiet,  seeming  so 
engrossed  in  the  job  that  was  unfolding 
before  his  eyes  that  he  scarcely  spoke. 
When  he  did  speak  it  was  in  a  quiet,  even 
voice  that  dripped  with  authority.  He 
was  most  interested  in  the  time  required 
to  complete  the  work  and  to  complete  it 
at  a  profit  to  himself  and  satisfaction  to 
his  employer.  He  was  interested  in  very 
little  else  but  this  one  thing,  his  work. 

"John  was  just  starting  out  in  his  chos- 
en trade.  He  was  careful  never  to  take  the 
lead  in  any  one  thing  until  he  made  sure 
that  his  thought  and  his  plan  was  pro- 
nounced sound  by  one  of  the  older  and 
more  experienced  workmen.  He  was  am- 
bitious and  anxious  to  please  the  contrac- 
tor in  everything  he  did.  The  contractor 
was  evidently  his  idol  and  he  worked 
hard  with  the  idea  of  becoming  as  much 
like  his  master  as  he  could.  He  wanted 
nothing  more,  a  worldly  master. 

"Jim,  the  middle-aged  carpenter, 
worked  for  his  wage.  He  was  a  fairly  good 
carpenter  but  it  was  easy  to  see  that  he 
worked,  and  had  probably  always  worked, 
for  nothing  but  the  daily  wage  and  that 
he  looked  forward  to  quitting  time  from 
early  in  the  day.  He  had  never  risen  above 
the  day  laborer  class  and  never  would. 
He  wanted  nothing  more. 

"Mark  was  the  character  of  the  crew. 
He  whistled  at  his  work,  always  had  a 
smile  and  even  though  he  was  an  old  man 
he  kept  up  a  pace  that  was  astounding  for 
one  of  his  years.  I  became  interested  in 
him  and  watched  him.  His  eyes  shone 
and  he  never  became  irritated  at  a  more 
than  usually  difficult  job.  When  one  of 


the  others  of  the  gang  became  irritated| 
and  let  slip  a  little  slang  word,  Mark  had! 
some  way  of  teasing  him  about  letting  a 
little  problem  get  the  best  of  him  andl 
cause  him  to  lose  his  temper.  I  began  to 
note  the  tunes  the  old  gent  whistled  and 
sang  and  I  found  that  they  were  old  tunes 
that  I  had  heard  my  mother  sing  as  she 
went  about  her  tasks.  'Abide  With  Me,' 
'The  Old  Rugged  Cross,'  'Just,  as  I 
Am,'  etc.  I  began  to  ask  guarded  ques- 
tions and  soon  found  that  he  was  a  stead- 
fast Christian  and  had  been  most  of  his 
life.  He  was  so  proud  of  it  that  he  fairly 
bubbled  over  and  seemed  to  be  so  happy 
when  he  realized,  through  my  question- 
ing, that  I  had  been  able  to  see  the  light 
of  Him  shining  from  his  eyes  and  that  he- 
had  stood  out  from  the  crowd. 

"After  having  observed  the  old  man, 
his  shining  eyes,  his  happy  voice  raised  in 
song,  I  began  to  think  of  the  characters 
of  the  different  men  in  the  crew  and  to 
ask  myself  which  one  I  thought  was 
worth  the  most  in  his  relation  to  man- 
kind, to  ask  myself  which  one  I  thought 
had  enjoyed  life  the  most  and  which  one 
had  the  best  chance  of  salvation  and  the 
joys  of  eternal  residence  in  the  city  over 
there. 

"This  one  thing  came  home  to  me, 
YOUR  EXAMPLE  COUNTS,  and  your 
inner  soul  is  reflected  in  your  bearing 
the  light  that  shines  or  the  absence  of 
such  a  light  in  your  eyes.  Your  speech, 
your  carriage,  your  actions  and  your  re- 
lations toward  your  fellow  man  tell 
whether  or  not  you  are  what  you  should 
be. 

"Place  this  light  of  a  Christian  under 
any  sort  of  handicap,  place  the  real  Chris- 
tian man  in  a  multitude  and  he  will  stand 
out.  What  kind  of  picture  do  we  make  to 
the  world?  What  sort  of  soul  inside  do 
our  eyes  mirror?  It  is  worth  plenty  of 
thought. 

"The  old  man  made  me  realize  that 
it  is  time  for  me  to  clean  house  in  order 
that  the  reflection  that  I  should  show  to 
those  around  me  will  be  what  it  should  be 
and   what    my  Master  would   have   it. 

"The  example  of  this  carpenter  was 
modeled  on  the  actions  and  example  of 
another  carpenter,  Jesus  of  Nazareth,  and 
I  know  that  the  carpenter  of  old  is  proud 
of  Mark,  the  modern  carpenter,  and  that 
Mark  is  proud  that  he  knows  the  carpen- 
ter of  old  for  Mark  told  me  in  no  un- 
certain terms  of  his  love  for  his  Master 
and  of  the  goodness  received  at  His 
hands." 

An   American   boy,   nineteen   years  of 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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Jean  missed  Ruth  Birnie  greatly  after 
her  sudden  departure  for  Japan.  She  re- 
joiced in  the  whole  affair,  however,  quite 
as  much  as  though  it  had  been  her  own, 
but  wondered  who  would  take  Ruth's 
place  in  the  office  routine.  The  position 
was  not  filled  at  once,  but  some  months 
afterward  the  right  girl  seemed  to  be 
found  and  was  given  the  permanent 
place. 

She  was  a  sweet,  quiet,  rather  fragile- 
looking  girl  and  seemed  retiring  and  dif- 
ferent at  first  so  that  it  was  a  little  while 
before  any  of  the  girls  felt  really  ac- 
quainted with  her.  Jean,  with  her  natural 
friendliness,  contrived  a  way  to  get  bet- 
ter acquainted  and  asked  the  new  girl  to 
go  with  her  to  a  lunch  room  which  had 
just    been    opened    in    the    neighborhood. 

Wilda  Miller  readily  assented,  and  from 
then  on  the  friendship  grew  until  they 
were  almost  inseparable. 

"I  wonder  if  I  will  lose  this  friend 
in  any  such  an  unusual — and  delightful 
— way  as  I  lost  Hilda  and  Ruth,"  Jean 
said  to  herself  one  day  as  she  was  be- 
ginning to  realize  what  a  place  in  her 
heart  and  friendship  Wilda  had  made  for 
herself.  "She  seems  rather  sad  sometimes, 
and  she  never  mentions  any  boy  friend." 

They  had  been  going  out  to  lunch  to- 
gether for  some  months,  and  she  found 
Wilda  a  delightful  girl,  simply  bubbling 
over  with  life  and  fun  sometimes,  and  at 
others  somewhat  sad  and  pensive.  Grad- 
ually she  learned  more  of  her  history.  She 
had  taken  a  course  in  one  of  the  Bible 
institutes  and  hoped  to  go  to  the  foreign 
field,  but  her  application  to  several  of 
the  independent  boards  and  also  to  her 
own  denomination  had  been  refused  on 
account  of  her  health.  She  was  not  really 
ill,  nor  suffering  from  any  organic  trou- 
ble they  assured  her,  but  too  frail,  they 
thought,  to  stand  the  strain  of  life  in  a 
foreign  land.  They  advised  her  to  go 
into  some  direct  Christian  work  here  at 
home. 

The  opportunity  to  do  this  had  come  to 
her  quite  unexpectedly  a  year  or  more 
before,  and  she  had  spent  the  happiest 
year  of  her  life  as  pastor's  assistant  in 
a  growing  church  in  the  city  suburbs. 
But  a  change  in  the  pastorate  and  other 
facts  beyond  anyone's  control  had 
changed  all  this  and  she  was  compelled 
to  go  back  into  the  secular  business  world 
from  which  she  had  departed,  as  she 
thought,  forever,  several  years  before. 
"Doesn't  it  seem  too  bad,  when  I  want 


so  much  to  be  in  the  Lord's  work,  to  be 
denied  that  privilege?"  she  asked  one  day. 

"Yes,"  Jean  answered  slowly.  "Of 
course  it  is  possible  always  to  work  no 
matter  what  one  may  be  engaged  in  as 
a  matter  of  occupation.  You  remember 
the  man  whose  business  was  to  serve  the 
Lord,  but  who  cobbled  shoes  to  pay  ex- 
penses." 

"I  guess  that  is  what  I  will  have  to 
do,  though  after  full  days  in  the  office 
I  have  not  the  strength  to  do  half  what 
I  want  to  in  the  evenings  and  on  Sunday. 
I  do  love  church  work  so;  the  work 
among  young  people  is  wonderful,  and 
with  my  music  I  was  always  able  to  get 
a  group  with  me.  I  believe  God  has  given 
me  in  some  degree  the  gift  of  leadership 
among  children  and  young  people.  And 
I  love  to  visit  the  sick,  and  old  people 
too.  Oh,  I  wish  I  could  be  in  a  church 


FOREWORD 

This  book  stands  almost  unique  among 
stories  for  young  people  written  from  a 
genuinely  Christian  viewpoint.  An  amazing 
characteristic  of  English  literature  is  that 
the  great  love  stories  of  fiction  and  drama 
are  nearly  all  treated  as  though  a  personal 
heavenly  Father  had  nothing  to  do  with 
such  matters.  In  this  they  are  perhaps  true 
to  life  that  is  lived  without  God.  But  what 
of  Christians  who  earnestly  want  God's  way 
in  their  lives?  Stories  dealing  with  this 
group  of  people  are  too  apt  to  be  "goody- 
goody,"  and  appear  "pious"  in  the  wrong 
sense  of  that  word.  But  Zenobia  Bird,  with 
a  keen  insight  into  human  nature,  a  re- 
markable grasp  of  spiritual  truth  and  its 
practical  application  to  everyday  life,  has 
given  a  series  of  love  stories  based  on  actual 
life  experiences  that  will  fascinate  young 
people,  and  at  the  same  time  show  how 
vital  and  real  and  adventurous  is  life  with 
Christ   at   the   center. 

REV.  ROBERT  C.  McQUILKIN, 
Dean  of  Columbia  Bible  School,  Columbia, 
S.    C. 


and  its  activities  all  the  time.  Don't  you 
think  I  would  make  a  good  minister's 
wife?" 

"Indeed  I  do,"  Jean  answered,  laugh- 
ing. 

"It's  a  wonder  you  aren't  married.  It 
seems  as  if  you  ought  to  be." 

"Yes,  I  think  so  too,"  Jean  answered 
with  a  little  laugh.  "I  have  been  told 
that  before.  But  one  thing  I  know,  I  am 
not  sitting  down  and  moping  because  I 
am  not.  I  believe  that  marriage  is  the 
best,  the  fullest  and  richest  life, — if  it 
is  God's  will  for  that  particular  life.  But 
the  way  some  people  talk  you  would 
think  that  marriage  is  an  end  in  itself! 
I  do  not  believe  that  either  married  life 
or  single  has  all  the  blessings  or  all  the 


trials.  They  each  have  a  share  of  both, 
only   they  are  different." 

"Why,  Jean,"  and  the  other  girl  looked 
at  her  in  surprise,  "you  make  me  won- 
der." 

"Wonder   what?" 

"Well,   whether   it's   sour   grapes." 

"Not  a  bit  of  it.  I  tell  you  I  like  the 
boys  and  enjoy  the  friendship  and  con- 
fidence of  some  of  the  finest  men.  But, 
seriously,  I  was  not  thinking  of  myself  at 
all  when  I  said  that,  but  of  the  many 
girls  I  have  known,  some  of  them  fine 
Christian  girls  too,  who  were  desperately 
unhappy  because,  quite  evidently,  mar- 
riage was  not  in  God's  plan  for  them 
and  they  could  not  be  reconciled  to  the 
denial.  They  seemed  so  surrendered,  and 
sensible  too,  in  other  things,  but  in  that 
one  matter  they  did  not  seem  to  see  clear- 

ly." 

"I  don't  think  it  is  a  matter  of  seeing 
clearly,"  Wilda  answered  slyly.  "You 
must  admit  that  it  is  perfectly  natural 
to  want  to  have  a  home  and  love  and 
companionship,  isn't  it?" 

"Sure  it  is,"  Jean  answered  emphati- 
cally. "It  is  right  to  want  what  we  want, 
and  to  pray  that  God  will  give  it  to  us 
if  it  is  His  will.  I  think  girls  ought  to 
pray  about  it  more  than  they  do.  And 
any  sensible  girl  will  look  just  as  sweet 
and  be  as  fine  and  as  natural  and  as 
winsome  as  possible.  That  is  all  right,  but 
what  I  am  talking  about  is  the  down- 
right unhappiness  of  heart  and  continual 
dissatisfaction  that  some  girls  suffer  be- 
cause they  never  surrender  their  wills  on 
this    question." 

"Well,  what  is  the  remedy  you  sug- 
gest?" 

"Just  good  sense!  And,"  she  added 
thoughtfully,  "surrender  and  trust  in 
God's  will. 

"Wilda,  please  do  not  misunderstand 
me,"  she  went  on  after  a  pause.  "I  do 
not  think  I  have  ever  quite  put  my 
thoughts  into  words  on  this  subject,  but 
I  think  I  can  make  you  see  it.  It  is  this 
way.  No  one  life  has  all  of  good  and  the 
other  all  of  ill, — God  sees  that.  My  mar- 
ried girl  friend — happily  married  too — 
we  will  say  has  all  those  things  that  we 
girls  count  desirable,  but  is  she  neces- 
sarily any  happier  than  we?  She  may  not 
have  a  happy,  contented  spirit  at  all.  Then 
she  is  poorer,  I  say,  with  all  her  riches  of 
love,  than  the  single  girl  with  a  happy, 
contented  heart  who  is  willing  to  enjoy 
some  things  vicariously.  For  it  is  usually 
possible  to  love  a  home,  and  add  to  its 
homeliness  too,  even  if  one  does  not  pos- 
sess one  of  her  own.  And  life  need  not 
be  lonely  or  empty  of  love  because  one 
does  not  have  a  husband.  It  is  always 
possible  to  find  someone  more  lonesome 
than  oneself.  The  same  unselfishness, 
sympathy  and  understanding  that  are  ne- 
( Continued  on  page  31) 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESSON   NO.    1 
A  Lazy  Man  Who  Hid  His  Talent 

Matt.  25:14-27. 

Jesus  said  that  once  a  man  who  had  a 
great  deal  of  money  called  three  of  his 
servants  to  him  and  told  them  that  he  was 
going  away  from  home  to  be  gone  for  a 
long  time  and  they  were  to  take  good  care 
of  things  while  he  was  away. 

To  one  of  the  servants  the  master  gave 
five  pieces  of  money,  called  talents.  To 
another  servant  he  gave  two  talents.  To 
a  third  he  gave  one  talent.  They  were  to 
use  the  money  and  earn  as  much  as  they 
could  while  he  was  away. 

After  the  master  left  the  servant  who 
had  five  talents  was  anxious  to  please  the 
master,  and  by  working  hard  soon  had 
ten  talents  instead  of  the  five  the  master 
had  given  him. 

The  man  who  had  two  talents  went 
to  work  and  earned  two  more.  The  third, 
a  lazy  man,  just  wrapped  his  one  talent  in 
a  cloth,  dug  a  hole  in  the  field,  and  buried 
it  in  the  ground  where  it  would  not  bene- 
fit any  one. 

After  a  long  time  the  master  returned 
home.  He  called  the  three  servants  to  him 
and  asked  them  to  give  an  account  of 
their  talents.  The  first  servant  came  with 
his  ten  talents  which  he  had  doubled.  The 
master  was  well  pleased  with  him.  The 
second  came  with  four  talents  which  he 
had  doubled.  The  master  was  pleased  with 
him.  The  lazy  servant  who  had  buried  his 
one  talent  had  not  gained  anything.  The 
master  called  him  a  wicked,  slothful  serv- 
ant and  took  away  the  talent  he  had  and 
gave  to  the  one  that  had  ten  talents. 

In  this  story  the  master  represents  Je- 


sus. Every  little  boy  or  girl  has  one  or 
more  talents.  If  you  do  your  best  Jesus 
will  be  well  pleased  with  you. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESSON   NO.   2 
Crossing  a  River  On  Dry  Land 

"Ye  go  over  Jordan,  and  dwell  in  the 
land  which  the  Lord  your  God  giveth 
you,"  Deut.  12:10. 

After  the  children  of  Israel  had  been 
living  in  the  wilderness  forty  years,  they 
were  now  ready  to  enter  the  land  of  Ca- 
naan, a  land  which  God  had  promised 
them. 

They  came  to  the  river  Jordan.  This 
river  was  too  deep  and  the  waters  too 
swift  to  wade  across.  There  was  no  bridge 
to  go  over;  no  boat  to  row  a  multitude  of 
people  across.  God  had  commanded  their 
brave  leader  Joshua  to  move  forward.  The 
people  were  ready  to  obey  their  leader's 
command.  They  had  seen  miracles  per- 
formed in  the  past.  They  must  have  re- 
membered what  took  place  at  the  Red 
Sea  when  they  crossed  over  on  dry  land. 

God  told  them  what  to  do.  When  the 
priests,  who  carried  the  ark,  stepped  into 
the  edge  of  the  water,  the  water  ceased 
to  flow  a'nd  piled  up  in  a  great  heap  on 
each  side.  All  the  hosts  of  the  children  of 
Israel  went  straight  over  the  bottom  of 
the  river  on  dry  land. 

After  every  one  was  safe  on  the  other 
side  God  caused  the  waters  to  flow  down 
the  stream  as  before.  Was  this  the  only  in- 
stance where  the  waters  were  divided  at 
the  river  Jordan?  No,  the  prophets  Elijah 
and  Elisha  both  divided  the  waters  of 
Jordan  on  the  day  Elijah  ascended  to 
heaven.  Nothing  is  impossible  with  God. 
Questions: 

What  river  did  the  Israelites  cross  on 
dry  land?  The  river  Jordan.  How  many 
years  were  the  Israelites  in  the  wilderness? 
Forty  years.  Who  was  their  leader? 
Joshua. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    3 
The  Walls  of  Jericho  Fall  Down 

Joshua  6:1-27. 
After  the  Israelites  had  entered  the  land 
of  Canaan  they  came  to  Jericho,  a  strong 
walled  city,  and  could  go  no  farther  un- 
til they  had  taken  the  city.  While  Joshua 
was  standing  there  looking  at  the  great 
stone  wall  and  perhaps  wondering  how 
they  could  force  their  way  through  and 
capture  their  enemies,  he  noticed  a  strange 
man  d-essed  as  a  soldier  with  a  sword  in 
his  hand.  This  man  was  the  captain  of 
the  Lord's  army  and  came  to  help  them. 
Joshua  fell  on  his  face  and  worshipped 
him. 


In  order  to  take  this  city  all  they  had 
to  do  was  to  obey  God.  His  orders  were: 
Every  day  for  a  whole  week  the  priests 
should  take  the  ark  of  the  covenant  on 
their  shoulders  and  march  around  the  out- 
side of  the  walls  of  the  city.  Seven  priests 
were  to  go  in  front,  blowing  rams'  horns. 
On  the  seventh  day  they  were  to  go  not 
once  but  seven  times.  The  men  of  war 
marched  too.  They  were  to  shout  when 
the  order  was  given. 

The  men  of  Jericho  might  have  felt 
safe  and  secure  shut  inside  of  a  high, 
strong  stone  walled  city.  How  could  a 
host  of  Israelites  with  their  priests  blow- 
ing horns  and  just  marching  round  day 
after  day  capture  them?  They  could  hear 
the  tramp,  tramp  of  the  soldiers  as  they 
marched.  What  a  peculiar  way  to  fight  a 
battle. 

What  happened?  On  the  seventh  day 
after  making  their  last  round,  Joshua 
said,  "Shout,"  then  all  the  people  shouted; 
the  priests  blew  their  trumpets;  the  stone 
wall  began  to  tremble,  then  fell  down  flat 
and  the  people  went  in  and  took  the  city. 
The  Israelites  knew  that  God  had  given 
them  the  victory.  They  won  this  battle 
by  being  obedient. 

Questions: 

What  city  was  taken?  Jericho.  Who 
was  their  leader?  Joshua. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  4 

The  questions  and  answers  are  written 
for  the  children  to  memorize. 

Question:  What  is  the  oldest  book  in 
the  world? 

Answer:  The  Holy  Bible. 

Question:  What  book  has  had  the  wid- 
est circulation? 

Answer:  The  Bible. 

Question:  Who  wrote  the  Bible? 

Ansiver:  Holy  men  inspired  of  God. 

Question:  How  long  was  it  from  the 
time  the  first  volume  was  written  until 
the  last? 

Answer:  Sixteen  hundred  years. 

Question:  How  many  books  are  in  the 
Bible? 

Answer:  Sixty-six. 

Question:  How  many  chapters  are  in 
the  Bible? 

Answer:  1,189. 

Question:  Where  is  the  longest  verse  in 
the  Bible  found? 

Answer:  Esther  8:9. 

Question:  Where  is  the  shortest  verse 
found? 

Answer:  John  11:3  5. 

Question:  Where  is  the  longest  chapter 
found  ? 

Answer:  Psalm  119. 

Question:  Where  is  the  shortest  chap- 
ter found? 

Answer:  Psalm  117. 

Question:  What  was  Luke's  profession 
before  conversion? 

Answer:  He  was  a  physician. 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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Children  of  Rev.  and  Mrs.  J.  S.  Barnard.   Reading    left    to    right:    Jimmie,    Billy, 
Jeanne,  Myrna  Loy  and  Harold  Barnard. 


BUILDING 

"Molly,  let's  go  around  by  the  new 
post  office  on  the  way  home.  I  love  to 
watch   building   going   on,   don't   you?" 

"I  don't  know  that  I'm  so  keen  about 
it,"  laughed  Molly.  "But,  then,  I'm  not 
planning  to  be  a  lady  architect,  and  you 
are.  You've  always  liked  building,  from 
the  time  you  used  to  make  block  towers, 
haven't  you,  Helen?" 

Helen  nodded.  "And  Mr.  Armstrong, 
the  architect,  will  be  there  this  afternoon, 
and  he's  awfully  nice  about  answering 
any  questions  we  might  want   to   ask." 

"I  suppose  we  really  ought  to  go 
straight  home  and  study  our  Spanish  for 
tomorrow,"  said  Molly  half-heartedly. 
"We're  not  doing  very  good  work  in 
Spanish — either  of   us." 

"Oh,  I  don't  care,  as  long  as  we  get 
by,"  said  Helen.  "We're  doing  good 
enough  work,  so  she  can't  flunk  us,  and 
that's  all  that's  necessary.  Come  along!" 

"All  right,"  agreed  Molly.  "I  don't 
feel  like  studying,  but  the  truth  is,  I'm 
tired  of  having  Ruth  Page  be  the  star 
pupil  in  that  class,  and  I'd  like  to  show 
her  she  isn't  the  only  good  student  in 
school.  She  seems  to  think  she  is." 

Helen's  face  clouded  at  the  mention 
of  Ruth.  "Oh,  well,  Ruth  gets  all  the 
breaks  in  everything,"  she  said  moodily. 
"She  got  the  lead  in  the  class  play,  the 
story  club  prize  for  the  best  piece  of 
writing.  She  is  on  the  student  council. 
The  school  seems  to  think  it  couldn't 
run  without  Ruth.  I'd  like  to  see  some- 
body else  get  a  chance." 

"She's  got  the  whole  school  eating  out 
of  her  hand,  all  right,"  said  Molly,  sar- 
castically. "Wonderful  Ruth!  Well,  who 
cares?" 


"Oh,  there's  Mr.  Armstrong!"  Helen's 
face  cleared  swiftly.  "Let's  run  down 
there.  He  and  the  contractor  are  looking 
over  some  building  material." 

As  the  girls  drew  nearer  they  heard 
Mr.  Armstrong  say:  "This  lumber  won't 
do,  Mr.  Peterson.  "We're  putting  only 
first-class  material  into  this  building  and 
this  is  full  of  knots." 

"Back  it  goes  to  the  yards,"  replied 
Mr.  Peterson.  "I  knew  as  soon  as  I  looked 
at  it  that  it  wouldn't  do.  The  glass  has 
come,  Mr.  Armstrong,  and  it's  first-class 
in  every  respect." 

Helen  had  known  Mr.  Armstrong  all 
her  life,  and  now  she  went  up  to  him 
as  the  contractor  walked  away  and  asked: 
"Why  is  it  so  important  to  have  that  lum- 
ber free  from  knots?  Couldn't  you  get 
that  at  a  cheaper  price  and  use  it  where 
it  wouldn't  show?" 

The  architect  smiled  at  the  girls  and 
shook  his  head  decidedly.  "Not  a  chance!" 
he  replied.  "The  careful  builder  chal- 
lenges each  bit  of  material  that  goes 
into  the  construction." 

"I  don't  see  why  that's  so  important," 
protested  Helen. 

"And  you're  the  girl  who  wants  to  be 
an  architect?"  asked  her  friend  quizzi- 
cally. "Why,  my  child,  the  strength  and 
beauty  and  usefulness  of  the  building 
depend  upon  first-class  workmanship  and 
material.  Knotty  lumber,  defective  steel, 
faulty  glazing — all  that  sort  of  thing — 
can't  be  allowed  to  enter  the  job." 

"I'll  remember  that,"  said  Helen, 
"when  I  start  building." 

"You  can  begin  to  practice  now,  if 
you'd  like  to,"  said  Mr.  Armstrong. 

"Oh,  you're  just  teasing,"  said  Helen. 
"What  building  can  I  do?" 

"Character      building,"      replied      her 


friend.  "It's  splendid  practice.  Put  in  only 
the  good  material.  Challenge  the  thoughts 
that  make  up  your  mental  building — en- 
vy, jealousy,  unfair  criticism — all  such 
things.  And  don't  put  up  with  slipshod 
workmanship,  either.  Don't  forget  you're 
architects  right   now — both  of  you." 

Mr.  Peterson  came  back  at  this  point 
for  further  consultation,  and  the  girls 
walked  away,  their  faces  somewhat 
flushed,  but  very  thoughtful. 

"It's  only  fair  to  say  that  Ruth  does 
put  in  good  material  and  careful  work- 
manship," said  Helen,  finally. 

"Yes,"  agreed  Molly  slowly,  "she  really 
has  deserved  every  honor  she's  received. 
But,  Helen,  you  and  I  can  do  some  first- 
class  building  now.  We've  got  the  spec- 
ifications from  a  first-class  architect. 
How   shall   we   begin?" 

"Foundation  work,"  said  Helen 
promptly.  "Let's  go  home  and  study  our 
Spanish." — Girl's   World. 

Jimmy's  First  Envelope 

"Oh!  oh!  oh!"  shouted  Jimmy  as  he 
hopped  up  and  down,  "I  am  going  to 
Sunday  School,"  and  he  began  to  sing 
a  little  tune  all  his  own,   to  the  words: 

"How  strong  and  sweet  my  Father's 

care, 
That  round  about  me  like  the  air 
Is  with  me  always,  everywhere; 
He  cares  for  me." 

"You  must  be  a  good  boy,"  said  big 
sister.  "Do  stop  hopping  around  like  a 
bird.  If  you  fall  down  and  get  your 
jacket  soiled  I  cannot  take  you.  Here  is 
a  bright,  new  nickel  to  put  into  the  bas- 
ket when  they  march,"  continued  big 
sister. 

When  Jimmy  was  taken  into  the  room 
for  beginners,  Miss  Polly  was  already 
there. 

"What  a  pretty  suit,"  said  Miss  Polly, 
"and  a  nice  pocket  for  that  shiny  nickel. 
Shall  we  put  it  there  until  we  march, 
Jimmy?" 

Jimmy  slipped  the  nickel  into  his  pock- 
et. 

"I  know  you'll  just  love  Sunday 
School,"  smiled  Miss  Polly. 

Jimmy  smiled  back.  He  knew  that  he 
would. 

When  the  children  were  all  seated 
Miss  Polly  introduced  Jimmy.  They  sang 
some  pretty  songs  and  talked  to  their 
heavenly    Father. 

When  the  offering  was  taken  Jimmy 
marched  with  the  rest.  He  noticed  that 
every  child  carried  an  envelope  except 
a  little  girl  and  himself. 

"I  want  an  envelope,  too,"  said  Jimmy 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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TEACH  ME  THY  W  A1* 

I '  \  i  i  i  m     Weaver 

DARLENE  paced  the  floor  of  her 
room,  her  pretty  features  marred  by 
frowns  of  worry  across  her  forehead,  and 
her  eyes  bright  with  unshed  tors.  She 
looked  up  toward  heaven  and  said,  very 
sofl  I)  : 

"Why,  oli  why  does  my  life  have  to  be 
so  very  complicated,  and  in  such  tangles? 
Why,  oh  why,  must  I  always  be  unde- 
cided, must  I  never  know  wh.it  to  do? 
Why  must  I  ever  fear  that  1  am  doing 
wrong?  Why  can't  it  be  .is  some  people's 
- — serene,  happy,  pleasant,  simple,  and 
easy  to  live?" 

With  these  words  the  tears  that  had 
been  inside  her  all  day  began  to  pour  out 
in  great,  long,  heart-rending  sobs;  and 
she  sat  on  the  rut;,  pillowing  her  head  on 
her  arms  beside  the  open  window.  She  sat 
there  for  a  long  time,  her  only  words  be- 
ing "Lord,  help"  between 
the  sobs. 

Finally  Darlene's  tears 
quieted,  and  she  went  near- 
er the  open  window.  She 
cupped  her  chin  in  her 
hands  and  looked  O  u  t 
into  the  night,  only  a 
steady  stream  of  hot  tears 
rolling  down  her  cheeks.  It 
was  a  beautiful  night;  the 
clouds  were  white  and 
fleecy,  the  moon  was  full, 
and  it  seemed  the  whole 
world  looked  so  peaceful, 
sweet,  and  so  heavenly  until 
it  made  Darlene's  heart  long 
more  than  ever  for  that 
peace  that  only  God  can 
give.  Instantly  she  began  to 
pray — not  loudly,  not  fast, 
but  by  saying  half  as  if 
to  someone  in  the  room,  and 
half  as  if  to  the  night  it- 
self: 

"Lord,  why  don't  you 
help  me?  You  know  that 
long  ago  1  gave  my  life  to 
thee.  I  asked  thee  to  lead  me 
right,  to  live  my  life  for  me 
—because  I  didn't  know 
how.  Lord  Jesus,  what  am 
I  going  to  do?  Which  way 
must  I  turn;  which  little 
path  must  I  take?  Which 
one  will  insure  me  the  life 
of  happiness,  pleasing  to 
Thee,  and  which  one  the 
life  of  unhappiness,  un- 
pleasing  to  Thee?  Lord,  do 
help  me  now." 


It  was  then  it  seemed  that  the  still, 
sweet  voice  ol  Jesus  Himself,  whispered 
to  Darlene  and  said,  "My  clear,  precious 
child,  go  get  the  little  Bible  that  you  love- 
so  much.  Thy  hands  will  be  directed  to 
the  passage  that  you  should  read  tonight, 
linked   I   will  help." 

Obediently  Darlene  reached  for  her 
Bible,  and  opened  it.  Not  turning  on  the 
light  she  saw  by  the  light  of  the  full 
moon. 

"Teach  me  thy  way,  O  Lord,"  Psalm 
27:11.  Again  she  looked  up  into  the  sky. 
Again   the  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 

"Yes,  Lord,  that's  what  1  need.  I  want 
to  do  thy  holy  will.  I  want  to  live  just 
where  thou  wouldest  have  me  to,  but 
how  can  I  know  thy  will?  How  can  I  be 
sure  what  thou  desirest  of  me?" 

With  her  face  still  turned  to  heaven, 
there  came  over  the  radio,  from  the  room 
below,  the  strains  of  a  song.  Then  a  rich, 
deep    voice    began    to    sing — 


CHRIST  OF  MY  HEART 

Dear  Christ,  I  think  if  only  I  could  rest  awhile 

Down  at  Thy  knees,  like  John,  and  have  thee  smile 

On  me  as  I  should  lift  my  yearning  face  to  thine, 

Am!  feel  thy  hand,  in  sweet  embrace,  placed  warm  on  mine; 

I  think  I  could  rise  up  again  strong  in  thy  strength  divine. 

If  only  I  could  feel  thy  hand  on  mine! 

Sometimes  I  am  so  very  weary.  Lord; 

Sometimes  if  I  could  only  hear  thy  spoken  wTord, 

As  Peter  heard  among  the  winds  and  waves  of  Galilee, 

Even  in  sad  rebuke,  and  know  that  thou  art  calling  me 

[  think  I  could  do  anything,  go  anywhere  with  thee, 

If  only  I  could  hear  thy  voice  a-calling  me! — Sel. 


"Waii-  thine  own  way,  Lord,  have  thine 

nil  II     li 

Thou  art  the  potter,  I  am  the  clay. 
Mold  me  and  make  me  after  thy  will 
While  I  am  waiting,  yielded  and  still." 
Quickly  Darlene  realized  that  this  song 
was  meant  for  her.  Already  she  ielt  that 
God  in  His  might}'  way  was  answering 
her  prayer,  and  was  going  to  put  His 
peace  into  her  soul.  The  song  continued: 
"Have  thine  own  way,  Lord,  have  thine 

on  n   u  a) , 
Wounded  and  weary,  help  me  I  pit)-" 

"Oh,  indeed,  I'm  wounded  and   weary 
tonight,   dear  Lord,"   she   whispered. 
"Poucr,  all  power,  surely  is  thine, 
Touch  me  and  heal  me,  Senior  divin-e." 

"Jesus  do,"  she  whispered,  but  already 
she  felt  His  love,  His  warmth,  His  hap- 
piness  flooding   her   soul. 
"Have  thine  own  nay,  Lord,  have  thine 
nun  way, 

Hold   o'er    my   being,   abso- 

■         lute  sway; 

Fill    with   thy   Spirit   till  all 

shall  see, 
Christ  only,  always,    living 
in   me." 

"Yes,  dear  Lord,  that's 
what  I  want,  that  my  life 
will  be  just  so  that  people 
will  see  only  thee  in  my  life 
— that  you  will  be  my  All 
in  life,  that  I'll  know  thy 
way." 

Again  the  voice  sang, 
"Take    my    hand,    precious 

Lord, 
Lead  me  on,  let  me  stand — 
/  am  tired,  I  am  weak,  I  am 

worn; 
Through  the  storm,  tlxrough 

the  night, 
Lead  me  on  to  the  light, 
Take     my    hand,     precious 
Lord,  lead  me  home." 
As  Darlene     listened     she 
closed  her  tired  eyes. 

"Indeed  I'm  tired,  I'm 
weak,  I'm  worn,  but  to- 
night— right  now — precious 
Lord — I've  felt  thy  hand 
upon  my  own;  I've  realized 
anew  that  I'm  leaning  on 
thy  everlasting  arm,  and  I 
need  never  fear.  Surely, 
Lord,  I  can  "know  thy 
way,"  so  long  as  I  walk 
leaning  on  thy  arm,  with 
thy  hand  in  mine,  how  can 
it  be  otherwise,  then  thou, 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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venture.  I  don't  like  the  thought  of  los- 
ing what  I  put  into  it,  and  I  don't  see 
how  business  can  possibly  pick  up  with 
so  many  out  of  work  who  must  spend 
sparingly  of  necessity." 

Perhaps  I  was  unreasonable,  but  I  was 
nervous.  Joan  had  been  especially  fretful 
all  day.  She  missed  her  ride  in  her  baby 
carriage,  and  anyway  she  was  cutting 
teeth. 

Jack  was  patient  and  finally  admitted 
that  probably  he  was  overanxious,  and 
that  we  might  as  well  forget  our  worries 
for  the  time  being  and  enjoy  the  evening. 
He  popped  some  corn  and  we  had  some 
of  our  big,  juicy  Northern  Spy  apples 
from  the  tree  at  the  back  of  the  house. 
It  was  a  relief  to  me  not  to  have  to  hear 
or  talk  about  business  cares  and  problems. 

It  was  the  very  next  day  that  Jack 
called  me  on  the  telephone  from  the  store. 

"The  new  teacher  who  has  been  en- 
gaged to  teach  in  the  kindergarten  in 
Stoneham  next  term  is  in  the  store.  She  is 
looking  for  a  good,  homey  boarding 
place.  I  couldn't  just  think  of  any  one 
who  would  take  her,  but  I  thought  you 
might,  Sue.  What  have  you  to  suggest?" 

Instantly  my  mind  raced  around  my 
own  domicile.  We  had  two  unused  bed- 
rooms ourselves,  and  we  didn't  live  far 
from  the  schoolhouse.  People  called  me  a 
good  cook,  and  I  was  sure  I  could  please 


SUE  FINALLY  FACES  FACTS 

and 

THE  HABIT    OF    FAULTFINDING 

HAS  TO  FIND  ANOTHER  HOME 

By  Emma  Gary  Wallace 

BABY  Joan  was  almost  a  year  old  when 
Jack  came  home  one  night  from  our 
little  grocery  store,  and  I  could  see  by  his 
manner  that  he  was  worried  over  some- 
thing. 

I  was  quite  sure  I  knew  what  the  trou- 
ble was,  but  it  didn't  seem  fair  that  he 
should  bring  his  business  worries  to  me 
when  I  had  been  shut  in  all  this  long 
stormy  day  without  seeing  any  one  from 
the  outside. 

I  had  prepared  a  good  supper,  having 
made  a  couple  of  dishes  of  which  Jack 
was  very  fond — macaroni  and  cheese,  us- 
ing quite  snappy  cheese  and  plenty  of  it, 
and  rhubarb  short  cake  with  whipped 
cream. 

Jack  continued  to  be  in  a  sort  of 
brown  study  and  I  questioned  whether 
he  knew  what  he  was  eating  or  not.  Be- 
fore the  meal  was  over,  however,  I  pressed 
the  matter  of  what  was  on  his  mind,  and 
finally  he  told  me  that  business  was  so 
poor  and  his  creditors  pressing  him  so  ur- 
gently for  money,  that  he  hardly  knew 
what  to  do  next. 

He  admitted  that  if  any  one  of  the 
people  he  owed  would  try  to  force  pay- 
ment of  his  claims,  the  others  would 
probably  become  alarmed  and  start  to 
make  quick  demands  upon  him  also. 

As  Jack  put  it,  "If  one  firm  goes  into 
action,  the  rest  will  probably  hop  in  as 
quick  as  they  can  so  as  to  get  their  money 
before  it  is  too  late." 

I  really  didn't  think  there  was  much 
chance  of  this  happening,  for  Jack  is  the 
kind  of  fellow  who  is  inclined  to  borrow 
trouble.  I  told  him  so,  and  that  conditions 
were  no  worse  for  us  than  for  other  peo- 
ple. 

"But  don't  you  see,  Sue,"  he  frowned, 
"that  I  can't  help  but  worry  when  I  have 
you  and  the  baby  and  the  house  to  pro- 
vide for.  We've  had  a  good  living  from 
the  small  investment  I  made  in  groceries 
and    everyday    supplies    in    our    business 


Abide  With  Me 

Luke  24:29 
Winifred  M.  Nienhuis 

Beneath  our  humble  roof,  dear  Lord, 

Abide  with  us  we  pray, 
From  early  dawn  till  set  of  sun, 

We  need  Thee  every  day. 

Be  Thou  our  loved  and  honored  Guest, 

Unseen  by  mortal  eye; 
But  those  who  gather  round  our  hearth 

Shall  feel  Thy  presence  nigh. 

The  cares  and  worries  of  the  day, 
And  all  the  joys  we've  known, 

The  many  problems  that  we  face 
And    cannot    solve    alone; 

We'd  share  them     all     with  Thee,  dear 
Lord, 

For  Thou  dost  understand; 
And  sitting  at  Thy  feet  we'll  learn 

What  Thou  in  love  hast  planned. 

And  so  we  pray,  Abide  with  us, 

To  counsel  and  to  bless, 
And  by  Thy  grace,  Lord,  may  our  home 

And  lives  bear  Thy  impress. 


the  newcomer.  Anyway  it  would  be 
worth  trying  for  a  little  while,  and  decid- 
edly pleasant  to  have  somebody  to  talk  to 
in  the  evening  besides  Jack,  who  so  often 
was  quiet  or  wanted  to  read  or  work  on 
his  books. 

I  could  see  and  I  was  sure  I  was  right, 
that  Jack  was  hoping  I  would  offer  to 
take  the  teacher,  Miss  Plummet,  under 
our  roof.  The  money  would  be  welcome 
and  perhaps  what  she  paid  would  help  us 
enough  so  we  could  struggle  along  with 
the  store  until  the  business  situation  was 
relieved. 

I  said  something  of  that  kind  to  Jack, 
and  he  responded  enthusiastically,  "That 
would  be  great!  We  could  try  it  out  any- 
way, then  if  things  didn't  work  out  to 
suit  both  sides,  we  could  help  Miss  Plum- 
met to  find  a  place  at  her  leisure." 

So  that's  how  it  came  about  that  Miss 
Plummet  came  to  our  house  to  live.  She 
loved  Joan  from  the  first  and  often  took 
care  of  her  while  Jack  and  I  went  out 
somewhere  for  a  neighborhood  call  or  to 
an  entertainment.  Joan  soon  developed  a 
great  fondness  for  this  new  member  of 
our  group,  and  neither  Jack  nor  I  looked 
upon  it  as  anything  at  all  to  be  jealous 
about. 

Joan  was  growing  like  a  weed,  and  ev- 
ery day  there  seemed  to  be  some  new 
problem  with  her — what  to  do  or  what 
not  to  do — whether  to  follow  the  old- 
fashioned  ideas  in  child  rearing,  or  the 
new  ones  which  appeared  so  logical  when 
Miss  Plummet  discussed  them. 

She  had  gone  into  the  matter  of  be- 
havior problems  quite  thoroughly,  as  she 
had  two  married  sisters  with  families, 
and  in  her  teaching  she  had  gone  under 
the  skin  of  things,  as  she  said,  to  under- 
stand her  pupils  better. 

Again  and  again  she  told  me  how  im- 
portant it  was  to  comprehend  the  work- 
ings of  the  child  mind,  and  to  know  what 
to  do  to  bring  out  the  best  in  each  boy 
and  girl. 

Many  were  the  interesting  stories  she 
had  to  tell  us  of  the  happenings  which 
had  occurred  during  the  day  in  her  little 
school,  and  if  for  any  reason  she  went 
away  over  the  week-end,  we  missed  her 
greatly. 

One  thing  I  couldn't  quite  understand: 
It  was  why  at  such  times  Jack  seemed  so 
reluctant  for  us  to  be  alone  together  in 
our  home.  Business  had  picked  up  a  bit, 
but  that  didn't  account  altogether  for 
the  fact  that  Jack  seemed  to  have  ac- 
quired the  idea  of  the  presence  among  us 
of  a  third  person. 

Either  he  would  bring  a  salesman  home 
to  supper  at  night,  or  he  would  devote 
most  of  his  attention  to  Joan  until  it  was 
past  her  bedtime  and  I  had  to  insist  on 
tucking  her  in  for  the  night.  Then,  as 
likely  as  not,  he  would  telephone  for  one 
of  the  neighbors  to  come  over  and  listen 
(Continued  on  page   30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

(Used  by   permission  of  'Londervan 
Publishing    Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 


NOTE:  The  first  part  of  this  page  in 
this  issue  is  the  closing  of  the  article  in 
last  issue.  It  is  so  inspiring  that  we  are 
using  it  before  beginning  our  next  chap- 
ter. We  trust  our  young  people  are  read- 
ing this  page  each  month.  It  will  inspire 
you  to  a  greater  life. — Editor. 

In  one  of  the  palaces  in  the  city  of 
Genoa,  there  is  a  glass  case  carefully 
guarded,  containing  the  violin  of  the 
great  Pagannini.  The  violin  was  be- 
queathed to  the  city  on  the  condition 
that  it  should  never  be  played  again;  and 
there  it  has  been  preserved  as  the  city's 
most  famous  treasure.  But  the  charac- 
teristic of  the  particular  wood  of  which 
the  violin  is  made,  is  that  it  only  re- 
mains intact  when  it  is  constantly  in 
use.  If  not  used,  it  falls  a  prey  to  tiny 
insects  which  work  its  decay.  That  vio- 
lin, with  its  wonderful  possibilities  of 
music,  that  instrument  which  in  the 
hand  of  the  great  master  has  charmed 
thousands,  is  now  silent,  and  in  process 
of  decay.  It  will  in  time,  in  the  opinion 
of  experts,  become  nothing  more  than 
a  handful  of  worthless  dust! 

This  is  what  happens  figuratively  to 
every  man  who  withholds  from  God  the 
life   that  is   really  His. 

On  the  other  hand  if  that  violin  had 
but  been  kept  in  use  by  any  of  the  great 
masters  since  Pagannini's  day,  it  would 
still  be  as  perfect  now  as  then.  Unused, 
unyielded,  it  has  crumbled  to  dust. 

Are  you  content  that  your  life  should 
be  wasted?  Are  you  oblivious  to  the  pos- 
sibilities for  blessing  to  the  world  that 
it  contains?  Can  it  be  that  you  have  no 
desire  for  God's  will?  Are  you  locked 
up  within  your  own  ambitions?  Are  you 
shut  up  to  your  own  life  plans?  In  the 
heart  of  Christ  there  is  a  glorious  pur- 
pose of  blessing  for  you  and  through 
you,  but  He  can  no  more  work  these 
out  than  a  violinist  can  reproduce  on  an 
instrument  the  melody  that  is  in  his  soul, 
unless  and  until  it  is  placed  uncondition- 
ally in  his  hands,  and  controlled  by  his 
touch. 

Unyielded,  your  life  will  be  nothing 
more  than  a  handful  of  worthless  dust. 
Yielded,  you  will  be,  by  your  life  and 
career,  what  modern  commerce  calls  "a 
demonstrator"    of    how    "good,    and    ac- 


ceptable, and  perfect"  is  the  will  of  God. 

THE  HIGHEST  CLAIM 

THEIR  play  was  in  the  bathroom. 
Two  children,  with  a  brightly  paint- 
ed new  Noah's  ark,  were  imagining  the 
flood.  Presently  after  the  waters  had  gone 
down,  the  little  boy  said  to  his  sister, 
"Now  we  ought  to  do  what  Noah  did, 
he  built  an  altar  and  offered  a  sacrifice." 
So  down  to  the  kitchen  they  went,  col- 

"The  Lord  is  King!  I  own  His  power, 
His  right  to  rule  each  day  and  hour; 

I  own  His  claim  on  heart  and  will, 
And  His  demands  I  would  fulfill. 

He  claims  my  heart  to  keep  it  clean 
From  all  defiling  taint  of  sin; 

He  claims  my  will,  that  I  may  prove 
How  swift  obedience  answers  love. 

He  claims  my  hands  for  active  life 
In  noble  deeds  and  worthy  strife; 

He  claims  my  feet,  that  in  His  ways 
I  may  walk  boldly  all  my  days. 

He  claims  the  brightness  of  my  youth, 
My  earnest  striving  after  truth, 

My  joys,  my  toil,  my  craftsman's  skill; 
All  have  their  place,  and  serve  His  will. 

O  Lord,  my  King!  I  turn  to  Thee; 

Thy  loyal  service  makes  me  free: 
My  daily  task  Thou  shalt  assign; 

For  heart  and  will  and  life  are  Thine." 

— Darley  Terry. 

lected  some  pieces  of  stick,   returned  to 
the  bathroom   and  built   their  altar. 

"Now  what  shall  we  sacrifice?"  they 
asked.  Looking  at  the  animals  in  their 
ark,  they  felt  they  were  much  too  good  to 
burn. 

"I  know,"  said  the  little  girl.  "There's 
an  old  Noah's  ark  upstairs  in  the  nursery. 
P'raps  we  could  find  something  there  that 
would  do." 

So  up  she  ran,  and  a  moment  later  re- 
turned in  high  glee,  having  found  a  lamb 
which  had  two  legs  broken  off  and  the 
tail  gone. 

"Good!"  said  her  brother,  and  then  sol- 
emnly they  placed  the  little,  broken,  use- 
less lamb  upon  the  altar. 

What  they  sacrificed  cost  them — noth- 
ing. 

They  did  it  in  play.  Have  we  ever  done 
it  in  earnest?  We  Christians  acknowledge 
that  Christ  claims  our  all,  but  how  much 
do  we  give  Him!  What  do  we  place  on  the 
altar  of  consecration? 

We  sing: 
"My  richest  gain  I  count  hit  loss 


And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

All  the  tain  things  that  charm  me  most 

I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  heart,  my  life,  my  all." 

But  I  wonder  to  what  extent  do  we 
really  mean  these  words.  Do  we  count 
"our  richest  gain  but  loss"  for  Christ's 
sake?  Do  we  sacrifice  "the  vain  things 
which  charm  us  most"?  Have  we,  in  re- 
sponse to  the  claim  of  His  "amazing 
love,"  yielded  Him  "heart,  and  life  and 
all"? 

"Is  your  all  on  the  altar  of  sacrifice  laid? 
Your  heart  does  the  Spirit  control? 
You  can  only  be  blessed,  and  hair  peace 

and  sweet  rest, 
As  you  yield  Him  your  body  and  soul." 

An  eastern  legend  tells  of  how  God 
came  to  Moses  one  day,  and  said,  "Come, 
and  I  will  show  you  in  my  treasure  house 
the  gifts  that  my  people  bring  to  me." 
Moses  was  glad  until  in  the  first  house  he 
was  shown  a  heap  of  discarded  rags;  in 
the  next  a  collection  of  the  smallest  and 
cheapest  coins;  and  in  the  third,  nothing 
but  broken  crusts  of  bread. 

"These  are  the  gifts  which  my  people 
have  given  to  me,"  said  God,  and  Moses 
went  away  ashamed. 

In  contrast  to  this  legend  I  quote  the 
words  of  King  David,  "Neither  will  I  of- 
fer .  .  .  unto  the  Lord  my  God  of  that 
which  doth  cost  me  nothing,"  2  Sam.  24: 
24. 

What  then  is  our  response  to  the  claim 
of  Christ?  For  us  He  gave  His  all.  Shall 
we  give  only  part?  The  Apostle  Paul 
faced  this  same  challenge.  He  counted 
"all  things  but  loss  ..."  so  he  had  a 
right  to  appeal  thus  to  his  children  in  the 
flesh,  "Present  your  bodies  a  living  sacri- 
fice, holy,  acceptable  unto  God,  which  is 
your  reasonable  service,"  Rom.  12:1. 

Before  any  one  can  enter  into  the  ex- 
perience of  the  highest  life,  this  dedica- 
tion to  Christ  is  always  the  prerequisite. 
How  often  we  hear  the  word,  "consecra- 
tion," in  hymns,  prayers  and  sermons,  yet 
how  few  of  us  fully  appreciate  all  that  it 
really  means  or  implies?  Perhaps  no  word 
is  so  overworked  in  Christian  circles  to- 
day as  "surrender,"  but  we  are  in  danger 
of  missing  its  full  meaning,  and  are  in 
very  real  need  of  a  deeper  understanding 
and  a  more  adequate  conception  of  what 
is  involved  in  the  act  of  surrendering  all 
to  Christ. 

A  lady  was  resting  one  afternoon  on  a 
couch.  Darkness  was  coming  on,  so  she 
had  lain  down  for  a  moment  until  it  was 
time  to  turn  on  the  lights.  Presently  her 
young  maid  came  into  the  room.  Not 
noticing  that  her  mistress  was  there,  the 
girl  went  to  the  sideboard  where  the  cakes 
were  kept,  singing  while  she  did  so,  "I 
surrender  all."  Thinking  that  no  one  was 
about,  she  helped  herself  to  a  large  piece 
of  cake,  then  hurriedly  shut  the  door  and 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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treasured  Qleanings  for  ^Ministers  and 
Christian  cWorkers 


How  to  Settle  Difficulties 

DR.  Moses  Hoge,  of  Richmond,  Va., 
tells  of  two  Christian  men  who  "fell 
out."  One  heard  that  the  other  was  talk- 
ing against  him,  and  he  went  to  him  and 
said,  "Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  tell  me 
my  faults  to  my  face,  that  I  may  profit 
by  your  Christian  candor  and  try  to  get 
rid  of  them?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  the  other,  "I  will 
do  it." 

They  went  aside  and  the  former  said, 
"Before  you  commence  telling  what  you 
think  wrong  in  me,  will  you  please  bow 
down  with  me  and  let  us  pray  over  it, 
that  my  eyes  may  be  opened  to  see  my 
faults  as  you  will  tell  them?  You  lead  in 
prayer." 

It  was  done,  and  when  the  prayer  was 
over,  the  man  who  had  sought  the  inter- 
view said,  "Now  proceed  to  tell  me  what 
you  have  to  complain  of  in  me." 

But  the  other  replied,  "After  praying 
over  it,  it  looks  so  little  that  it  is  not 
worth  talking  about.  The  truth  is,  I  feel 
now  that  in  going  around  and  talking 
against  you  I  have  been  serving  the  devil 
myself,  and  have  need  that  you  pray  for 
me,  and  forgive  me  the  wrong  I  have 
done  you." 

The  quarrel  was  settled  from  that  hour 
and  there  are  several  other  difficulties 
that  might  be  settled  in  the  same  way. — 
Boston  Christian. 

The  Testimony  of  a  British  Educator 

I  have  written  and  preached  much  on 
the  Holy  Spirit,  for  the  knowledge  of 
Him  has  been  the  most  vital  fact  of 
my  experience.  I  owe  everything  to  the 
gift  of  Pentecost.  ...  I  came  across  a 
prophet,  heard  a  testimony  and  set  out  to 
seek  I  knew  not  what.  I  knew  that  it  was 
a  bigger  thing  and  a  deeper  need  than  I 
had  ever  known.  It  came  along  the  line 
of  duty,  and  I  entered  in  through  the 
crisis  of  obedience.  When  it  came  I  could 
not  explain  what  had  happened,  but  I  was 
aware  of  things  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory.  Some  results  were  immediate. 
There  came  into  my  soul  a  deep  peace,  a 
thrilling  joy,  and  a  new  sense  of  power. 
My  mind  was  quickened.  I  felt  that  I  had 
received  a  new  faculty  of  understanding. 
Every  power  was  alert.  Either  illumina- 
tion took  the  place  of  logic,  or  reason  be- 
came intuitive.  My  bodily  powers  also 
were  quickened.  There  was  a  new  sense 
of  spring  and  a  vitality,  a  new  power  of 
endurance,  and  a  strong  man's  exhilara- 
tion in  big  things.  Things  began  to  hap- 


pen. What  we  had  failed  to  do  by  stren- 
uous endeavor  came  to  pass  without  labor. 
It  was  as  when  the  Lord  Jesus  stepped 
into  the  boat  that  with  all  their  rowing 
had  made  no  progress — immediately  the 
ship  was  at  the  land  whither  they  went. 
It  was  gloriously  wonderful. — Dr.  Sam- 
uel Chadwick,  of  Cliff  College,  England. 
— Wesley  an  Methodist. 

Public  Opinion 

I  am  an  atmosphere  that  seeps  into 
your  home  and  changes  the  life  of  your 
child  without  your  knowledge. 

I  drift  into  his  mind  subtly  but  power- 
fully through  the  daily  paper.  I  am  car- 
ried to  him  by  cartoons,  comic  strips, 
headlines,  and  biased  records  of  events. 

The  radio  wafts  me  into  his  presence 
and  makes  me  a  part  of  his  entertain- 
ment. 

The  motion  picture  enshrines  me  in  his 
ideals  and  his  hero  worship. 

By  a  constant  pervasion  of  his  total 
world   I  work  my  will  upon  him. 

Wherein  I  am  right  and  in  accord  with 
your  views  of  life  I  will  support  whac 
you  seek  to  do  in  his  life. 

Wherein  I  am  wrong  and  in  violation 
of  your  ideals  I  will  undermine  your  pur- 
pose for  your  child. 

Wherein  I  am  right,  use  me;  where 
wrong,  counteract  me.  For  I  never  rest, 
and  my  power  is  great. 

I    am    Public    Opinion. — Selected. 

Let  Your  Light  Shine 

We  stopped  at  a  garage  just  at  dusk 
one  evening.  Something  about  the  engine 
needed  attention. 

A  mechanic  examined  into  the  trouble 
while  a  helper  stood  by,  directing  the 
beams  of  a  powerful  flashlight  into  the 
dark  recesses  under  the  hood. 

Something  attracted  the  helper's  atten- 
tion. He  turned  away  and  in  doing  so  in- 
advertently turned  off  the  light.  The  me- 
chanic looked  up  and  with  good-humored 
impatience  exclaimed,  "Shine  your  light." 

Something  to  think  about  in  that  sen- 
tence. Each  of  us  has  a  light  to  "shine." 
Each  of  us  has  a  finger  upon  the  switch. 

The  light  we  hold  may  be  but  a  tiny 
beam — perhaps  the  gift  of  saying  a 
friendly  word  or  doing  a  kindly  act;  or 
it  may  be  a  broad,  white  glare — the  pow- 
er of  swaying  many  by  speech,  or  song, 
or  dauntless  deed. 

Whatever  may  be  the  power  of  the 
light  with  which  we  are  intrusted,  one 
thing  is  certain,  it  is  our  duty  to  let  our 


light  shine  and  not  turn  off  the  switch. 

"Shine  your  light."  It  may  give  just 
the  needed  gleam  to  help  someone  with 
a  difficult  task. 

"Shine  your  light."  It  may  be  the 
means  of  keeping  a  fellow  traveler  from 
stumbling  along  a  darkened  path. 

"Shine  your  light.  What  are  you  here 
for,   anyway?" — Intermediate   Weekly. 

The  Two  Brothers 

There  is  somewhere  in  the  rich  litera- 
ture of  the  Hebrew  people  a  story  con- 
cerning the  plot  of  ground  on  Mount 
Zion  on  which  the  temple  was  built.  It 
is,  no  doubt,  a  legend,  but  a  legend  with 
a  significant  lesson.  The  story  goes  that 
before  Jerusalem  was,  and  when  the  hills 
on  which  the  city  afterwards  stood  were 
open  country,  two  brothers  lived  there  on 
adjoining  lands.  One  was  the  head  of  a 
large  family,  and  the  other  lived  alone. 
It  was  harvest  time,  and  the  wheat  of 
each  was  shocked  in  his  field.  One  night 
the  first  of  the  brothers  lay  awake  and 
mused  in  his  heart:  "My  brother  lives 
alone.  He  has  not  the  companionship  of 
a  wife  and  children  to  cheer  his  heart,  as 
I  have.  While  he  sleeps,  I  will  carry  some 
of  my  sheaves  into  his  field."  He  arose 
and  went  into  the  dark  to  do  so. 

At  the  same  hour  the  other  brother 
reasoned  in  his  heart:  "My  brother  has  a 
large  family,  and  his  necessities  are  great- 
er than  mine.  As  he  sleeps  I  will  put  some 
of  my  sheaves  on  his  side  of  the  field." 
He  also  arose  and  went  to  carry  out  his 
purpose.  The  two  brothers,  each  laden 
with  sheaves  and  going  toward  the  other's 
field,  met  on  the  line  that  separated  the 
two  farms.  There  under  the  stars,  they 
embraced  and  rejoiced  together  in  that 
brotherly  love  which  "seeketh  not  her 
own,"  but  beareth  one  another's  bur- 
dens. 

The  old  story  tells  us  that  on  this  place 
the  temple  in  after  years  was  built,  and 
that  above  the  very  spot  where  the 
brothers  met  stood  the  temple's  high  altar. 
Where  hearts  meet  in  brotherly  love  is 
holy  ground  and  a  fit  place  for  an  altar. 
—Costcn  J.  Harrell,  in  "Walking  With 
God." 

The  Ant  and  Dove 

A  very  old  fable  tells  how  an  ant  fell 
into  a  stream  one  day  while  it  was  trying 
to  get  a  drink.  While  the  ant  was  strug- 
gling to  save  its  life  a  dove,  too,  came  to 
drink. 

"Poor  little  ant,"  cooed  the  dove,  "your 
chances  of  escape  from  such  a  big  stream 
are  small  indeed.  I  will  do  my  best  to 
help  you.  Try  to  climb  on  this  twig  and 
perhaps  you  can  get  out  alive." 

The  ant  struggled  and  squirmed  until 

it  managed  to  lay  hold  of  the  twig  which 

the  kind  dove  had  thrown  in  to  it.  Then 

it  held  fast  with  all  its  might  and  soon 

(Continued  on  page  28) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


^      c5?  Q)eacons  lifeboat  Story      ^ 


THE  little  chapel  was  bright  with  the 
glowing  gold  and  snowy  purity  of 
great  shaggy  chrysanthemums,  the  choic- 
est blooms  from  the  cottage  gardens  of 
the  simple  fisher  folk  who  worshipped 
there.  They  had  been  jealously  guarded 
from  the  frosts  and  bitter  easterly  winds 
for  this  great  occasion — the  welcoming 
■of  their  new  minister,  the  Rev.  Peter 
Thornley. 

A  cold,  salt  wind  was  blowing  in  vig- 
orously from  the  sea  as  the  hardy  villag- 
ers climbed  the  steep  cliff  path  to  their 
little  chapel,  perched  like  a  great  bird  at 
the  summit. 

There  was  a  little  subdued  murmur  of 
speculation  concerning  the  man  who  was 
that  evening  to  become  their  spiritual 
leader,  for  he  had  arrived  at  the  small 
stone  manse  next  door  only  the  evening 
before,  accompanied  by  a  dainty,  dark- 
haired  little  wife  and  a  chubby,  starry- 
eyed,  baby  daughter. 

Silence  fell  as  he  left  the  vestry  and 
mounted  the  beflowered  rostrum.  The 
people  watched  intently,  appraising  him 
as  he  swept  their  upturned  faces  with 
dark,  earnest  eyes.  They  watched  him, 
too,  during  the  singing  of  the  opening 
hymn,  when,  his  eyes  lighting  on  the 
ship's  life  belt  which  hung 

IN  A  PLACE  OF  HONOR 
beneath  the  rostrum,  a  light  of  sympathy 
and  understanding  glowing  in  their  dark 
depths.  His  every  action,  his  every  pass- 
ing expression,  sent  greater  conviction  in- 
to the  hearts  of  these  earnest,  simple, 
Christian  men  and  women,  that  they  and 
he  would  get  on  well  together,  that  a 
bond  of  sympathy  would  very  quickly  be 
established   between   them. 

Then,  the  hymn  finished,  he  disap- 
peared, save  for  the  top  of  his  dark  head 
behind  a  desk  of  massed  blossoms,  while 
David  Harley,  senior  deacon,  fisherman, 
and  earnest  fisher  of  souls,  rose  to  make 
the  introduction. 

"Friends,"  he  began,  and  his  fine  grey 
eyes  smiled  down  at  them  reassuringly, 
"it  is  my  pleasure  and  duty  to  introduce 
to  you  our  new  minister,  the  Rev.  Peter 
Thornley.  I  want  you  to  join  me  in  a 
right  hearty  welcome  to  him,  and  to  give 
him  our  earnest  support,  for  this  is  his 
very  first  church,  and  we  his  first 
flock!"  He  then  turned  with  a  smile  to 
the  minister,  and,  "Sir,"  he  went  on,  "I 
here  and  now  offer  you  my  services  as 
sheep  dog!" 

Mr.  Thornley  rose,  and  smiled  in  re- 
sponse, and  that  smile  took  him  yet  an- 
other step  into  the  hearts  of  his  people. 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Hartley,"  he  replied. 
'"I  accept  your  offer  gratefully.  The 
sheep  dog  is  very  often  far 

WISER  THAN  THE  SHEPHERD. 
And  you,  my  dear  flock,  I'm  sure  you 


will  be  lenient  with  me,  and  forgive  me 
any  mistakes  I  may  make  while  I  accus- 
tom myself  to  your  ways  and  habits." 

Every  pair  of  hands  in  the  chapel  ex- 
pressed their  owner's  agreement,  and  the 
Rev.  Peter  Thornley  was  formally  ac- 
cepted as  their  pastor. 

He  went  on  to  speak  of  the  great  work 
of  saving  souls  for  Christ,  his  words 
based  in  the  life  belt  beneath  the  rostrum 
and  all  it  stood  for.  It  stirred  them  to  the 
depths  of  their  hearts,  and  at  the  close 
there  was  not  a  doubt  left  among  them 
concerning  the  zeal  of  the  young  man 
who  was  now  their  minister. 

The  closing  hymn  rose  grandly,  trium- 
phantly, to  the  beams  above  their  heads, 
a  hymn  the  minister  himself  had  chosen: 
To  the  work!  To  the  tvork!  We  are  serv- 
ants of  God! 
Let  us  follow  the  path  that  our  Master 

has  trod: 
With    the   balm     of     His     counsel,     our 

strength  to  renew, 
Let  us  do  with  our  might  what  our  hands 

find  to  do. 
Toiling  on!  Toiling  on! 
Toiling  on!  Toiling  on! 
Let  us  hope,  let  us  watch, 
And  labor  till  the  Master  comes. 

THERE  WAS  ONE  LONG  TABLE 
stretching  the  whole  length  of  the  gayly 
decorated  schoolroom,  covered  with  spot- 
less linen,  and  brightened  at  intervals 
with  slender  vases  of  pink  or  bronze  chry- 
santhemums, it  was  the  centre  of  smiling 
faces  and  happy  hearts. 

At  the  head  of  the  table  sat  the  minis- 
ter and  his  wife,  and  on  either  side  of 
them  the  deacons  and  privileged  members. 
It  was  a  homely,  happy  scene,  this  sup- 
per that  followed  the  service  of  welcome 
in  the  chapel.  The  simple,  homely  faces, 
the  good  fellowship,  the  glowing  flowers, 
and  the  bright  lights,  were  indeed  a  wel- 
come to  the  young  man  who  had  come  to 
serve  them. 

With  a  sandwich  half-way  to  his 
mouth,  he  had  paused  to  laugh  boyishly 
at  a  joke  of  David  Hartley's,  when  the 
door  was  pushed  open,  and  a  huge  St. 
Bernard  dog  stalked  sedately  into  the 
room,  treading  the  entire  length  of  the 
table  in  stately  dignity,  acknowledging 
friends  with  a  wave  of  his  tail.  Beside  the 
minister  he  paused,  raised  a  questioning 
nose,  and  a  thoughtful  pair  of  brown 
eyes,  and  a  moment  later  lifted  two  huge 
forepaws  to  the  man's  shoulders. 

The  minister's  arms  closed  round  the 
huge,  quivering  body.  "Hullo,  old  fel- 
low," he  said,  "how  do  you  do."  An  ex- 
cited tail  threatened  to  sweep  all  the 
china  within  reach  to  the  floor. 

"Down,  Carl!" 
A   voice   from   the   farther   end   of   the 
table  gave  the  command,  and  the  splen- 


did creature  instantly  lowered  himself  to 
the  matting  at  the  minister's  feet,  there 
to  lie  quiet  and  contented,  his  muzzle 
across  the  minister's  shoe. 

"You  are  finally  and  definitely  ac- 
cepted as  our  pastor  now,  sir,"  smiled  Da- 
vid Hartley,  and  every  pair  of  eyes  in  the 
room  turned  expectantly  toward  him, 
"Now  is  your  opportunity,"  they  seemed 
to  say,  and  Deacon  Hartley  proceeded  to  i! 
obey  their  unspoken  command. 

"He's  a  fine  fellow,"  the  minister  was     | 
saying,     "and  I'm  very     flattered  that  he 
has  accepted  me." 

The  deacon  nodded.  "He  is  a  fine  fel-     I 
low,   sir,    and    a   privileged   one   too   and 
rightly  so,  for  he  it  was  who,  five  years     | 
ago,   was  instrumental   in  saving  several     . 
valuable  lives,  and  with  them  his  chapel. 
Would  you  like  to  hear  the  story?" 

"I  should  indeed,  Mr.  Hartley." 

Cups  clinked  into  saucers,  knives  clat- 
tered to  plates,  and  with  a  sigh  of  ex- 
pectancy the  people  settled  down  in  their 
seats  to  hear  the  story.  They  had  all  heard 
it  many  times  before;  indeed,  it  was  fast 
becoming  a  veritable  legend  among  them, 
but  it  still  had  power  to  thrill  and  hold 
them 

SPELLBOUND  WITH  INTEREST. 

The  minister,  too,  waited  expectantly. 

"It  happened  five  years  ago,"  the  dea- 
con began.  "It  was  the  evening  of  a  beau- 
tiful November  day,  a  day  that  had  been 
stolen  from  autumn,  a  day  of  golden  sun- 
shine and  blue  sky,  but  I'm  afraid  the 
deacons  and  members  of  the  little  chapel 
that  stood  then  were  much  too  depressed 
to  pay  much  heed  to  the  beauties  of  Na- 
ture. 

"The  fishing  had  been  bad  for  some 
time  past,  and  money  was  distressing- 
ly scarce  among  them  and  the  chapel  was 
bankrupt!  At  the  end  of  the  quarter  the 
place  would  have  to  be  closed,  unless 
somebody  gave  or  lent  them  the  money  to 
carry  on,  and  in  all  our  little  community 
there  was  not  one  who  could  do  so. 

"There  had  been  a  series  of  prayer 
meetings,  but  it  seemed  to  us  all  that  we 
mightn't  make  a  mistake.  This  particular 
evening  we  had  met  as  usual  to  pray,  and 
as  we  prayed  a  storm  blew  its  way  up 
from  the  sea. 

"Suddenly,  above  the  howl  of  the  wind, 
we  heard  the  boom  of  a  distress  signal, 
and,  because  most  of  our  men  were  mem- 
bers of  the  lifeboat  crew  the  meeting  was 
quickly  broken  up,  and  very  soon  the 
lifeboat  was  making  its  way 
TOWARD  THE  STRICKEN  VESSEL. 
It  was  a  pleasure  yacht  that  had  been 
driven  by  the  sudden  storm  on  to  the 
treacherous  quicksands  that  lie  hidden 
just  off  our  part  of  the  coast,  and  we 
could  see  it  was  rapidly  sinking  in  the 
dreadful  ooze. 

"The  sea  was  running  mountains  high, 
(Continued  on  page  27) 
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Class   Evangelism 


By  The  Editor 


Every  month  as  I  write  my  message  to 
our  boys  and  girls  I  can  imagine  that  I 
am  talking  face  to  face  with  them. 

As  I  see  the  great  need  among  our 
young  people  today  of  leaders  who  will 
take  the  training  of  our  boys  and  girls 
on  their  hearts,  my  desire  to  be  of 
service  along  this  line  has  blossomed  into 
this  imaginary  training  class  which  we 
hope  will  be  a  blessing  all  around  the 
world.  We  are  making  this  a  regular  page 
as  long  as  the  Lord  may  lead. 

Any  question  you  desire  to  have  an- 
swered send  it  in  and  if  possible  we  will 
answer  through  this  page  and  in  this 
training  class.   What   are  your  problems? 

"Is  that  the  door  bell  ringing?  Well, 
I  had  planned  an  evening  of  study  but 
perhaps  my  plans  were  not  God's  plans 
for  me.  I'll  go  and  see  who  it  is." 

"Oh  good  evening,  young  folks,  come 
in.  I'm  delighted  to  see  you.  I  hope  there 
is  something  I  can  do  for  you." 

Mary:  "Yes,  we  banded  ourselves  to- 
gether to  come  over  to  talk  with  you 
about  some  things  that  some  of  us  are 
puzzled  about.  And  I  want  you  to  meet 
some  young  people  who  have  been  read- 
ing the  Lighted  Pathway  and  are  getting 
interested  in  the  Bible  and  who  want  to 
understand  more  thoroughly  the  way  of 
salvation." 

Mrs.  H:  "That  is  fine.  I'm  so  glad  you 
came.  I  had  other  plans  for  this  evening 
but  you  know  it  always  makes  me  happy 
when  God  comes  along  and  changes  my 
plans  into  His,  for  when  we  are  really 
consecrated  and  given  up  to  Him  His 
will  is  always  sweet  to  us.  You  know  we 
are  to  be  tools  in  the  Master's  hand  and 
a  tool  always  lies  ready  to  be  used  at  any 
time.  You  girls  who  help  at  home  know 
how  it  hinders  the  cook  in  the  kitchen  if 
when  she  starts  the  dinner  the  paring 
knife  is  out  of  place  or  the  rolling  pin  or 
biscuit  cutter  is  gone  and  she  must  stop 
and  search  for  them.  Oh  the  delay!  Or 
you  boys  know  what  it  means  to  decide  to 
cut  the  lawn  and  find  your  lawn  mower 
has  been  borrowed  and  not  returned  or 
the  rake  or  some  other  tool.  Yes,  that  is 
just  why  God  is  hindered  so  much  in  His 
work.  His  tools  so  often  get  out  of  place. 
But  now  we  want  to  hear  what  it  is  that 
puzzles  you." 

John:  "The  one  thing  I  want  to  know 
is  just  the  first  step  to  take  in  getting 
saved.  I  have  been  a  very  wicked  boy.  I 
have  been  in  the  habit  of  swearing  and 
have  been  running  in  bad  company  and 
a  lot  of  other  things  I  might  mention. 
Now  just  how  to  come  to  Christ  and  be 
saved  is  the  question." 

Mrs.  H. :  "John,  one  of  the  best  signs  in 
your  case  is  that  you  realize  that  you  are 


a  sinner,  that  is  the  first  step  and  the 
most  important.  The  next  step  is  to  be 
sorry  for  your  sins,  which  is  repentance, 
and  the  third  step  is  to  understand  that 
Jesus  Christ  came  to  this  world,  suffered 
and  died  for  the  sinner.  1  Tim.  1:15. 
'This  is  a  faithful  saying,  and  worthy  of 
all  acceptation,  that  Christ  Jesus  came 
into  the  world  to  save  sinners;  of  whom 
I  am  chief.'  Your  part  in  this  transaction 
is  to  believe  that  He  finished  the  work  on 
Calvary's  cross  for  you.  He  shed  His  pre- 
cious blood  in  order  that  it  might  wash 
away  your  sins.  There  is  nothing  for  you 
to  do  but  just  believe  it  and  accept  it.  ' 

Jane:  "Sister  Harrison,  if  that  is  true 
then  it  seems  so  easy.  Why  do  people  have 
to  go  to  the  altar  and  cry  and  pray  so 
long?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "I'm  glad  you  asked  me  that 
question.  It  is  very  important.  The  rea- 
son why  so  much  prayer  is  necessary  is 
that  often  it  takes  much  prayer  to  pierce 
through  the  clouds  of  unbelief  and  doubt 
that  the  enemy  instills  in  the  heart  of  ev- 
ery individual  where  he  has  a  chance. 
However,  we  believe  if  more  instruction 
was  given  to  the  seekers  along  this  line  it 
would  take  less  praying.  God  understands 
our  needs  and  it  is  not  His  will  that  peo- 
ple pray  weeks  and  months  to  obtain  the 
blessings  He  has  for  us. 

"I  wonder  if  those  of  you  who  are  here 
tonight  unsaved  could  not  just  close  your 
eyes  and  shut  out  the  world  for  a  season 
and  let  your  inner  self  get  a  vision  of  the 
Christ  of  Calvary  hanging  on  the  rugged 
cross,  the  cruel  nails  driven  through 
hands  and  feet,  the  blood  being  shed  for 
you  as  the  spear  is  thrust  in  His  side.  Keep 
your  eyes  closed  for  a  few  moments  while 
wc  sing  softly, 

"Oh  the  blood,  the  precious  blood, 
That  Jesus  shed  for  me, 
Upon  the  cross,  the  rugged  cross, 
Just  now  by  faith  I  see. 

"Now  with  eyes  still  closed  let  us  all 
recite  together  John  3:16,  'For  God  so 
loved  the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing life.'  Now,  John,  you  put  your  name 
right  in  the  place  of  whosoever  and  it 
will  make  this  clear  to  you." 

John:  "Oh,  that  is  so  plain.  I'm  begin- 
ning to  see  now.  And,  Sister  Harrison,  as 
I  go  away  from  here  tonight  I'm  going  to 
try  to  keep  on  seeing  with  the  eyes  of  my 
soul  these  wonderful  things  you've  been 
telling  us  about." 

Mrs.  H.:  "That  is  fine,  John,  but  re- 
member you  must  cut  out  your  old  com- 
panions. You  can't  go  on  associating  with 
worldly  people.  You  must  seek  the  com- 
pany of  those  who  will  help  you  in  find- 


ing Christ." 

John:  "Do  you  mean  that  I  must  turn 
a  cold  shoulder  to  my  old  companions?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "Oh  no,  I  do  not  mean  that. 
The  nearer  you  get  to  Christ  the  more 
kindly  you  will  be  to  the  lost  world,  but 
just  let  them  know  that  you  are  through 
with  the  world  and  that  you  are  seeking 
salvation.  When  hunger  comes  into  the 
heart  for  God  the  world  becomes  repul- 
sive." 

Robert:  "I  wonder  if  I  might  ask  a 
question.  I've  been  enjoying  listening  to 
the  rest  talk  but  here  is  something  I  hear 
so  often  and  I  see  it  in  the  Bible.  'Love 
not  the  world,  neither  the  things  that  are 
in  the  world.  If  any  man  love  the  world, 
the  love  of  the  Father  is  not  in  him.' 
Now,  how  do  you  explain  that?  Didn't 
God  make  the  world?  Doesn't  He  want  us 
to  love  what  He  has  made?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "This  is  a  splendid  question 
for  young  folks  to  ask.  Of  course,  we  are 
to  appreciate  and  enjoy  the  wonderful 
things  God  has  made  but  we  are  not  to 
love  and  worship  them.  There  are  some 
people  today  who  worship  nature  instead 
of  the  God  of  nature.  They  spend  much 
time  and  money  in  traveling  to  see  the 
wonderful  things  God  has  made  but  they 
refuse  to  give  any  time  or  money  to  help 
the  cause  of  the  God  who  made  all  these 
wonderful  things.  Then  there  has  been 
many  things  invented  and  placed  in 
God's  beautiful  world  by  the  enemy  of 
our  souls  who  would  try  to  detract  from 
our  spiritual  life  and  lead  us  astray." 

Charles:  "I've  been  keeping  quiet  too, 
but  I  surely  have  been  helped  by  this 
meeting.  I'd  like  to  come  over  again  next 
week  for  a  meeting.  And  we'll  think  up 
a  lot  of  things  to  ask  you.  I  truly  believe 
I'll  be  more  able  now  to  help  folks  find 
Christ." 

Ellen:  "Sister  Harrison,  there  are  so 
many  things  I  can  think  of  I  want  to  ask 
you,  but  we've  been  here  a  long  time  and 
we  shouldn't  keep  you  up  any  longer  but 
here  is  one  thing  that  has  been  coming  to 
me  since  I've  been  here. 

"I've  been  a  Christian  for  some  time 
but  I'm  terribly  ignorant  along  the  line 
of  winning  souls  for  Christ.  Don't  you 
think  a  meeting  should  be  held  each  week 
in  every  church  to  train  folks  for  the 
greatest  work  in  the  world?  It's  been 
coming  to  me  so  forcibly  that  we  need 
more  religious  educational  training  in  our 
churches." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Now,  Ellen,  you've  struck 
the  keynote.  I  think  I'd  stay  up  all  night 
to  discuss  this  with  you.  The  Word  of 
God  tells  us  that  the  children  of  the 
world  are  wiser  in  their  generation  than 
the  children  of  light.  Luke  16:8,  'And 
the  lord  commended  the  unjust  steward, 
because  he  had  done  wisely:  for  the  chil- 
dren of  this  world  are  in  their  generation 
wiser  than  the  children  of  light.'  And  we 
(Continued   on   page   24) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Book  In  the  Medicine  Chest 


A  True  Story 


It  was  winter  on  the  Forty  Mile!  The 
long,  long  days  of  the  summer  had  fled 
before  the  coming  of  Jack  Frost,  and  at 
last  King  Winter  was  holding  court  in 
the  land  of  the  great  white  silence.  Up  on 
the  Forty  Mile  the  smoke  curled  from  the 
little  stove  pipe  chimney  that  adorned 
the  roof  of  the  little  cabin,  as  the  fire  in- 
side gave  heat  to  the  three  placer  miners 
who  called  it  home.  The  cracks  between 
the  logs  were  packed  with  moss,  and  the 
walls  had  been  banked  up  to  keep  out  the 
fury  of  the  wind  that  screamed  with  rage 
outside.  Another  log  was  placed  in  the 
fire,  and  the  miners  hugged  the  stove 
pretty  closely.  Suddenly,  one  of  them 
arose  and  slipped  through  the  cabin  door; 
he  looked  at  the  thermometer  nailed  on 
the  outside,  shivered  a  moment  and  said, 
"Forty-five  below,  boys;  pretty  cold 
night."  He  took  his  seat  again  by  the 
stove  and  in  a  moment  was  lost  in 
thought.  You  can't  do  much  else  but 
think  when  it's  winter  on  the  Forty  Mile; 
there  is  not  much  else  you  can  do,  espe- 
cially when  you  have  been  .  .  .  well, 
that's  another  part  of  the  story;  a  story 
that  is  almost  unbelievable,  yet  a  story 
that  is  really  true! 

Years  and  years  before,  the  good  old 
father  of  a  Methodist  family  had  looked 
with  pride  on  his  growing  boys  and  girls. 
Morning  and  night  he  gathered  the  six 
boys  and  six  girls  around  the  family  al- 
tar, as  a  good  Methodist  class  leader 
should,  and  instructed  them  in  the  ways 
of  the  Lord.  One  was  a  minister,  another 
a  doctor,  and  another  a  lawyer,  all  making 
good  and  a  credit  to  their  father's  name. 
"Joe,"  he  said  one  day  to  one  of  his  boys, 
"I  want  to  make  a  minister  out  of  you." 
Joe  looked  smilingly  into  his  father's  face 
and  nodded  his  approval.  Why  not?  He 
had  grown  out  of  the  Sunday  School  into 
the  church;  he  was  a  member  in  good 
standing  and  the  profession  of  the  min- 
istry was  a  respectable  one,  to  say  the 
least.  So  why  not? 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  Joe  entered 
the  University  of  Iowa  for  a  four-year 
course  and  studied  hard  and  well  in  prep- 
aration for  the  work  of  his  life.  The  two 
years  at  Fort  Dodge  Methodist  school  led 
to  his  ordination  as  a  minister  of  the  gos- 
pel, and  going  back  to  Nebraska,  he  mar- 
ried a  sweet  Christian  girl,  who  was  to 
mean  much  to  him  in  after  life.  Little  did 
the  young  couple  realize  when  they  stood 
at  the  marriage  altar,  what  the  relentless 
years  were  to  bring  of  heartaches  and  hap- 
piness, smiles  and  tears. 

Those  were  the  days  of  the  Westward 
Ho  spirit,  and  California  was  a  magnet 
that  was  drawing  some  of  the  best  of 
the  manhood  and  womanhood  of  the  na- 
tion. So  Joe  and  his  young  wife  traveled 


the  distance  until  safely  arriving  in  Los 
Angeles.  He  became  a  member  of  the 
Southern  California  Conference  of  the 
Methodist  Episcopal  Church,  and  became 
pastor  of  the  church  in  San  Diego. 

But  a  tragedy  had  happened!  A  profes- 
sor of  theology  had  handed  the  young 
minister  a  copy  of  the  book,  "The  Age  of 
Reason"  by  Tom  Paine.  Into  that  young, 
fertile  mind  the  seeds  of  infidelity  were 
dropped.  He  had  no  real  experience  to 
hold  him.  He  had  GROWN  OUT  OF 
THE  SUNDAY  SCHOOL  INTO  THE 
CHURCH!  "The  Age  of  Reason"  was 
devoured  and  in  rapid  succession  there 
followed  Renan,  Huxley,  Darwin  and 
Locke.  Deeper  and  deeper  went  the  roots 
of  infidelity,  and  stronger  and  stronger 
became  the  doubts  that  slay  faith  on  the 
battlefield  of  the  soul.  His  work  in  San 
Diego  finished,  he  moved  to  Pomona 
where  he  built  the  church  at  that  place 
for  his  denomination. 

Oh,  the  surgings  of  the  soul!  Oh,  the 
battles  of  the  mind!  It  was  no  use;  he 
had  to  quit;  and  one  day  he  walked  to  his 
home  and  greeted  his  wife  with  the  an- 
nouncement, "Wife,  I  CANNOT  go  on 
this  way;  I  cannot  preach  things  I  don't 
believe;  I  am  through,  I  preach  no  more." 

The  Santa  Ana  Herald  needed  a  re- 
porter, and  the  one  time  Methodist 
preacher  got  the  job.  It  was  not  long  be- 
fore you  could  see  his  name  on  the  top  of 
the  editorial  page  as  editor.  New  power, 
new  fields  of  endeavor,  new  opportuni- 
ties for  the  preaching  of  INFIDELITY! 
So  he  organized  the  "Free  Thinkers  Asso- 
ciation of  California"  and  became  its 
president.  Its  members  would  dare  God 
to  strike  them;  would  mock  and  hold 
up  in  derision  the  name  of  Jesus.  The 
devil  had  done  his  work.  Down  the  dark, 
dark  road  started  Joe.  Drinking  and 
gambling  came  together,  and  night  after 
night  drunk,  and  with  money  lost  at  the 
tables,  the  poor  soul  would  stagger  home. 
But  the  indomitable  spirit  that  has  been 
his  all  through  life  kept  him  at  his  work. 
At  Covina  he  started  the  Covina  Inde- 
pendent. Then  in  the  City  of  the  Angels, 
the  East  Los  Angeles  Exponent  carried 
his  name  as  editor.  Then  the  Covina  Ar- 
gus was  founded  and  his  paper  is  still  in 
existence.  But  deeper  and  deeper  he  went 
into  drink,  and  gambling  was  a  passion 
that  could  not  be  denied.  Jobs  were  found 
and  lost  on  the  Tribune,  the  Express  and 
the  Times,  for  no  man  could  hold  down 
the  gambling,  drinking  job  and  his  re- 
portorial  duties  at  the  same  time.  Al- 
most every  day  for  twelve  years  you 
could  find  him  in  the  back  of  the  old 
Mineral  Saloon;  cards  in  hand  and  liquor 
by  his  side.  On  the  streets  at  night  from 


a  soap  box  he  would  expound  Genesis  ac- 
cording to  Ingersol,  and  proclaim  the 
message  of  infidelity  and  atheism.  Deeper 
and  yet  deeper  he  went  into  sin.  His  wife 
prayed,  as  his  old  friends  shook  their 
heads  in  despair.  Darker  and  darker  be- 
came the  night;  money  gone;  manhood 
lost;  just  a  drunken,  gambling  infidel! 

The  news  of  the  Klondike  gold  strike 
burst  on  America  like  the  explosion  of  a 
bomb.  America  went  to  sleep  at  night  in 
serenity  and  peace  and  woke  up  in  the 
morning  with  its  blood  at  fever  heat  and 
the  gold  lust  in  its  heart.  Cool  men  be- 
came mad  men;  literate  and  illiterate 
fought  for  places  on  the  boats  and  before 
long  an  endless  stream  of  eager  humanity 
was  pouring  over  the  Chilkoot  Pass  from 
Skagway,  on  its  way  to  victory  and  de- 
feat, to  life  and  to  death.  Among  them 
was  the  one-time  Methodist  minister,  the 
man  from  the  City  of  the  Angels,  the 
gambler,  the  drunkard  and  the  infidel. 
He  was  toiling  painfully  along,  with  a 
two-year  grubstake  in  his  pocket,  the  gift 
of  his  friends  who  had  sent  him  away 
from  the  scenes  of  his  old  associations  in 
the  hope  he  would  somehow  reform.  Over 
the  White  Pass  to  Lake  Bennett  and  then 
on  in  the  roughly  constructed  boat, 
drifting  down  the  Yukon  in  the  cool  of 
the  day  and  by  the  light  of  the  moon  un- 
til they  reached  that  tornado  of  human 
emotions,  that  teeming,  seething,  fighting 
mob  of  gold  hungry  humans  called  Daw- 
son. Then  the  lure  of  Forty  Mile  got  him 
and  soon  the  sound  of  the  axe  could  be 
heard  and  the  dark,  dingy  little  cabin 
with  its  low  walls  and  solitary  window 
was  the  place  he  called  his  home.  Placer 
mining  was  good  on  Bonanza  Bar  and  the 
colors  soon  were  sparkling  in  the  gold 
pan.  Colors  meant  gold;  and  gold  meant 
that  five  gallons  of  whiskey  could  be 
shipped  at  a  time  from  Dawson.  So  he 
toiled  and  drank  and  drank  and  drank, 
away  up  there  in  the  land  of  the  open 
spaces,  until  hope  died  in  his  heart  and 
misery  seized  his  soul. 

One  night  in  November  with  the  clear 
moon  shining  upon  the  frozen  river  and 
the  frost  hanging  upon  the  trees  as  if 
they  were  decorated  for  a  Christmas  sea- 
son,  he   was   sitting   alone   in   his   cabin. 

While  men  were  few  and  far  between 
on  the  Forty  Mile  the  sound  of  a  voice 
coming  up  from  the  frozen  river  was  a 
welcome  note  indeed.  "How's  the  chance 
for  a  bunk.  Can  I  stay  all  night?"  A 
traveler  had  halted  with  his  hand  sled  as 
the  one-time  minister  but  now  a  drunken 
infidel  opened  the  door.  It  was  Jimmy 
Miller,  a  drunken  Roman  Catholic  from 
down  Dawson  way.  The  cabin  looked 
good  and  the  whiskey  looked  better,  and 
friends  were  scarce  on  Bonanza  Bar,  so 
Jimmy  stayed.  Two  weeks  later  a  strang- 
er came  to  the  door.  The  latch  string  is 
always  on  the  outside  in  Alaska,  and  the 
(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  I  just  want 
to  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  and 
appreciate  the  paper.  I  can  hardly 
wait  from  one  month  to  another  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  truly  wish  we  could 
get  them  every  week;  I  am  always  so 
anxious  to  read  all  the  paper  when  I  get 
a  new  one,  I  read  a  little  on  every  page, 
then  go  back  to  the  Editor's  message  and 
read  every  page  carefully. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Riv- 
erside. We  use  the  Lighted  Pathway  pro- 
grams and  it  is  usually  one  of  our  best 
services  on  account  of  the  power  and 
presence  of  the  Lord.  We  also  have  a  good 
attendance.  We  have  had  over  seven  hun- 
dred people  at  one  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  serv- 
ices. 

The  Lord  is  surely  blessing  the  work 
here.  The  church  at  this  place  was  two 
years  old  in  May  and  we  have  about 
130  members  and  many  friends  looking 
this  way. 

Pray  for  us. — Mary  Smith,  Chattahoo- 
chee, Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  school  girl  sixteen  years  of 
age.  I  love  poems  and  enjoy  your 
Lighted  Pathway  very  much.  I  belong  to 
the  Baptist  church  but  I  am  a  great  ad- 
mirer of  the  Church  of  God  people.  I 
think  I  like  the  exchange  page  and  the 
page  of  poems  more  than  anything  else. 
I  also  like  the  stories. 

The  Church  of  God  preacher  here  in 
Ware  Shoals  is  a  fine  man  and  he  works 
and  preaches  so  well  and  sincerely  that 
every  one  loves  and  respects  him.  He  is 
doing  a  fine  work  here  and  helps  every 
one,  even  if  he  does  not  belong  to  his 
church. — Miss  Doris  Greene,  Ware  Shoals, 
S.  C. 

NOTE:  The  pastor  at  Ware  Shoals  is 
also  a  Lighted  Pathway  booster  and  his 
church  sells  224  papers  each  month. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  Lighted  Path- 
way and  especially  for  the  past  three 
months.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  been  in  a  con- 
test which  ended  February  4.  It  certain- 
ly helped  me  in  getting  up  my  programs. 
We  are  in  another  contest  which  will 
close  about  May.  Pray  for  us  in  High 
Point  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  go  over  the 
top  for  the  Lord;  also  that  other  young 
people  will  be  saved. 

We  certainly  praise  the  Lord  for  our 
pastor  and  wife,  Brother  and  Sister  R. 
W.  Tedder. 


May  God  bless  you  and  your  work. — 
Mrs.  Tillie  Burns,  vice-president  Y.  P.  E., 
High  Point,  N.  C. 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  dear  name.  I  have 
felt  like  I  ought  to  write  to  you  for  quite 
a  while,  so  today  finds  me  writing  to  you 
and  the  Lighted  Pathway  readers.  I  cer- 
tainly enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
Every  month  when  it  comes  I  sit  down 
and  read  it  through  before  I  stop. 

I  want  to  join  the  Reading  Circle  too, 
for  I  like  to  read  good  books,  especially 
the  Bible.— Hilda  Criner,  Birchton,  W. 
Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  have  had  the  feeling  in  my  soul 
for  a  long  time  to  write  and  tell  you  just 
how  much  I  appreciate  the  Lighted  Path- 
way, I  desire  to  sound  a  note  of  praise.  It 
has  meant  much  to  the  Y.  P.  E.  here  in 
Abingdon,  Va.  The  older  people  like  it  as 
well  as  the  young  people.  I  will  never  be 
able  to  express  just  what  it  has  meant  to 
me. 

We  have  a  wonderful  Y.  P.  E.  here. 
The  Lord  surely  is  blessing.  Last  Wed- 
nesday evening  the  Lord  blessed  in  such 
a  wonderful  way,  that  we  have  to  tell 
about  it  wherever  we  go.  It  just  seemed 
as  though  the  Lord  was  walking  around 
in  our  midst. 

Many  of  the  older  people  sit  and  weep 
during  our  service  and  many  rejoice  and 
some  get  blessed  so  much  that  they  have 
to  put  it  into  action. 

Pray  for  us  that  we  will  make  a  mark 
for  God. — Mrs.  Jesse  R.  Burkett,  Abing- 
don, Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  most  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  surely  have  enjoyed 
reading  this  wonderful  Spirit-filled  paper. 
I  can  hardly  wait  until  each  issue  comes. 

I  think  your  written  lecture  on  The 
Model  Church  is  very  good. 

I  don't  know  what  I  will  do  when  the 
story,  "Under  Whose  Wings,"  is  finished. 
It  is  so  inspiring  to  us  young  people,  also 
the  old  people. 

Not  very  long  ago  I  was  reading  a  cer- 
tain Christian  paper  in  our  school  library 
and  I  noticed  there  were  jokes  in  it.  I 
thought,  My!  what  a  disgrace — a  church 
paper  with  jokes  in  it.  I  am  so  glad  that 
our  Y.  P.  E.  paper  doesn't  need  any  jokes 
in  it  to  be  interesting.  I  don't  see  how  any 
other  church  paper  can  surpass  the  dear 
old  Lighted  Pathway. 

I  am  a  senior  in  high  school  this  year 
and  am  glad  that  I  don't  have  to  worry 
about  going  to  high  school  next  year  be- 


cause I  want  to  go  to  the  Assembly.  My 
sister  went   to  the  Assembly  last  year. 

The  song  drama,  "A  Search  in  Vain," 
which  was  put  on  at  the  Assembly  last 
year,  was  given  here  by  our  church.  Also 
we  put  it  on  in  Midvale,  Ohio,  and  Ak- 
ron, Ohio.  Many  hearts  were  touched.  I 
certainly  praise  the  Lord  for  the  author  of 
this  inspiring  song  drama. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  getting  along  nicely. 
Last  month  I  believe  we  were  next  to  the 
highest  in  percentage.  Most  of  our  young 
people  have  salvation  and  belong  to  the 
Church  of  God.  Our  pastor  and  his  wife, 
Brother  and  Sister  Weddle,  have  certainly 
been  a  father  and  mother  to  us.  Please 
pray  for  us. — Josephine  Bieleski,  Uhrichs- 
ville,  Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  are  happy  this  morning  because  we 
have  the  privilege  to  send  you  our  first 
message  from  the  Y.  P.  E.  of  Toccoa. 

We  wish  to  express  our  gratitude  to 
the  Editor  for  the  wonderful  messages 
and  instruction  and  helpful  material  we 
receive  from  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

We  are  thankful  for  the  progress  of 
our  Y.  P.  E.  and  for  our  faithful  presi- 
dent, Mrs.  R.  Q.  Brown.  We  also  thank 
every  one  for  his  cooperation,  especial- 
ly the  Westmoreland  and  Roberts  trios. 
We  want  you  to  pray  that  God  will  get 
hold  of  all  the  young  people's  hearts  here 
and  we  can  have  an  old  time  revival. 

Saturday  night,  April  15,  at  Lavonia, 
Ga.,  district  convention  of  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  Schools,  we  gave  the  pantomime, 
"A  Search  in  Vain."  We  pray,  that  in  the 
future,  this  scene  will  help  someone  think 
of  himself  and  turn  to  Christ  before  it  is 
too  late. 

We  are  ordering  one  hundred  copies  of 
old  issues  of  Lighted  Pathways  to  distrib- 
ute among  the  people.  Pray  that  they  will 
prove  a  blessing  to  many  that  do  not 
know  Christ. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  rest  upon 
you  and  your  work. — Lena  Brewer,  Toc- 
coa, Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

How  I  praise  the  Lord  for  a  young 
people's  movement  that  can  really  accom- 
plish things  for  God,  and  I  think  how 
fortunate  that  church  is  which  has  an 
active  Y.  P.  E. 

The  Y.  P.  E.  is  new  in  our  state  but  I 
believe  it  has  a  good  beginning  and  with 
God's  grace  we  mean  to  press  on  towards 
the  goal. 

There  is  such  a  need  for  saved,  sancti- 
fied, and  Holy-Ghost-filled  young  people 
in  the  world  today,  yes,  a  need  of  a  deep- 
er consecration;  a  willingness  to  do  the 
humble,  unseen  deed  which  may  go  un- 
noticed and  unrewarded,  as  well  as  the 
great  exploit  or  heroic  act,  which  accom- 
plished will  bring  forth  much  praise  and 
(Continued    on    page    26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Our  $.  2>  S.  <£oets 

There  are  people  who  watch     your     life 

each  day, 
Keep  your  path  straight  for  you  may  lead 

them  astray; 
There  are  sinners  watching  you,  keep  on 

the  right  road, 
For  some  day  you'll  be  reaping  what  you 

have  sowed. 


The  Great  King  of  glory  is  coming  again, 
Fight  on,  I  beg  of  you,  oh  fight  to  the 

end. 
We'll  meet  our  Savior  in  the  skies, 
And  live  with  Him  in  Paradise. 

I  can  see  the  pearly  gates  of  that  city 
That  Jesus  has  gone  to  prepare; 
I  want  to  be  one  in  the  number, 
Who  meet  their  King  in  the  air. 

When  first  I  reach  that  city, 
My  King  I'll  want  to  see, 


NOTE:  These  first  three  poems  were 
sent  in  from  Wahpeton,  N.  Dak.  They 
were  written  for  a  contest.  They  are  all 
splendid,  but  "Surrendered"  won  the 
prize. 

Surrendered 

The  people  were  coming,  the  church  was 

all  filled, 
And  I  thought,  what  a  great  meeting  it 

will  be, 
When   the   door  opened     widely      and   a 

stranger  came  in, 
He  walked  over  and  sat  down  next  to  me. 

He  was  unshaven  and  his  clothes  were  all 

torn, 
His  breath  smelled  strongly  of  gin, 
He  shifted  his  glances,  first  up  and  then 

down, 

Waiting  for  the  service  to  begin. 

„  ,     ,     ,        .  .  .  ■  ,  cw   j      For  it  was  His  blood  on  Calvary 

As  I  looked  at  him  with  my  heart  tilled      ~,  ,        ,  , 

*    w  z  That  saved  and  set  me  free, 

with  pain, 

I  saw  in  him  some  mother's  boy.  I  can  hear  the  heavenly  music 

I  only  he'd  let     the  Lord  reign     in  his  As  I  sit  with  my  pen  in  my  hand, 

heart,  And  can  hear  those  beautiful  numbers 

It  would  fill  his  dear  mother  with  joy.  That  are  sung  by  the  angel  band. 

The  preacher  began   telling  of   heavenly      When  once  we  reach  that  city, 

things,  There'll  be  no  more  "Good-byes," 

About  Jesus  and  of  His  great  love —  It  will  be  one  glad,  "Good  morning," 

How  He  suffered  and  died  that  we  might      In  the  homeland  in  the  skies. 

be  saved  ...      .  ,         ... 

And  dwell  in  that  home  up  above.  My  aim  and  goa    is  heaven, 

And  that  it  shall  ever  be, 
At  the  end  of  the  service  while  heads  were      When  I  look  in  the  eyes  of  my  Savior, 

bent  low, 
Our  lips  pouring  out  words  of  praise, 
I  looked  up  and  saw  the  man  rise  to  his 

feet 
The  tears  streaming  down  his  young  face. 

He  walked  to  the  altar  and  fell  on  his 

knees, 
And  promised  he'd  never  more  roam; 
His  hands  lifted  high,  he  cried  out  aloud, 
"Glory  to  God,  I've  come  home!" 

Another  sinner  cut  loose  from  the  bond- 
age of  sin 
And  placed  in  the  straight,  narrow  way 


My  aim  and  goal  I'll  see. 

— Janice  Wolters. 


Your  Choice 

Many  are  trusting  in  Jesus  today, 
Walking  in  the  straight  and  narrow  way, 
While  others  are  seeking     fortune     and 

fame, 
And  have  no  time  to  worship  His  name. 

If  you  are  lost  in  the  darkness  of  sin, 
(       Open  your  heart  and  let  Him  come  in, 
Let  us  labor  and  pray  that  more  souls  will      That  yQu  may  be  h\tsx^     wkh     eternal 

be  saved  love. 

Before  the  dawn  of  that  eternal  day. 


-Tonne  Olson. 


The  Life  That  Counts 

There's  work  in  the  harvest  field  for  you, 
The  fields  are  white  and  there  is  much  to 

do. 
Our  Savior  is  coming  to  earth  again, 
He's  coming  for  you,  my  young  Christian 

friend. 


And  live  for  aye  in  that  home  above. 

— Norman  Olson. 


I  Can 

So  nigh  is  grandeur  to  our  dust, 
So  near  is  God  to  man, 
When  duty  whispers  low,  "I  must," 
The  soul  replies,  "I  can." 

— Mrs.  Paul  Schiewek. 


Consecration 

Consecration  means  obedience 

To  the  Spirit's  every  call, 

Meaneth  dying!    meaneth   living; 

Death  to  self  and  life  in  God — 

Meaneth  work,  or  patient  waiting, 

Or  submission  'neath  the  rod; 

Meaneth  such  a   full  surrender, 

We  shall  never  dare  to  ask, 

Why  God  gives  our  faith  such  testings 

Or  assigns  so  hard  a  task, 

We  are  here  to  be  perfected, 

Only  Christ  our  need  can  see; 

Rarest  gems  bear  hardest  grinding 

God's  own  workmanship  are  we. 

— Mrs.  Carper 


Jesus  Is  My  King 

You  may  wonder  why  I'm  so  happy, 

Just  why  I  shout  and  sing; 

I'll  tell  you  now  the  reason, 

I'm  serving  a  heavenly  King. 

When  I  went  before  Jesus 

And  to  Him  I  did  kneel, 

He  cleansed  my  soul  completely, 

And  to  me  He  is  real. 

You  may  wonder  why  I  can  pray 
When  burdens  press  me  over, 
I  only  look  to  Jesus  to  help, 
And  He  will  as  He  has  before. 
Then  He  sends  the  Spirit  to  help  me, 
And  when  we  begin  to  pray 
He  opens  the  doors  of  heaven, 
And  banishes  my  sorrow  away. 

You  may  wonder  why  I  can  sing 

When  trials  keep  pressing  me  so; 

It's  not  only  me,  but  the  Spirit  inside, 

For  He  is  interceding  you  know. 

When  the  devil  keeps  on  persuading, 

Trying  so  hard  to  turn  me  astray, 

Then  the  Lord     looks  down,     sees     it's 

enough 
And  He  runs  old  Satan  away. 

You  may  wonder  why  I'm  one 
Of  the  Lord's  so-called  despised  few, 
But  Jesus  said  when  He  went  away 
He  would  send  us  a  Comforter  true. 
I  saw  the  light  on  the  Scripture, 
I  knew  there  was  more  for  me, 
I  accepted  this  plan  of  salvation, 
And  from  sin  and  its  bondage  I'm  free. 

You  may  say  that  I'm  just  talking, 

You  may  laugh  at  what  I  say, 

But  that  doesn't  change  the  scripture, 

It's  there,  and  there  to  stay. 

It's  Jesus,  Jesus  and  only  Jesus, 

He  means  all  the  world  to  me. 

I  could  not,  and  would  not  leave  Him, 

The  Father,  Son,  Spirit,  the  three. 

— Flora  Rutledge,  S.  Lindale,  Ga. 

People  could  receive  at  once  many 
things  they  have  been  praying  for  for 
years  if  they  would  humble  their  hearts  to 
receive  them,  and  use  them  for  Christ  and 
His  cause. 
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'Long  May  She  Wave 


I  attended  an  open-air  meeting  not  long 
ago — just  a  plain  little  anti-communistic 
meeting — conducted  by  an  officer  of  the 
American  Legion.  The  address  was  good; 
the  attendance  was  good,  and  even  the  in- 
terest was  good,  I  thought,  for  a  gather- 
ing of  this  kind.  As  the  rugged  veteran 
of  foreign  wars  pulled  an  honorable  patch 
down  a  little  farther  over  his  sightless 
right  eye,  and  concluded  his  dramatic 
discourse  with  a  pledge  to  give  his  life's 
blood  for  the  cause  and  country  that  had 
moulded  him  into  "just  what  he  was," 
something  happened  to  my  heart.  A  big 
drop  of  salty  water  dropped  silently  from 
my  eye  on  to  my  cheek  and  coursed  its 
way  irregularly  to  my  chin. 

Then,  suddenly,  I  noticed  that  the 
noisy  crowd  around  me  became  still — that 
a  solemn  hush  prevailed.  I  gazed  inquir- 
ingly back  to  the  platform  to  learn  the 
reason  of  the  stillness  of  the  audience.  The 
little  officer  had  hobbled  sturdily  back  to 
the  platform,  and  I  watched  him  closely 
because  of  a  rolled  object,  the  staff  of 
which  rested  snugly  in  his  hand.  He  began 
to  unroll  it.  The  crowd  waited  tensely — 
almost  fearful  of  breathing! 

A  moment,  and  the  wrapping  is  off, 
the  object  is  bared!  What  is  it?  A  flag! 
Surely  most  suitable  for  such  a  patriotic 
assembly.  It  is  hoisted!  "Old  Glory" 
proudly  flutters  and  rustles  under  a  gen- 
tle, murmuring  breeze,  as  if  proclaiming 
the  freedom  of  our  vast  country  to  ad- 
miring eyes.  Salutes,  whistles  and  cheers 
become   unanimous. 

Would  you  like  to  know  what  I  saw  in 
that  beloved  flag  as  it  swayed  and  rustled 


in  the  wind?  I  will  tell  you. 

I  didn't  see  a  group  of  selfish,  sallow- 
faced  men  who  spend  thousands  of  dol- 
lars campaigning  for  a  public  office,  the 
salary  of  which  amounts     to  much  less 

God's  Strength   Behind  Our  Flag 

Praise  God,  the  glory  of  our  strength, 
Our  fortress  and  our  shield; 
Our  Captain  who  has  Victor  been 
On  every  battlefield. 

Let  hearts  rebound  with  gratitude 
And  holy  veneration; 
For  Freedom's  flag  must  wave  above 
This  coming  generation. 

Our  fathers  met  with  fervent  hearts 
Which  burned  with  holy  zeal, 
As  out  beneath  God's  deep  blue  sky 
They  made  Thanksgiving  real. 

The  scribes  of  heaven  made  a  note, 
The  record  stands  today: 
"We  hold  these  truths  self-evident; 
Life — liberty — God's  way." 

Raise  high  the  flag — red,  white  and  blue, 
Above  each  dome  and  steeple; 
"Pursuit  of  happiness"   she  grants, 
To  her  protected  people. 

— Laura  Adrene  Sanders. 

than  their  expenditure  in  gaining  it,  and 
who  expect  to  reap  reward  from  their 
jobs  through  bribery  made  possible  by 
corruptive  politics;  I  didn't  see  a  money- 
mad,  pleasure-mad,  dissipated  public, 
wallowing  in  the  filth  of  its  own  desires. 
No,  my  friend!  I  looked  past  that. 
T  saw   a   little  ship   ploughing  its   way 


Story  and  illustration 
published  through 
tesy  of  The  Pennsylvania 
Guardsman,    owner. 


through  a  raging  ocean,  with  the  simple 
inscription  "Mayflower"  on  its  weathered 
side,  as  it  rose  and  fell,  buffeted  by  the 
waves.  I  saw  Miles  Standish  step  out  on 
Plymouth  Rock.  I  saw  our  Puritan  fore- 
fathers and  mothers  trudging  through  the 
dark  forests  in  companies  to  the  colony 
church  house;  our  fathers  shouldering 
their  muskets  and  watching  warily  for 
the  treacherous  Indian.  I  saw  Washing- 
ton's men  at  Valley  Forge,  struggling 
through  their  drills  for  the  cause  of  inde- 
pendence while  the  blood  oozed  copiously 
from  their  bare  feet  as  they  crunched  the 
biting  snow  beneath  them.  I  saw  Fre- 
mont's half-starved  irregulars  during  the 
Mexican  uprising  as  they  marched  into 
Monterey,  demanding  California  for  the 
United  States.  I  saw  Stonewall  Jackson, 
grim-faced  and  haggard,  lead  a  company 
of  ill-shod,  ill-clothed,  ill-fed  fighting 
sons  of  the  Confederacy  to  four  victories 
in  three  days,  and  thence  on  a  midnight 
march  to  Antietam  to  rescue  his  beloved 
commander,  Lee.  I  saw  Lincoln,  the 
emancipator,  stoical,  melancholy,  yet 
sympathetic  and  intensely  human,  deter- 
mined to  sustain  his  conscientious  prin- 
ciples that  his  nation  might  have  a  noble 
life.  I  saw  Theodore  Roosevelt  at  the  head 
of  a  virile,  rough-riding  regiment  of  typi- 
cal Americans,  plunging  forcibly  into  an 
impenetrable  enemy  territory  during  the 
Spanish  War.  I  saw  Alvin  York  and 
thousands  of  his  kind,  the  brawn  of  our 
country,  go  marching  off  to  foreign  lands 
to  hold  a  rendezvous  with  death  during 
the  War  of  the  Nations. 

Then  came  Armistice  Day!  The  cam- 
ouflaged remains  of  his  majesty,  Wilhelm 
of  Germany,  were  given  a  very,  very  in- 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Ri  v.   E.   L.   Sim  mons,   Editor 

The  Church   of  God   Evangel 

Each  morning  at  8:30  the  employees 
at  the  Publishing  I  louse  meet  for  prayer 
in  the  upper  room.  I  Ins  room  was  built 
and  dedicated  for  this  purpose.  Each 
Wednesday  morning  we  meet  in  the  mail- 
ing room  to  pray  over  the  Evangel  be- 
fore it  goes  out  in  the  mail.  Our  prayer 
is  that  God  will  bless  every  home  where 
this   paper  goes. 

I  am  sure  you  want  a  blessing  in  your 
home.  If  you  are  not  already  a  subscriber 
to  this  paper,  would  you  not  like  to  be? 
It  is  the  official  organ  of  the  Church  of 
God  and  is  filled  with  good  articles. 
Brother  Simmons'  editorials  are  always  in- 
spiring. It  carries  testimonies,  requests  for 
prayer,  reports  from  the  field  and  many 
features  that  the  Lighted  Pathway  can- 
not carry,  because  it  is  a  weekly  paper 
and  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  published  on- 
ly once  each  month.  You  will  appreciate 
this  paper.  Lhe  price  is,  single  subscrip- 
tion, $1.25  a  year  and  in  clubs  of  three 
$1.00.  Address  the  Church  of  Cod  Evan- 
gel, or  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
C  leveland,   Tenn. — Editor. 

Suggested  Books  for  the  Month 

young  PEOPLE 

Spring's  in  the  Valley,  by  Mrs.  Chas. 
E.  Cowman. 

A  noted  missionary  wrote:  "It  is  a  book 
that  will  keep  you  reading  from  morning 
till  night.  I  wanted  no  dinner  or  supper 
and  read  on  until  the  dawning  of  the 
morning."    Price,    $1.50. 

Personal  Soul  Winning,  by  William 
Evans.  Price  $1.2  5. 

The   Man    Every   One   Should    Knou  . 


***************************** 

1>\   Thomas  L.  Atkinson.  Price  35c. 
//(  TION 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  I  .  Lud- 
wig.   Price   $1.00. 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack 
Lynn.   Price   5  0c. 

Under  Whose  Wings,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 
Price   $1.5  0. 

BIBLES 

I  lolman's  red  letter  edition,  colored  il- 
lustrations and  maps.  The  covers  are  cut 
from  I  )live  wood,  trees  grown  in  the  Holy 
Land,  and  were  carved  and  polished  by 
Oriental  craftsmen  in  Jerusalem.  No. 
5800RL.   Price   $3.75. 

I  larper's     King     James     version,      No. 
2400X,   with   concordance.   Price    $5.00. 
I  larper's  King  James  version.  No.   1400C. 
Price  $1.25. 

International  Loose-Leaf  Bible.  No. 
14L  with  maps.  Price  Si  (1. 00. 

"Around  the  World  With  ihe  Gospel 
Light"  by  J.  H.   Ingram.   Price   $2.00. 

"The  History  of  the  Church  of  God,'" 
by  E.   L.  Simmons.   Price   S2.00. 

Every  Day  For  Sixty  Years 

Captain  Robert  Dollar,  the  eighty- 
eight-year-old  steamship  magnate,  makes 
a  practice  of  reading  his  Bible  every  day. 
"For  the  past  sixty  years,"  he  recently 
wrote,  "every  morning  before  breakfast  I 
have  read  part  of  a  chapter  in  the  Old 
and  New  Testaments.  By  commencing 
the  day  with  the  reading  of  my  Bible,  it 
gives  me  information  and  inspiration  be- 
yond my  power  to  express."  There  is  a 
Bible  in  every  room  of  the  big  fleet  of  the 
Dollar  Line  steamers. — The  C.  V.  Herald. 


Bible  Readings  For  July 


Morning 

Evening 

July 

1 

1 

Chron. 

24-2  5 

Ps.  1  ll>    to 

v.    24 

Tulv 

2 

1 

Chron. 

26-27 

v.    25-48 

Tulv 

3 

1 

Chron. 

28-29 

v.    49-72 

fulv 

4 

2 

Chron. 

1-2 

v.    73-96 

Tulv 

5 

2 

Chron. 

3-4 

v.    79-120 

Tuly 

6 

j 

Chron. 

5-6 

v.    121-144 

[ulv 

7 

2 

Chron. 

_    S 

v.    145-176 

|ul\ 

s 

-> 

Chron. 

9-10 

Ps. 

120-122 

[ulv 

') 

2 

Chron. 

11-13 

Ps. 

123-126 

luK 

10 

2 

Chron. 

14-16 

Ps. 

127-130 

|uK 

1  1 

2 

(  hron. 

17-18 

Ps. 

13  1-134 

|,,L 

12 

2 

(  hron 

19-2  0 

Ps. 

135 

L.K 

13 

2 

(  hron. 

21-23 

Ps. 

136 

lulv 

14 

2 

(-hron. 

24-25 

Ps. 

137-138 

|uU 

1  i 

2 

<    In  on. 

26-28 

Ps. 

139 

[ilk 

16 

2 

Chron. 

29-3  0 

Ps 

140-141 

[ulv 

17 

2 

<  hron. 

31-32 

Ps. 

142-143 

lulv 

18 

2 

(  hron. 

33-34 

Ps. 

144-145 

lulv 

19 

2 

(  hron. 

35-36 

1' 

146-147 

lulv 

20 

Ezra 

1-2 

IN 

148-150 

[ulv 

21 

Ezra 

3-4 

Prov.    f 

lulv 

22 

Ezra 

5-6 

Prov.    2 

lulv 

j  j 

1  zra 

7-8 

Prov.    i 

|ul\ 

24 

1  zra 

9-10 

Prov.    4 

lulv 

25 

Neh 

1-2 

Prov.    5 

lulv 

2  6 

Neh 

3-4 

Prov.    6 

lulv 

27 

Neh 

5-6 

Prov.    - 

Tulv 

Neh 

7 

Prov.    8 

Tulv 

29 

Neh 

8-9 

Prov.    9 

[ulv 

3d 

Neh 

10-11 

Prov.    10 

July 

3  1 

Neh 

12-13 
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Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for  June  Total 

Alabama  1,091  9,686 

Arizona  14  140 

Arkansas  .     184  1,608 

California  .     105  1,049 

Colorado  14  9S 

Delaware  14  217 

Foreign  -     3  87  2,267 

Florida  .   4.087  31,253 

Georgia  3.3  47  2  3,5  96 

Iowa'  49  3  94 

Idaho  70  42  5 

Illinois  .     756  5,264 

Indiana  2  3V  1,718 

Kansas  26  287 

Kentucky  2,90(1  12,644 

Louisiana  171  1,084 

Maine  56  548 

Massachusetts  42  3  00 

Maryland  ^22  2,426 

Minnesota  5  6  23  8 

Michigan  :""  1,748 

Mississippi    .  317  2,770 

Missouri  210  1,370 

Montana  139  1,08  3 

Nebraska  14  43 

New    Jersey  84  351 

New  Mexico  88  606 

North  Carolina  2,753  16,887 

North  Dakota   ..  144  942 

Ohio  510  3,401 

Oklahoma  ..  23  8  1,8 5 S 

Oregon  ..  5  6  409 

Pennsylvania  -     645  5,101 

South' Carolina  ...  7,483  36,501 

South  Dakota  .  92  814 

Tennessee  .  .1,769  12,695 

Texas    .  594  4,194 

Virginia  .     698  5,154 

Washington    .  .....       46  490 

Washington,  D.  C.  .       14  127 

West    Virginia    1,278  9,639 

Wyoming  1 
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LOVE  YOUR  ENEMIES 

Ernest  A.  Eggers 

YOU  are  clever,  John,"  said  Mr.  Clay 
to  himself,  as  he  sat  in  his  office,  lo- 
cated in  the  rear  of  his  hardware  store. 
"You  started  out  with  nothing,  but  now 
everybody  hereabouts  looks  up  to  you  and 
regards  you  as  the  most  prosperous  man  in 
town."  Stepping  in  front  of  a  massive 
safe,  he  turned  a  knob  first  one  way  and 
then  another.  The  door  opened  and  he 
withdrew,  from  a  bundle  of  documents,  a 
mortgage  certificate  that  he  handled  as 
lovingly  as  a  mother  her  babe.  He  mum- 
bled, "That  alone  is  evidence  of  my  busi- 
ness acumen  and  success." 

There  was  a  twinkle  in  his  eye  and  a 
smile  on  his  face  as  he  seated  himself  in  a 
comfortable  armchair.  He  spread  out  the 
important  paper  on  his  desk  and  glanced 
at  the  amount  of  money  involved  and  the 
names  of  the  persons  referred  to.  "Won't 
Jerry  Bird  get  the  surprise  of  his  life  to- 
morrow when  I  stand  before  him  with 
this  paper  which  old  man  Sanford  for 
cold  cash  assigned  to  me?  It  falls  due  to- 
morrow and  he  can't  pay.  He  will  have  to 
sell  out  everything  he  has.  He  got  the  best 
of  me  in  years  gone  by  but  tomorrow  I'll 
get  even  with  him.  I'll  make  him  sweat 
blood."  He  then  replaced  the  document 
in  the  safe,  closed  it,  and  carefully  locked 
it  and  also  the  outer  office  door. 

A  few  minutes  later  he  arrived  home, 
where  his  little  granddaughter  greeted 
him  with  a  kiss.  He  fondled  her  and  took 
her  upon  his  knee.  She  showed  him  her 
doll,  calling  attention  to  the  fact  that  its 
nose  was  dented.  "How  did  dolly's  nose 
get  broken?"  inquired  her  grandfather, 
and  she  replied,  "  'Cause  Tommy  Green 
hit  her  with  a  stone."  "And  what  did 
you  do  then?"  "I  took  his  ball  and  hid  it." 
Her  grandfather  chuckled,  but  Amy 
chatted  away  and  said,  "I  go  to  Sunday 
School  and  learn  verses.  One  says,  'Love 
your  enemies' — that  means  anybody  who 
breaks  your  playthings  is  an  enemy,  but 
we  should  love  them.  After  I  hid  Tom- 
my's ball,  I  could  not  go  to  sleep.  I  feeled 
bad  here" — Amy  put  her  hand  over  her 
chest  and  drew  a  long  breath.  "I  felt  sor- 
ry for  Tommy  Green.  I  prayed  for  him 
and  told  Jesus  I  was  sorry  and  in  a  min- 
ute I  was  asleep.  In  the  morning  I  told 
Tommy  that  I  hid  his  ball  and  that  I  was 
sorry.  He  said  he  was  sorry  that  he  broke 
my  doll's  nose  and  that  he  would  never 
do  it  again.  Now  we  are  no  more  enemies. 
We  are  friends."  Just  then  Amy's  mother 
called  her  and  away  she  ran. 

John  Clay's  thoughts  then  reverted  to 
his  boyhood  days,  when  Jerry  Bird  and  he 
were   inseparable    friends,      shared      each 


other's  joys  and  sorrows,  and  attended  the 
same  church  and  Sunday  School.  His  long 
slumbering  conscience  began  to  stir  with- 
in him.  It  made  him  shrink  from  carry- 
ing out  his  plan  to  wreck  his  boyhood 
chum's  business,  home,  and  future.  He 
tried  to  justify  himself  and  his  scheme  for 
getting  even,  reasoning  that  since  Jerry 
had  wounded  him  in  the  heart  and  stole 
from  him  the  girl  he  loved,  no  punish- 
ment was  too  severe  for  him. 

When  he  retired  for  the  night,  he  could 
not  sleep.  He  twisted  and  turned  in  bed, 
felt  hot  at  one  time  and  cold  the  next. 
Things  of  long  ago  that  had  not  been  in 
his  thoughts  for  twenty,  thirty,  and  even 
fifty  years,  passed  in  mental  review.  He 
saw  his  mother  and  heard  her  exhort  him 
to  be  an  out-and-out  Christian  and  he  re- 
membered his  solemn  promise  that  he 
would.  He  had  failed  to  live  up  to  his 
promise.  Gladly  he  would  have  banished 
all  those  thoughts,  scenes,  and  visions 
from  his  memory.  He  applied  cold  water 
to  his  feverish  head  and  body.  He  even 
walked  a  long  distance  on  a  country  road 
in  the  early  morning,  all  to  no  avail. 

At  S  a.  m.  he  sank  upon  his  knees  un- 
der an  apple  tree  in  his  own  back  yard. 
He  asked  God  in  the  name  of  and  for  the 
honor  and  glory  of  His  crucified  Son  to 
have  mercy  upon  him,  a  miserable  sinner. 
Instantaneously  he  had  the  assurance  that 
his  prayer  was  heard.  Joy  indescribable 
and  full  of  glory  filled  his  soul  and  body. 
He  had  to  give  expression  to  his  heartfelt 
exuberance  and  like  a  boy  he  whistled  his 
mother's  favorite  hymn: 

"When  I  survey  the  wondrous  Cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 

And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

"Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small: 

Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 

Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all." 

Late  in  the  afternoon,  while  on  his  way 
to  Jerry  Bird,  who  was  a  builder  and  con- 
tractor, John  Clay  called  to  a  boy  who 
carried  a  large  basket  filled  with  water 
lilies.  He  was  going  from  house  to  house, 
selling  them  at  one  cent  each,  six  for  five 
cents.  The  boy  was  very  much  surprised 
when  the  old  man  hailed  him,  for  he  had 
never  bought  a  flower  before,  or  anything 
else  one  could  do  without. 

"How  much  for  all  those  lilies?"  "For- 
ty cents,"  gasped  the  boy  hesitatingly. 
Astonishment  was  written  all  over  the 
lad's  face  when  the  niggardly  old  man 
sprightly  and  with  a  smile  handed  him  a 
dollar  bill,  saying,  "Keep  the  change,  son- 


ny, and,  tell  me,  did  they  come  from  the 
old  mill  pond?"  Promptly  the  thankful 
youngster  replied,  "Yes,  sir,"  with  em- 
phasis on  the  "sir." 

"Hello!  Jerry,  old  boy,  look  at  these 
lilies.  They  grew  in  the  old  mill  pond 
where  you  saved  my  life  after  I  had  brok- 
en through  the  thin  ice  one  winter's  day. 
You  managed  to  get  me  out  of  my  pre- 
dicament with  the  help  of  old  man  Jonas, 
the  miller.  These  lilies  are  a  peace  offer- 
ing, a  pledge  of  good  will  and  hearty 
friendship.  Let  us  shake  hands,  forget  our 
squabbles,  and  be  comrades  again." 

Thus,  in  a  loud  voice,  John  Clay  ad- 
dressed his  erstwhile  enemy,  while  stand- 
ing just  inside  the  outer  door  of  Jerry 
Bird's  place  of  business. 

Jerry  trembled  at  first  sight  of  his 
sworn  foe,  but  the  words  he  heard  were 
music  to  his  ears.  He  rose,  stepped  for- 
ward, and  extended  his  right  hand  hesti- 
tatingly  and  with  trepidation.  John  Clay 
gripped  it,  shook  it,  and  said,  "I  see  you 
are  somewhat  in  doubt  as  to  whether  I 
mean  what  I  am  talking  about.  I  do,  Jer- 
ry; I  mean  every  word  of  it.  I  am  a  dif- 
ferent man.  I  am  a  real  Christian  now,  I 
have  been  born  again.  I  can  shout,  'Hal- 
lelujah!' lustily  and  fervently,  just  as  the 
converted  sinners  did  when  they  had  re- 
vival meetings  in  the  old  meeting  house 
years  ago." 

Late  in  the  night  they  talked  about  all 
manner  of  things,  but  the  mortgage  was 
not  referred  to.  In  course  of  time  it  was 
renewed  on  a  more  favorable  and  less 
burdensome  basis. 

John  Clay  proved  to  be  an  unimpeach- 
able witness  of  his  Savior's  power  to 
change  a  mean  and  sordid  man  into  a  ten- 
der-hearted gentleman.  He  had  the  satis- 
faction of  seeing  his  one-time  enemy 
humble  himself,  confess  his  sins,  worship, 
praise,  and  adore  the  Savior  of  mankind 
and  experience  a  tightening  of  the  cords 
of  love  that  bound  them  to  each  other 
and  to  Him,  "Who  will  have  all  men  to 
be  saved,  and  to  come  unto  the  knowledge 
of  the  truth,"  1  Tim.  2:4. — Gospel  Her- 
ald. 

Harvey  Changes  His  Mind 

"No,"  said  Harvey  to  himself  as  he  sat 
on  the  stone  pile  by  the  side  of  the  road, 
"I  won't  forgive  him.  I  knew  he  pre- 
tended to  be  sorry,  but  he  threw  my  cap 
right  into  the  muddy  water.  It's  all  very 
well  for  him  to  say  he  intended  to  throw 
it  across  the  water,  and  not  into  it.  The 
cap  is  spoiled  and  I  won't  forgive  him." 

Harvey  arose  and  sauntered  home  still 
nursing  his  grievance,  and  even  after  he 
had  bidden  his  parents  good-night,  and 
had  gone  to  his  own  room,  his  mind  was 
filled  with  anger  toward  his  chum. 

The  boy  had  been  taught  to  say  his 
prayers,  but  his  unforgiving  spirit  seemed 
to  mock  the  words  he  repeated  as  he  knelt 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  picture  is  that  of  the  Church  of     bell  and  the  junior  choir  begins  to  sing. 


God  Sunday  School  in  Orlando,  Florida. 
This  Sunday  School  has  been  established 
for  twenty  years.  Brother  E.  W.  Wil- 
liams, now  state  overseer  of  North 
Carolina,  was  the  first  pastor.  The  small 
picture  was  made  about  nineteen  years 
ago,  showing  Brother  Williams  with  his 
group,  which  was  the  first  Sunday 
School.  This  Sunday  School  has  recently 
broken  all  previous  records  for  attend- 
ance. 

Perhaps  you  would  enjoy  a  visit 
through  the  school  with  us;  if  so,  come 
with  me.  First,  notice  our  little  build- 
ing which  is  much  too  small  to  house 
the  entire  school,  only  about  40x50  feet. 
A  new  one  is  needed  badly.  We  are  now 
planning  a  campaign  for  a  more  mod- 
ern building  with  individual  classrooms. 

It  is  now  9:45  a.  m.,  time  to  begin. 
Brother  Fred  A.  Webb,  our  efficient  su- 
perintendent, is  in  his  place.  He  taps  the 


After  singing,  prayer  and  reading,  the 
classes  take  their  places  and  the  teach- 
ing begins. 

Perhaps  you  would  like  to  visit  each 
class.  First,  the  Card  Class.  Here  they 
are  assembled  on  the  platform  just  be- 
hind the  pulpit.  A  fine  group  they  are. 
Sister  Estell  Peters,  their  teacher,  sure- 
ly has  a  way  with  them.  Now  we  visit 
the  Beginners'  Class  of  boys  which  is  lo- 
cated on  the  back  benches  of  the  center 
row.  These  boys  are  full  of  questions 
which  are  answered  by  their  well-read 
teacher,  a  former  grade  school  teacher. 
Sister  Leta  Hancock.  While  we  are  back 
here  we  may  as  well  visit  the  Ladies' 
Bible  Class  which  is  the  second  largest 
class  in  the  school.  The  teacher  of  this 
class  has  been  a  member  of  the  Church 
of  God  here  for  the  past  twenty  years. 
Her  name  is  Sister  Laura  Scott.  This 
class   occupies   the   back   section   of   the 
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We  frequently  hear  people  lamenting  the  fact  that  religion  is  failing-,  that  cong; 
not  look  that  way.  The  Church  of  God  is  growing  and  thriving  all  over  the  country, 
talents  to  the  Master.  Let  us  not  be  discouraged.  "God  is  still  on  the  throne." — Edito 
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right  hand  row  of  benches.  The  front  sec  - 
tion  of  this  row  is  taken  up  by  the  Men's 
Bible  Class.  Brother  H.  P.  Scott  is 
teacher.  In  this  class  you  can  get  in  on 
a  hot  discussion  most  any  time.  Brother 
Scott  is  one  of  the  church's  oldest  mem- 
bers, he  and  Sister  Scott  being  instru- 
mental in  getting  the  lot  and  building 
here  to  start  the  work.  Now  we  will  visit 
our  Young  People's  Class  which  fills  the 
section  of  seats  to  the  left.  This  class 
sometimes  has  as  many  as  sixty-five  pu- 
pils. Sister  Mary  A.  Webb  is  the  effici- 
ent and  well-qualified  teacher,  being  a 
graduate  of  the  McPhersrtn  Temple 
School  in  Los  Angeles,  Calf.  Sister  Webb 
closed  the  doors  of  her  "Open  Bible 
Church"  here  and  came  into  the  Church 
of  God.  This  is  all  the  classes  taught  in- 
side the  building. 

Come  with  me  next  door  to  the  par- 
sonage. It  has  a  nice,  large  front  and  back 
porch.  Here  we  are.  Seated  on  the  back 


porch,  on  folding  chairs,  is  our  small 
girls'  class.  They  are  under  the  direction 
of  Sister  Bowen.  Now  around  to  the  front 
porch.  Here  we  have  our  junior  girls, 
several  of  whom  are  musicians.  Their 
teacher  is  Sister  Owens.  If  this  was  not 
a  warm  climate,  teaching  these  classes 
outside  would  be  impossible.  We  do  not 
have  room  for  them  inside.  I  am  sorry 
but  we  have  forgotten  the  most  lively 
class  of  the  entire  school— the  junior 
boys,  taught  by  Brother  T.  V.  Alderman. 
These  boys  carry  with  them  each  Sunday 
their  chairs  and  go  to  a  shaded  corner  of 
the  lot  at  the  back  of  the  parsonage.  This 
is  a  fine  group  of  boys  which  will  keep 
any  teacher  busy. 

These  are  all  the  classes.  We  may  re- 
turn to  the  church  now  as  it  is  almost 
time  for  the  bell.  I  hope  you  have  enjoyed 
the  visit  and  I  am  sure  the  classes  were 
glad  to  have  you. 

The  pastor  of  this  fine  little  church 
and  leader  of  this  fine  group  of  young 
people  is  Brother  0.  C.  Crank,  an  ex- 
student  of  B.  T.  S. 


ire  falling  off  and  young  people  are  deserting  the  church,  etc.    This  picture  does 
>ple  by  the  thousands  are  giving  up  the  world  and  consecrating  their  lives  and  their 
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Lost  Opportunity  and   Neglected 
Duty 

Mr.?.  Nealie  Jacobs 

"Remember  now  thy  Creator  in  the 
days  of  thy  youth,  while  the  evil  days 
come  not,  nor  the  years  draw  nigh,  when 
thou  shalt  say,  I  have  no  pleasure  in 
them." 

Dear  girls  and  boys,  the  time  to  work 
is  when  the  opportunity  presents  itself 
to  you.  "Opportunity"  is  a  small  word 
with  a  great  meaning.  "Lost"  is  a  smaller 
word  with  as  great  meaning. 

Opportunity  is  not  a  tangible  thing; 
something  that  can  be  lost  and  found 
again.  Once  lost,  it  is  forever  gone  and 
does  not  return.  Another  may  present  it- 
self, but  if  it  should  not,  or  if  it  should, 
would  one  have  learned  that  lesson  in  the 
hard,  bitter  school  of  experience  well 
enough  to  take  advantage  of  it  when  it 
presents  itself   again? 

When  quite  a  young  girl,  God  in  His 
all-wise  love  and  tender  mercy  so  wonder- 
fully took  my  sins  all  away,  "put  a  new 
song  in  my  mouth  and  established  my  go- 
ings." He  was  so  real  to  me  those  days  and 
gave  me  sweet  rest  and  peace,  about 
which  this  old  world  knows  nothing. 
The  Lord  gave  me  a  good  home  with  ev- 
ery opportunity  for  a  fair  education,  also 
gave  me  a  good,  old-fashioned,  praying 
mother  who  put  her  trust  in  God.  He 
even  gave  me  a  special  talent  which  I 
neither  appreciated  nor  tried  to  culti- 
vate. As  the  years  went  by,  the  responsi- 
bilities of  a  family  fell  very  heavily  upon 
my  shoulders,  but  God's  great  love  and 
mercy  have  still  been  extended  to  me.  He 
so  sweetly  blesses  my  unworthy  soul,  for 
which  I  do  truly  thank  Him  right  now. 

Now,  girls  and  boys,  the  thing  I  wish 
to  impress  upon  you  is  that  those  golden 
opportunities  I  let  go  by  are  forever  gone. 
I  cannot  work  for  the  Lord  now  as  I 
could  have  in  the  freedom  of  girlhood. 
The  talent  God  gave  me  now  lies  buried 
just  as  it  was  sown;  home  duties  hold 
me  fast.  Oh,  if  only  I  could  tell  girls  and 
boys  the  tragedy  which  disobedience 
brings  about;  the  heartaches  and  pain.  If 
only  young  people  could  see  what  it 
would  mean  to  them  to  let  God  come 
first  and  be  led  by  the  gentle,  loving 
Spirit  of  God,  and  always  bear  in  mind 
that  "lost  opportunities"  and  "neglected 
duties"  never  return.  I  sincerely  believe 
that  neglected  duties  will  be  the  lost  souls' 
deepest  regret.  Oh,  if  only  I  had  worked 
for  God.  I  look  back  over  life's  path 
and  see  so  much  I  could  have  done,  by  His 
help,  but  I  failed  to  go  where  He  said  go, 
failed  to  say  what  He  would  have  me  say. 
When  I  think  of  the  many  lost  souls  I 
might  have  led  to  God,  it  is  then  I  repent 


over  and  over  with  bitter  tears,  but  I  find 
very  little  relief,  for  the  gifts  and  call- 
ings of  God  are  without  repentance.  I 
have  tried  over  and  over  but  the  call  still 
rings  as  clearly  as  ever,  no  way  around, 
no  way  under,  no  way  over — just 
no  way  out.  Jonah,  perhaps,  thought 
when  he  got  on  board  the  ship  he 
would  sail  away  from  God  and  His 
call,  but  the  eye  of  God  was  upon  him, 
"For  the  eye  of  God  is  in  every  place,  be- 
holding the  evil  and  the  good."  When 
Jonah  found  himself  in  the  belly  of  the 
whale  it  did  not  take  him  long  to  change 
his  mind,  but  sometimes  such  a  monster 
will  swallow  us  up  so  that  we  cannot  get 
away  from  it  and  work  for  God  as  we 
should,  and  remember  there  are  whales 
all  around  us  with  their  big  mouths  wide 
open  to  receive  us.  Oh,  let  us  watch  and 
pray  that  we  walk  in  every  ray  of  light 
that  shines  on  our  pathway,  for  if  we 
walk  in  the  light  we  have  fellowship  one 
with  the  other,  and  there  is  not  anything 
like  the  sweet  fellowship  and  unity  of  the 
Spirit.  God  can  get  along  without  man, 
but  man  must  have  God,  and  in  the 
meantime  follow  His  instructions,  re- 
gard His  directions,  keep  His  command- 
ments, and  walk  humbly  with  Him,  if  He 
makes  it  through  life's  glorious  goal, 
where  he  shall  be  crowned  with  the  blood- 
washed  and  redeemed. 

Dear  readers,  this  is  true.  There  are 
marvelous  blessings  for  the  obedient 
child  of  God,  but  there  are  dreadful 
curses  awaiting  those  who  serve  sin  and 
the  devil.  Men  rise  or  fall  according  to 
how  they  live  and  whom  they  serve.  God's 
plan  and  standard  for  our  lives  is  before 
us,  also  the  plan  of  the  enemy.  Oh,  that 
we  had  more  Joshuas  who  would  say,  As 
for  me  and  my  house,  we  will  serve  the 
Lord. 

"He  that  heareth  my  word,  and  believ- 
eth  on  him  that  sent  me,  hath  everlasting 
life,"  John  5:24.  There  is  nothing  more 
beautiful  than  to  see  the  youth  of  our 
fair  land  remember  God;  use  their  time, 
talent  and  influence  for  Him.  It  is  truly 
the  wise  thing  for  them  to  do;  walk 
right,  talk  right,  serve  God  in  spirit  and 
truth  in  the  beauty  of  holiness.  Remem- 
ber, boys  and  girls,  that  good  company 
and  clean  conversations,  seasoned  with  the 
grace  of  God,  are  the  very  sinews  of  vir- 
tue, and  your  character  cannot  be  essen- 
tially injured  except  by  your  own  deeds. 
Do  not  idle  away  the  day;  do  what  your 
hands  find  to  do  with  all  your  might,  for 
it  is  said  that  an  idle  mind  is  the  devil's 
workshop. 

Dear  reader,  let  our  aims,  plan  and  pur- 
pose, our  desired  good,  be  heaven  and 
keep  traveling  in  that  direction.  We  have 


no  time  to  stop,  no  place  to  reason  with 
the  enemy  of  our  souls.  He  has  nothing  to 
offer  us  here,  nor  hereafter,  so  let's  keep 
our  eyes  on  the  goal,  remembering  God's 
grace  is  sufficient,  and  we  will  outride 
every  storm  and  sweep  through  the  pearly 
gates  of  sweet  deliverance  when  our  race 
below  is  run.  The  reward  is  at  the  end  of 
the  way,  so  we  must  endure  to  the  end. 
Let  us  not  fall  by  the  wayside.  God  help 
us  to  take  new  courage  and  move  for- 
ward, trusting  Him  who  will  not  leave  us 
alone,  no  matter  what  years  bring.  Help 
us  not  to  covet  the  things  of  this  vain 
world  which  perish,  for  what  will  it  prof- 
it a  man  to  gain  the  whole  world  and  lose 
his  soul,  for  what  would  man  give  in  ex- 
change for  his  soul  (that  which  will  live 
on  somewhere)  ?  Today  is  the  time  to  ac- 
cept God.  The  younger  we  start  out  with 
God,  the  better  it  is  for  us.  When  we  get 
old  and  have  to  look  back  over  our  lives, 
if  our  lives  are  empty,  we  have  failed 
God.  O  my  God,  if  I  could  make  this  pic- 
ture plain  enough.  Many  of  us  have  lost 
opportunities  to  our  regret.  Surely  we 
should  serve  Him,  walk  uprightly  here 
and  be  a  light  for  Him  who  did  so  much 
for  us.  He  never  will  leave  us  nor  forsake 
us.  "When  thou  passest  through  the 
waters,  I  will  be  with  thee;  and  through 
the  rivers,  they  shall  not  overflow  thee." 
"For  I  the  Lord  thy  God  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying  unto  thee,  Fear  not,  I 
will  help  thee."  Oh,  if  young  people  could 
see  the  danger  of  sin  which  only  His  shed 
blood  can  remove.  If  we  get  sin  out  of 
our  hearts,  that  actual  transgression  will 
be  taken  care  of,  for  that  is  what  prompts 
us  to  do  the  things  that  are  not  right. 

District  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School 
Convention 

The  McRae,  Ga.,  district  Sunday  School 
and  Y.  P.  E.  convention  convened  at 
Central  Grove  Church  of  God  May  4,  5. 
The  convention  was  opened  with  songs 
and  prayer.  The  welcome  address  was  giv- 
en by  Brother  J.  L.  Harrison,  district  pas- 
tor, and  response  by  Brother  Clayton 
Towns.  I  am  sure  by  this  time  every  one 
was  feeling  welcome.  Brother  Roy  Doug- 
las brought  a  wonderful  message  on 
"Where  Is  Thy  God?"  The  Central  Grove 
Y.  P.  E.  presented  a  play,  "Unbroken 
Circle,"  which  was  enjoyed  by  all.  This 
wonderful  play  ought  to  make  us  pray 
more  and  live  more  Christlike  so  our  loved 
ones  who  are  in  sin  will  turn  to  Christ. 

Sunday  morning  we  again  convened  in 
a  holy  atmosphere.  Service  opened  with 
songs  and  prayer.  Brother  Towns  had 
charge  of  the  Sunday  School.  He  read  the 
lesson,  asked  the  questions  and  com- 
mented on  the  lesson,  after  which 
Brother  Earl  Powell  brought  us  a  message 
on  Sunday  School,  using  for  his  subject, 
"Understanding."  He  made  the  need  of 
Sunday  School  very  plain,  a  place  where 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


£}.   £P.  <?.   programs 

**************************** 

OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let  us   bear   this  in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
»,*nl«ss  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
Tt  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris* 
tians  who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation  song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to  the  altar  of   prayer  and   accept  Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your   unsaved    friends. 

**************************** 
Bible  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Topic,  THE  RISEN  LIFE 

THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
Rom.  6:5,  "For  if  we  have  been  planted 
together  in  the  likeness  of  his  death,  we 
shall  be  also  in  the  likeness  of  his  resurrec- 
tion." Fortunately,  many  believers  ac- 
knowledge the  first  part  of  this  verse  and 
are  willing  to  be  planted  (as  many  inter- 
pret it)  in  water  baptism,  and  feel  that 
they  have  fulfilled  the  entire  command- 
ment of  Christ  by  this  act.  Seemingly, 
they  forget  the  remainder  of  the  verse, 
and  their  lives  do  not  resemble  the  risen 
life  of  our  Master  whom  they  claim  as 
Lord.  Yet,  this  is  very  inconsistent,  for 
if  the  first  be  true  and  is  to  be  practiced, 
surely  the  same  Lord  and  Spirit  inspired 
the  remainder  of  the  verse.  With  this 
thought  in  mind,  let  us  measure  our  lives 
and  see  if  they  will  prove  to  the  world 
that  we  believe  in  a  risen  Christ. 

IT  MEANS  A  NEW  INWARD  POWER 
Rom.  8:11,  "But  if  the  Spirit  of  him 
that  raised  up  Jesus  from  the  dead  dwell 
in  you,  he  that  raised  up  Christ  from  the 
dead  shall  also  quicken  your  mortal  bodies 
by  His  Spirit  that  dwelleth  in  you." 
Therefore,  if  we  have  been  planted  in 
the   likeness   of   His   death,      should   not 


that  spirit  which  brought  Jesus  from  the 
dead  dwell  in  us?  Not  that  it  comes  in 
through  water  baptism,  it  does  not,  but 
when  our  lives  have  been  planted  in  Him 
we  receive  from  Him  that  divine  nature 
that  hidden  spirit  that  will  direct  our 
thoughts  and  actions,  thus  proving  to  the 
world  that  there  is  a  new  inward  power 
that  is  not  of  the  world,  but  that  it  came 
when  we  yielded  fully  unto  God  our  all, 
desiring  not  the  things  of  the  world  but 
that  power  that  comes  from  above.  I  say, 
this  new  inward  power  comes  with  the 
baptism  in  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  that  it 
is  the  Spirit  of  God  dwelling  in  us  and 
this  Spirit  is  essential  if  we  live  the  risen 
life. 

CHRISTLIKENESS 

2  Cor.  4:10,  "Always  bearing  about  in 
the  body  the  dying  of  the  Lord  Jesus, 
that  the  life  also  of  Jesus  might  be  made 
manifest  in  our  body."  We  sometimes 
sing:  "Oh,  to  be  like  thee;  oh,  to  be  like 
thee,  blessed  Redeemer  pure  as  thou  art," 
oftentimes  not  realizing  the  purity  of 
Christ.  Yet,  in  the  risen  life,  we  must 
bear  His  likeness;  His  likeness  in  love, 
loving  those  who  are  unlovable,  loving 
our  enemies  to  the  extent  that  we  will 
earnestly  pray  for  them;  His  likeness  in 
forgiveness,  forgiving  until  seventy  times 
seven;  His  likeness  in  prayer,  praying 
often  in  secret  that  we  may  keep  in  con- 
stant contact  with  our  heavenly  Father. 
We  should  also  be  ready  to  suffer  for  His 
name's  sake,  because  He  suffered  more 
than  we  will  be  asked  to  suffer,  for  He 
bore  not  only  the  sins  of  one,  but  of  every 
one. 

HEAVENLY  AMBITION 

Col.  3:1,  "If  ye  then  be  risen  with 
Christ,  seek  those  things  which  are  above, 
where  Christ  sitteth  on  the  right  hand  of 
God."  The  risen  life  has  no  desire  for  the 
things  of  the  world,  but  craves  the  spirit- 
ual blessings  from  on  high.  The  mansions 
which  Jesus  has  gone  to  prepare  lose  not 
their  attraction  to  those  who  live  the  risen 
life,  for  the  risen  life  expects  to  inhabit 
one  of  those  mansions  when  this  life  is 
over.  Instead  of  laying  up  treasures  upon 
earth,  our  treasures  are  in  the  sky,  and 
more  delight  is  found  in  increasing  those 
treasures  than  in  holding  earth's  silver 
and  gold.  There  is  a  deep  desire  for  the 
spiritual  heart  to  understand  the  way  to 
please  our  heavenly  Father  and  to  do  al- 
ways those  things  He  would  ask.  There  is 
the  keen  perceptive  eye  that  is  looking 
for  the  hand  of  God  in  everything,  and 
to  such  an  one  God  will  reveal  Himself. 

EXALTATION  TO  HEAVENLY 
PLACES 

Eph.  2:5-6,  "Even  when  we  were  dead 
in  sins,  hath  quickened  us  together  with 
Christ,  (by  grace  ye  are  saved;)  And 
hath  raised  us  up  together,  and  made  us 
sit  together  in  heavenly  places  in  Christ 
Jesus."  Christ  loved  us  when  we  were  in 
sin,  and  by  His  death  and  resurrection  He 


has  forgiven  those  sins  and  lifted  us  up 
and  given  us  the  privilege  of  sitting  to- 
gether with  Him  in  heavenly  places.  In 
other  words,  we  have  been  made  to  taste 
of  the  heavenlies  and  their  glory  through 
His  Spirit  which  dwells  within  us,  and 
without  this  Spirit  we  cannot  taste  there- 
of nor  sit  with  Him  in  those  exalted 
places  here.  Therefore,  if  we  have  not  this 
experience,  our  life  is  not  the  risen  life, 
but  the  old  life  of  sin,  and  we  cannot  en- 
joy the  privileges  and  pleasures  that  be- 
long to  the  risen  life  as  long  as  we  are  in 
sin.  But  thanks  be  unto  God  who  loved 
us  enough  to  give  His  only  begotten  Son 
that  we  might  be  partakers  of  the  things 
which  He  has  so  abundantly  provided  for 
His  own,  we  CAN  enjoy  the  risen  life 
and  LIVE  the  risen  life  by  keeping  our 
eyes  on  Jesus  and  our  hearts  open  unto 
His   Spirit. 

CONCLUSION 
Downhearted  Christian,  discouraged 
believer,  look  up  to  God  and  listen  to  His 
voice  as  He  tells  you  of  the  many  pro- 
visions He  has  made  for  your  enjoyment 
in  the  Christian  life  here,  and  that  it  is 
possible  to  live  above  those  things  that 
Satan  would  place  in  your  pathway  that 
would  obstruct  your  view  of  the  risen 
Christ,  and  the  risen  life  you  can  live 
in  Him. 

Bible  Lesson 

Mrs.  J.  L.  Lowe 
Topic:     THE  BRIGHT  AND  MORN- 
ING STAR 
Scripture  lesson:   Rev.  22:16. 
LEADER'S  THOUGHTS 

In  this  scripture  lesson  we  find  the  title 
of  our  lesson.  They  are  the  words  of 
Christ  Himself.  We  cannot  find  words 
to  explain  the  greatness  of  Jesus,  the  Om- 
nipotent Son  of  God.  We  can  feel  His 
great  love  in  our  hearts,  for  His  very  na- 
ture is  love.  When  we  have  Him,  we 
have  love,  for  "God  is  love."  "By  this 
shall  all  men  know  that  ye  are  my  disci- 
ples if  ye  have  love  one  to  another."  We 
see  how  beautiful  He  is  by  the  lives  of 
real  Christians,  for  to  be  a  Christian  is  to 
be  Christlike. 

We  see  so  many  young  people  all 
around  us  so  drunk  on  worldly  pleasures, 
forever  seeking  real  pleasure  and  peace 
and  failing  to  find  it,  because  they  fail  to 
seek  Christ.  We  can  hear  them  talking  of 
some  great  movie  star,  how  splendid  they 
play,  and  radio  stars,  and  many,  many 
others  we  could  mention.  Oh,  if  they 
would  only  come  to  Jesus,  let  Him  into 
their  hearts  and  lives,  they  would  have 
perfect  peace,  joy  and  happiness.  The 
great  stars  of  the  world  give  pleasure  on- 
ly a  few  moments  at  the  time.  Worldly 
pleasures  can't  satisfy  the  soul  of  man. 
God  didn't  intend  it  so.  Count  the  cost, 
boys  and  girls,  and  see  what  God  says 
concerning  those  who  live  just  for  world- 
ly pleasure. 

1st.  You  may  not  enjoy  it  another  day. 
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Prov.   27:1. 

2nd.  You  become  the  enemy  of  God. 
Jas.  4:4. 

3rd.  You  reap  what  you  sow.  Gal.  6:6, 
8. 

4th.  God  calls  you  a  fool.  Luke  12:19, 
20. 

5th.  God  pleads  with  you.  Ezek.  33:11. 

6th.  God  warns  us.  Eccl.   11:9. 

We  have  a  far  greater  star  than  any  of 
the  stars  of  the  world,  and  Jesus  is  His 
name.  "And  she  shall  bring  forth  a  son, 
and  thou  shalt  call  his  name  Jesus:  for  he 
shall  save  his  people  from  their  sins." 
Matt.  1:21.  "Neither  is  there  salvation  in 
any  other:  for  there  is  none  other  name 
under  heaven  given  among  men,  whereby 
we  must  be  saved,"  Acts  4:12.  He  is 
worthy  of  all  praise.  Angels  worship  Him. 
Every  knee  shall  bow  to  Him.  He  is  our 
high  priest,  our  mediator,  our  redeemer, 
our  Savior.  He  is  alpha  and  omega,  the 
beginning  and  the  ending.  His  name  is 
Wonderful,  Counsellor,  The  mighty  God, 
The  Prince  of  Peace.  He  is  the  star  of 
hope  for  a  lost  world.  He  is  King  of  kings, 
and  Lord  of  lords. 

We  like  to  think  of  Him  as  our  king, 
yet  we  can  come  to  Him  as  just  our 
friend.  We  can  carry  all  our  sorrows  to 
Him,  "He  is  a  man  of  sorrow,"  Isa.  53: 
3;  Mark  8:12;  He  is  our  sin  bearer,  1 
Peter  2:24;  Heb.  9:28. 

The  first  point  of  this  great  star  points 
us  to: 

PARDON 

The  first  thing  we  get  when  we  come 
to  Christ  is  pardon.  "Let  the  wicked  for- 
sake his  way,  (that's  your  part)  and  the 
unrighteous  man  his  thoughts:  (that's 
your  part)  and  let  him  return  unto  the 
Lord,  (that's  your  part)  and  He  will 
have  mercy  upon  him;  and  to  our  God, 
for  He  will  abundantly  pardon"  (God's 
part) ,  lsa.   5  5:7. 

"For  by  grace  are  ye  saved  through 
faith;  and  that  not  of  yourselves:  it  is 
the  gift  of  God:  Not  of  works,  lest  any 
man  should  boast,"  Eph.  2:8,  8.  "For 
God  so  loved  the  world,  he  gave  his  only 
begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in 
him  might  not  perish,  but  have  everlast- 
ing," John  3:16. 

"If  thou  shalt  confess  with  thy  mouth 
the  Lord  Jesus,  and  shalt  believe  in  thine 
heart  that  God  hath  raised  him  from  the 
dead,  thou  shalt  be  saved.  For  with  the 
heart  man  believeth  unto  righteousness; 
and  with  the  mouth  confession  is  made 
unto  salvation,"  Rom.  10:9,  10.  That  is 
all  there  is  to  it.  It's  so  easy  to  come  to 
Christ  and  accept  Him  as  our  Savior, 
that  even  a  little  child  can  do  it.  We  are 
not  saved  by  trying,  but  by  trusting  in 
what  Christ  has  done  for  us. 
PEACE 

Of  course,  when  God  for  Christ's  sake 
pardons  our  sins,  it  brings  real  peace 
in  our  hearts.  We  know  our  sins  are  for- 
given   and      He    will    remember      them 


against  us  no  more. 

"Peace  I  leave  with  you,  my  peace  I 
give  unto  you:  not  as  the  world  giveth, 
give  I  unto  you.  Let  not  your  heart  be 
troubled,  neither  let  it  be  afraid,"  John 
14:27.  "Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect 
peace,  whose  mind  is  stayed  on  thee:  be- 
cause he  trusteth  in  thee,"  Isa.  26:3. 
"There  is  no  peace,  saith  the  Lord,  unto 
the  wicked,"  Isa.  48:22.  "Therefore  be- 
ing justified  by  faith,  we  have  peace  with 
God  through  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ," 
Rom.  5:1. 

PURITY 

When  our  sins  are  forgiven  and  we 
have  that  real  peace  in  our  hearts,  if  we 
will  walk  in  the  light  as  He  is  in  the  light, 
the  blood  of  Jesus  Christ  His  Son  cleans- 
eth  us  from  all  sin.  Cleanses  our  hearts 
from  that  inborn  sin  that  we  didn't  com- 
mit. 

"Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they 
shall  see  God,"  Matt.  5:8.  "Wherefore 
Jesus  also  that  He  might  sanctify  the 
people  with  His  own  blood,  suffered 
without  the  gate,"  Heb.  13:12.  Jesus 
said,  "I  sanctify  myself  that  they  also 
might  be  sanctified."  Of  course  we  know 
Jesus  was  pure,  He  needed  no  cleansing. 
Jesus  set  Himself  apart  for  a  holy  use.  He 
went  to  the  cross,  there  to  give  His  life 
that  we  might  have  eternal  life. 

Twofold  cleansing  is  based  upon  the 
fact  that  man  in  a  state  of  nature  pos- 
sesses sin  in  two  forms;  namely,  sin  in- 
herited, Psa.  51:5;  Rom.  5:12-19;  sins 
committed,  Psa.   51:4;  Isa.   1:18. 

The   first   cleasing   takes   away  all   sins 
committed,  Rev.  1:15.  The  second  cleans- 
ing purifies  our  hearts  from  inborn  sin, 
Acts  5:8,  9;  John  15:2. 
POWER 

"Ye  shall  receive  power  after  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon  you,"  Acts  1: 
8.  "And  they  were  all  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  began  to  speak  with 
other  tongues  as  the  spirit  gave  utter- 
ance," Acts  2:4.  The  Holy  Ghost  is 
promised  to  all  true  believers,  Acts  19:1, 
2;  Eph.  1:13;  Acts  8:5-17.  He  dwells  in 
the  obedient,  Acts  5:32. 

The  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  is  re- 
ceived subsequent  to  justification.  He 
gives  power.  Power  for  service.  Power  to 
overcome  sin,  and  to  carry  on  God's  work 
here  in  this  woild. 

Of  course,  we  know  Jesus  is  not  the 
Holy  Ghost.  He  said,  "If  I  go  not  away 
the  Comforter  will  not  come."  So  it  is 
through  Christ's  going  away  that  we  have 
this  wonderful  blessing. 

We  need  more  of  the  real  Holy  Ghost 
power  in  our  churches  today.  When  the 
real  Holy  Spirit  is  working,  He  brings 
conviction.  Souls  will  be  saved,  because 
there  is  a  convincing  power.  On  the  day 
of  Pentecost  three  thousand  souls  were 
added  to  the  church.  Why?  Because  they 
were  together  in  love  and  unity,  they 
were  in  one  accord.  They  had  favor  with 


all  the  people.  When  the  Holy  Ghost  is 
working.  He  doesn't  drive  people  from 
Christ,  but  there  is  a  drawing  power, 
Acts  2. 

PARADISE 
"He  that  hath  an  ear,  let  him  hear 
what  the  Spirit  saith  unto  the  churches; 
To  him  that  overcometh  will  I  give  to 
eat  of  the  tree  of  life,  which  is  in  the 
midst  of  the  paradise  of  God,"  Rev.  2:7. 

Christ  has  made  it  possible  unto  you, 
that  in  me  ye  might  have  peace.  In  the 
world  ye  shall  have  tribulation;  but  be 
of  good  cheer;  I  have  overcome  the 
world,"    John    16:33. 

NOTE:  A  good  way  to  illustrate  this 
lesson  is  to  have  someone  draw  a  five- 
pointed  star  and  use  a  subtopic  for  each 
point. 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Violet  Bttsscr 
Topic,  JESUS  AN  ALL-SUFFICIENT 
SAVIOR 
Scripture:  St.  John  14:13,  14 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
The  Lord  is  able  to  give  us  both  spirit- 
ual and  natural  things  if  we  but  ask.  He 
will  be  with  us  in  every  walk  of  life,  if 
we  look  to  Him  and  put  our    trust    in 
Him.  It  is  His  will  to  provide  and  care 
for  us  as  we  go  through  life,  if  we  but 
say,  Take  my  hand,  precious  Lord,   lead 
me  on. 

NEEDS 
Isa.  53:4 
Jesus  has  not  promised  to  grant  our  de- 
sires but  He  has  promised  to  supply  our 
needs,  for  He  said  in  His  Word,  "My  God 
will  supply  all  your  needs  according  to 
his  riches  in  glory."  Many  times  we  begin 
to  complain  instead  of  trusting  in  the 
Lord  and  standing  on  His  promises. 
David,  the  Psalmist,  said,  "I  have  been 
young,  and  now  am  old;  yet  have  I  not 
seen  the  righteous  forsaken,  nor  his  seed 
begging  bread."  May  we  ever  keep  in 
mind  the  words  of  Paul  in  Heb.  4:16, 
"Let  us  therefore  come  boldly  unto  the 
throne  of  grace,  that  we  may  obtain 
mercy,  and  find  grace  to  help  in  time  of 
need." 

GRIEFS 

Isa.  53:4 
Jesus  Himself  was  a  man  acquainted 
with  griefs  and  sorrows.  He  bore  great 
grief  and  pain  on  the  cross  of  Calvary, 
yet  He  was  an  overcomer.  We,  too,  can 
overcome  grief  and  sorrow  if  we  take 
Jesus  as  our  all-sufficient  Savior. 

God  sees  and  knows  each  falling  tear, 
He  knmes  when  the    heart    is    needing 

cheer, 
He  knows  when  your  path    is  dark    and 

drear, 
Don't  give  up  for  He  is  near. 
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SICKNESS 

Exod.    15:26b 

We  find  He  is  all-sufficient  in  time  of 
sickness  if  we  but  trust  Him  with  our 
bodies.  Job  was  an  upright  man  of  God 
who  endured  much  affliction,  yet  he 
found  Christ's  power  sufficient  to  de- 
liver. Jesus  never  fails,  it  is  we  who  fail 
to  ask  Him.  Isa.  53:5,  "But  He  was 
wounded  for  our  transgressions,  he  was 
bruised  for  our  iniquities;  the  chastise- 
ment of  our  peace  was  upon  him;  and 
with  his  stripes  we  are  healed."  What  a 
wonderful  Savior  we  have,  who  has  pro- 
vided deliverance  from  afflictions 
through  the  precious  blood  atonement. 
TROUBLE 
Isaiah  5  0:15 

We  know  He  is  nigh  in  time  of  trou- 
ble. We  can  hear  His  sweet  voice  whis- 
per, "Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled." 
David  was  a  man  of  God  who  had  trou- 
ble and  distress  but  relied  on  God  for  de- 
liverance. Psa.  46:1,  "God  is  our  refuge 
and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trou- 
ble." If  we  live  for  Him,  we  can  claim 
His  promise  for  deliverance.  Psa.  34:17, 
"The  righteous  cry,  and  the  Lord  hear- 
eth,  and  delivereth  them  out  of  all  their 
troubles."  We  need  to  telephone  to  glory 
and  He  will  hear  and  answer  prayer.  Psa. 
91:15,  "He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will 
answer  him;  I  will  be  with  him  in  trou- 
ble: I  will  deliver  him,  and  honour  him." 
CONCLUSION 

Children  of  God,  through  experience, 
know  that  Christ  is  an  all-sufficient  Sav- 
ior. In  Him  we  find  grace  to  help  in  time 
of  need  and  power  to  overcome  every- 
thing that  would  beset  us.  He  is  not  slack 
concerning  His  promises,  if  we  but  lean 
on  His  arms  and  let  Him  pilot  us 
through  this  life. 

Song:  "Leaning  on  the  Everlasting 
Arms." 

Bible  Lesson 

By  Exelma  Holley 
Topic:     LOVEST  THOU  ME? 
THOUGHTS  FOR  THE  LEADER 
There  is  a  great  demand  of  proof  of  the 
Christian's  love  today.  No  doubt  Jesus  is 
speaking  to  souls  saying,     "Lovest  thou 
me?"   They  may  answer  directly,    "Yes, 
Lord,"  but  why  not  show  Him  by  prov- 
ing your  love.  Actions  speak  louder  than 
words.  Love  demands  action.  It  demands 
a  sacrifice.  Love  demands  our  best,  noth- 
ing short     of  our  best  will  please  Jesus. 
Love  likewise  will  suffer  long  and  is  kind. 
Love  envieth  not,   and  thinketh  no  evil. 
And  best  of  all,  love  never  fails. 
KEEP  MY  COMMANDMENTS 
St.  John  14:15;   15:12 
Now  if  you  love  Jesus  do  what  He  has 
said  do.  Pray  when  He  says  pray.  Read  the 
Bible  when  He  says  so.     Speak  to  a  soul 
when  He  leads  you.     And     if  you  love 
others   prove   it   by   helping   needy  ones, 
not  just  give  to  those  who  can  return  it. 


Say  encouraging  words;  we  can  all  do 
that.  Help  bear  their  burdens.  Don't  just 
love  one  another  in  words  only  but  in 
deeds  and  in  truth.  Then  follow  where 
He  leads.  Love  won't  have  to  be  forced 
to  move. 

FEED  MY  SHEEP 
St.  John  21:17 

Now  we  are  speaking  of  those  who  are 
called  of  God.  You  may  ask,  Lord,  what 
shall  I  feed  them?  The  sincere  word  of 
truth.  Oh,  that  all  who  are  preachers  and 
teachers  would  leave  off  boasting,  jokes 
and  foolishness.  Such  does  not  edify.  But 
the  Word  is  able  to  build  you  up.  Acts 
20:32.  Ask  God  to  break  the  bread  of 
life  to  you,  then  feed  His  sheep.  Too,  feed 
the  lambs  the  sincere  milk  of  the  word. 
Then  we  are  sure  they  will  grow.  Don't 
let  Jesus  have  to  ask  again,  "Lovest  thou 
me?"  but  help  feed  the  hungry  souls. 
LET  LOVE  CONTINUE 
Heb.  13:1;  John  13:35 

I  know  the  enemy  of  our  souls  is  seek- 
ing in  every  way  he  can  to  destroy  our 
love,  but  let  brotherly  love  continue.  No 
better  way  to  convince  this  gainsaying 
world  than  by  loving  one  another.  By  this 
Jesus  said,  All  men  will  know  you  are  my 
disciples.  Yes,  they  won't  guess  about  it, 
but  will  know.  Stand  by  the  weak,  help 
the  ones  in  need.  Visit  those  who  get  dis- 
couraged and  encourage  them  to  press  on. 
When  love  remains  in  our  midst  then  God 
can  work.  Love  those  especially  who  are 
not  of  this  fold.  Love  the  lost.  There  is 
strength  in  love.  Perfect  love  casteth  out 
fear.  Remember  our  labor  of  love  is  not 
in  vain  in  the  Lord,  1  Cor.  15:58. 

Let  that  brotherly  love  continue  among 
us  and  remain,  and  even  love  Him,  His 
people,  His  cause,  and  kingdom  and 
Church  more.  Pray,  Lord  help  me  to  love 
thee  more. 

CLASS  EVANGELISM 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
surely  find  that  this  is  true.  The  great 
dry  good  stores  have  their  meetings  and 
teach  their  employees  how  to  deal  with 
people.  The  great  business  houses  all  over 
the  country  are  demanding  trained  work- 
ers and  we  who  are  in  the  greatest  work 
in  the  world  are  willing  to  send  out  un- 
trained leadership  and  risk  the  souls  of 
men  in  their  hands.  Of  course,  every 
church  should  see  to  it  that  their  new 
converts  are  trained  for  service. 

"Now  I'm  so  glad  you  came  this  eve- 
ning and  I  really  am  glad  that  God 
changed  my  plans.  Come  over  again  next 
week  if  I  can  help  you." 

All:  "And  may  we  bring  others  too?" 
Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  that  is  just  what  we've 
been  wanting  for  a  long  time.  A  training 
class  in  personal  evangelism.  So  come 
right  along.  And  while  we  are  studying 
this  subject  let  us  read  Wm.  Evans'  book 
on  "Personal  Soul-Winning."  If  any  one 
desires  this  book  he  can  order  it  from  the 


Church  of  God  Publishing  House,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.  Price,  $1.2  5. 

"And  so  we  bid  you  good-night  and 
may  God  richly  bless  you  until  we  meet 
again." 

THE  BOOK  IN  THE  MEDICINE 
CHEST 

(Continued  from  page  12) 
newcomer  was  soon  ensconced  in  the 
bunk  nailed  to  the  log  walls  of  the  cabin, 
and  the  infidel  and  Jimmy  Miller  smiled 
as  he  told  them  of  his  spiritualism.  "Let's 
hold  seances,"  said  the  infidel  lecturer  as 
he  winked  at  Jimmy  Miller.  "Let's  get  the 
spirits  going;  a  seance  or  two  will  do  us 
good."  He  had  not  told  them  that  he  had 
taken  instructions  in  the  slate  writing 
fake  and  the  trumpet  manifestations, 
down  in  Los  Angeles;  and  so  on  more  than 
one  night  they  had  lots  of  fun  at  the  ex- 
pense of  the  poor  Wally  Fleet. 

There  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night 
more  than  once  in  the  little  log  cabin. 
Three  of  them  now  to  buy  liquor;  three 
to  work  for  gold,  to  bring  in  the  kegs 
from  Dawson  and  three  of  them  to  make 
the  little  old  log  cabin  ring  with  the 
shouts  of  drinking  and  gambling.  So  the 
days  sped  on  for  the  inmates  of  that  log 
hut  in  the  Alaskan  wilderness;  sped  on  to 
a  climax  of  which  they  had  never 
dreamed;  for  such  things  never  entered 
the  minds  of  Joe  the  drunken  infidel, 
Wally  the  spiritualist,  and  Jimmy  the 
drinking  Catholic. 

One  night  Jimmy  Miller  fell  sick.  It  is 
bad  enough  to  be  sick  at  home,  but  far 
away  from  medical  help  in  the  lonely 
cabin  on  the  Forty  Mile  sickness  was  a 
thing  to  be  dreaded.  "Joe,"  said  Jimmy, 
"I'm  all  in.  Awful  pains  all  night.  You'll 
have  to  dig  up  the  old  medicine  chest  and 
dope  me  up  some.  Can't  stand  this  pain 
nohow.  Dig  out  some  pills,  Joe,  and  fix 
me  up."  Joe  went  to  the  medicine  chest 
that  he  had  brought  from  sunny  Cali- 
fornia and  opened  the  door.  To  his  amaze- 
ment there  fell  out  of  the  open  door  a 
LITTLE  POCKET  TESTAMENT!  The 
infidel  picked  it  up.  "How  did  it  get 
there?"  he  mused.  "A  Bible  in  the  medi- 
cine chest.  Good  joke  on  an  infidel.  But 
who  in  the  world   .   .   .   .?" 

He  remembered  his  own  dear  little  girl 
far  away  in  the  country  to  the  south  had 
said,  "Daddy,  don't  you  want  to  take  a 
Bible  with  you?"  Yes,  he  remembered 
now,  remembered  the  day  he  left  her,  re- 
membered ....  Well,  the  best  thing  to 
do  was  to  burn  it.  The  little  black  book 
lay  in  his  hand.  Slowly  he  opened  it  and 
there  in  the  handwriting  of  a  little  child 
was  the  simple  inscription  "FROM 
FLORENCE  TO  DADDY."  After  all, 
the  best  place  was  the  fire.  Jimmy  Miller 
turned,  "What  you  got,  Joe?"  he  said. 

"Just  a  book,"  Jimmy,  "it's  a  Bible." 

"A  Bible,"  he  replied,  "never  read  one; 
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what's  it  about?" 

And  so  it  came  about  that  the  Bible 
was  read  by  the  three  hardened  old  sour- 
doughs on  the  Forty  Mile.  Jimmy,  the 
drunkard,  would  read  and  Joe,  the  infidel 
would  prove  it  to  be  wrong.  Wally,  the 
spiritualist,  would  listen  and  together  the 
three  old  cronies  would  pore  over  its 
pages. 

Christmas  passed  and  the  new  year 
dawned.  Outside  the  air  was  biting  cold 
and  Bonanza  Bar  was  in  the  grip  of  win- 
ter. The  smoke  curled  lazily  up  among  the 
tree  tops  as  the  three  sourdoughs  read  the 
Word  of  God.  Every  night  the  reading 
would  continue  and  every  night  the  infi- 
del would  tell  of  its  mistakes.  But  the 
seed  word  was  commencing  to  germinate. 
Conviction  started  to  steal  into  the 
heart  of  the  man  who  read!  Quiet  com- 
menced to  reign  in  the  shack.  The  atmos- 
phere was  changed;  the  little  book  that 
fell  out  of  the  medicine  chest  was  com- 
mencing to  work  with  a  potency  that  was 
irresistible.  The  month  sped  by  and  Feb- 
ruary found  the  little  cabin  with  its 
three  inmates  still  with  the  book  as  a 
treasure  possession  and  every  night  a 
chapter  was  read. 

February  14th!  How  cold  it  was  .  .  . 
outside,  and  in  the  heart  of  Joe.  3  5  de- 
grees below  said  the  thermometer  outside 
the  door,  but  colder  than  that  read  the 
thermometer  in  the  heart  of  the  infidel. 
Tht  thirteenth  chapter  of  John  was  work- 
ing! "If  I  could  only  get  rid  of  these  fel- 
lows, I  might  pray  ....  if  only  it 
wasn't  too  cold  outside,  Fd  crawl  off  into 
the  woods  somewhere  and     ask     God  to 


The  next  day  dawned.  The  infidel 
went  about  his  task  and  waited  for  the 
night.  It  was  in  the  afternoon  that  the 
shades  of  darkness  stole  over  the  country 
for  the  sun  goes  down  early  in  the  winter 
in  Alaska.  That  night  Joe  read  the  15th 
chapter  of  John.  From  the  lips  of  the  in- 
fidel were  pouring  the  words,  "I  am  the 
vine,  ye  are  the  branches  .  .  .  ."  and  as 
he  read,  deep,  deep  conviction  came  into 
his  guilty  heart.  No  words  left  his  lips 
but  the  words  of  the  chapter,  but  his 
heart  was  crying,  "If  I  cannot  pray,  I 
shall  die.  Oh,  that  these  men  were  not 
here;  oh,  that  I  were  alone  ....  alone 
to  pray."  Suddenly  he  ceased!  Looking  up 
at  Jimmy,  he  saw  TEARS  IN  JIMMY'S 
EYES.  The  drunken  Roman  Catholic 
looked  at  the  drunken  infidel  and  said, 
"Joe,  we  ought  to  pray!" 

It  was  ten  o'clock  at  night  when  they 
dropped  on  their  knees  on  the  dirt  floor 
of  the  old  cabin.  What  a  prayer  meet- 
ing! The  three  drunken  sourdoughs;  no 
minister  to  help  them,  no  altar  worker 
to  guide  them;  but  they  prayed.  Two 
o'clock  in  the  morning  they  got  up!  They 
shouted  and  jumped  and  cried;  they 
hugged  each  other  and  cried  again.  The 
Good  Shepherd   had   found   them   in   the 


lonely  cabin  on  the  Forty  Mile  and  they 
were  saved!  Saved!  SAVED! 

The  years  bring  many,  many  changes. 
What  has  happened  to  the  old  cabin  on 
Bonanza  Bar  we  do  not  know.  But  we  do 
know  what  has  happened  to  Joe.  It  may 
be  fifty  below  zero  away  up  there  on  the 
Forty  Mile,  but  it  is  sunshine  every  day 
in  the  heart  of  the  man  who  saw  the  Bible 
in  the  medicine  chest.  And  by  the  way, 
if  you  ever  go  to  Oregon,  go  to  the  Bible 
Standard  Theological  School  in  the  Uni- 
versity town  of  Eugene  and  ask  for  the 
former  dean,  the  Rev.  Joseph  Conlee.  He 
might  tell  you  the  rest  of  the  story;  the 
students  affectionately  call  him  "Uncle 
Joe." — From  Golden  Grains. 

This  article  was  published  in  the  Au- 
gust issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  1930. 
We  have  had  a  number  of  requests  for  it 
to  be  reprinted,  since  our  circulation  has 
increased  so  rapidly.  The  Bible  Standard 
Theological  Seminary  is  a  Pentecostal 
school.  So  when  this  brother  came  back, 
he  came  all  the  way,  no  stopping  on  half- 
way ground. 

Harvey  Changes  His  Mind 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
by  his  bed.  Harvey  was  very  unhappy 
and  he  blamed  the  cause  of  his  unhappi- 
ness  upon  the  boy  who  had  thrown  his 
cap  into  the  water.  He  didn't  feel  like 
reading  the  chapter  h  i  s  mother 
marked  for  him,  either,  but  he  knew 
she  expected  him  to  do  so.  Accord- 
ingly, he  took  up  his  Testament  and 
climbed  into  bed  to  read,  but  he  could  not 
concentrate  his  mind  on  the  words  before 
him.  He  came  to  realize  that  hatred  and 
God's  truth  cannot  dwell  in  the  same 
heart. 

The  sixth  chapter  of  Matthew  was  the 
lesson  marked,  and  Harvey  stumbled 
through  the  words  until  he  came  to  a 
sentence  deeply  underlined.  "After  this 
manner  therefore  pray  ye" — whatever 
could  it  mean?  Perhaps  the  answer  might 
be  found  if  he  continued;  so  he  read  on: 
"Our  Father  which  art  in  heaven,  Hal- 
lowed be  thy  name,"  which  he  had  re- 
peated every  morning  since  he  could  re- 
member, yet  his  mother  had  underlined 
those  words.  She  must  have  had  a  reason, 
and  Harvey's  curiosity  was  fully  aroused. 
His  mind  was  keenly  alert  as  he  read, 
"Thy  Kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  done 
in  earth,  as  it  is  in  heaven.  Give  us  this 
day  our  daily  bread.  And  forgive  us  our 
debts,  as  we  forgive  our  debtors." 

Harvey  stopped  abruptly  and  reread 
the  last  verse.  "Forgive  us  our  debts,  as 
we  forgive  our  debtors."  He  sat  upright 
in  bed  and  repeated  the  words  slowly, 
pondering  deeply  as  he  did  so.  Their  full 
meaning  was  finding  admittance  in  his 
boyish  heart. 

"Mother,"  he  called  softly,  and  in  a 
moment  his  mother,  who  had  learned  of 
the  incident  of  the  afternoon,  entered  the 


room. 

"Did  you  want  me,  son?"  she  asked,  as 
she  seated  herself  on  the  white  counter- 
pane by  his  side. 

"Mother,  I  want  to  ask  you  something. 
Does  God  forgive  us  just  as  we  forgive 
others?  I  mean  won't  He  forgive  my  sins 
if  I  don't  forgive?"  Harvey's  voice  broke 
as  he  finished  the  sentence,  but  he  felt 
unashamed  because  he  was  confident  that 
his  mother  would  understand. 

"We  could  not  expect  mercy  if  we 
failed  to  be  merciful,  and  God  forgives 
us  only  if  we  forgive  our  fellow  man," 
his  mother  replied  gently. 

"I  said  today  that  I  would  not  forgive 
William  because  he  spoiled  my  cap;  but 
I'm  sorry  I  even  said  it,  because  I  guess 
I  must  forgive  him.  I  am  going  to  ask 
God  to  put  a  more  forgiving  spirit  in  my 
heart." 

"He  will  do  so  if  you  but  confess  your 
kissed  him  good-night,  "did  you  underline 
need,"  his  mother  said  encouragingly. 

"Say,  mother,"  said  Harvey  as  she 
those  words  so  I  would  be  sure  to  notice 
the  sentence,  'Forgive  us  our  debts,  as  we 
forgive  our  debtors'?  Why,  if  I  had 
prayed  like  that,  I  would  be  asking  God 
not  to  forgive  me  because  I  would  not 
forgive  William." 

"Perhaps  I  did,  Harvey,"  his  mother 
said  tenderly  as  she  moved  toward  the 
door. 

Harvey's  eyes  sparkled  as  he  rushed 
home  from  school  the  next  day. 

"O  mother!"  he  cried  eagerly;  "I  told 
William  the  first  thing  this  morning  that 
I  had  forgiven  him.  I  just  couldn't  let 
him  think  I  was  still  mad.  He  said  he  was 
sorry  about  the  cap,  and  that  he  really 
didn't  mean  to  throw  it  into  the  water. 
He  even  offered  me  the  money  he  is  sav- 
ing up  for  a  new  pair  of  shoes  to  buy  a 
new  cap.  Of  course,  I  would  not  take  it. 
William's  people  are  poor  and  I  would 
rather  help  him  than  take  his  money." 

"That  is  right,  Harvey,"  said  his 
mother.  "I  was  looking  at  the  cap  this 
morning  and  find  it  is  not  badly  soiled. 
We  can  easily  clean  it." 

"Mother,  William  and  I  would  like  to 
go  fishing  for  a  few  hours.  Do  you  mind? 
I'd  like  to  have  him  try  my  new  rod." 

"Run  along,  son,"  replied  his  mother, 
and  there  was  a  glad  smile  on  her  face  as 
she  watched  her  boy  go  whistling  down 
the  lane  to  join  his  comrade. — Light  and 
Life  Evangel. 

Growth  in  Grace 

If  you  would  be  a  stronger  Christian 
read: 

1.  The  Atonement  chapter,  Heb.  9. 

2.  The  Victory  chapter,  Heb.  11. 

3.  The  Consecration  chapter,  Rom.  12. 

4.  The  Assurance  chapter,  1  John  5. 

5.  The  Sabbath  chapter,  Isa.  58. 

6.  The  Strength  chapter,  Psa.  27. 

7.  The  Joy  chapter,  Psa.  98. 
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8.  The  Work  chapter,  James  2. 

9.  The  Reward  chapter,   1   Cor.   3. 

10.  The  Holy  Spirit  chapter,  Acts  2. 

11.  The  Advent  chapter,    1  Thess.  4. 

Exchange  Page 
(Continued    from    page    13) 
high  position. 

I  think  the  Lighted  Pathway  is  the 
best  young  people's  paper  I  know  of  and 
since  I  started  reading  it,  I  can  hardly 
wait  a  whole  month  for  the  next  copy. 
How  I  wish  it  was  put  out  once  a  week. 

Pray  for  me  that  I  may  be  faithful 
in  my  calling,  and  lead  many  souls  to 
Christ  and  be  a  blessing  in  the  church.  I 
have  been  made  state  superintendent  of 
our  Y.  P.  E.,  so  I  need  prayer. 

May  God  bless  you  and  reward  you  for 
your  many  years  of  faithful  service  to  the 
young  as  well  as  the  old.- — Violette  M. 
Olson,  Herman,  Minn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Lighted  Pathway  has  been  a  great 
blessing  to  me.  I  enjoy  selling  them.  I 
have  sold  some  to  sinners. 

Please  pray  for  me.  I  am  only  fifteen 
years  of  age  and  have  no  father  or  mother, 
but  Jesus  stays  with  me. — Bud  Shields, 
Gastonia,  N.  C. 

District  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School 
Convention 

(Continued  from  page  20; 
we  can  go  and  take  our  children  and  be 
taught  God's  Word  so  we  can  understand 
it.  After  this  Brother  Douglas  gave  us  a 
wonderful  message  on  "Response  in  the 
Light  of  Responsibility." 

After  noon  we  heard  the  reports  from 
each  Sunday  School  superintendent.  Sis- 
ters Harrison  and  Towns  sang  a  special 
song  after  which  there  was  a  short  mes- 
sage by  the  writer  on  "Stedfastness." 
After  this  Sister  Douglas  conducted  a 
praise  service. 

We  feel  this  convention  was  a  real  suc- 
cess, for  which  we  thank  God.  We  are 
glad  to  have  Brother  and  Sister  Douglas 
in  Georgia  this  year.  They  are  doing  a 
great  work.  Pray  for  us. — Lula  Mae  Russ, 
Cochran,  Ga. 

New  Y.  P.  E.  Organized 

We  are  in  a  wonderful  revival  here  in 
Baxley,  Ga.,  which  has  brought  the 
church  back  to  life  again.  Rev.  W.  O. 
Boheler  is  conducting  the  meeting. 

We  had  no  Y.  P.  E.  before  this  revival 
began,  but  we  have  now  organized  one 
with  a  goodly  number  of  young  people 
who  are  very  much  interested  in  the 
work  for  the  Lord.  We  mean  by  the  help 
and  grace  of  God  to  go  over  the  top  in 
our  Y.  P.  E.  We  hope  to  win  the  state 
banner. 

Let  me  encourage  you,  Sister  Harrison, 
to  keep  the  Lighted  Pathway  going.  God 
is  blessing  your  efforts,  and  I'm  sure  you 


will  have  a  rich  reward  for  your  work. 
Pray  for  our  band  of  willing  workers 
here. — Irene  McGlohon,  Baxley,  Ga. 

Old  Glory 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
formal  burial  in  many  sections  of  the 
country.  Spring,  and  the  boys  came  home! 
A  mighty  avalanche  of  the  knights  of 
"No  Man's  Land"  poured  down  Broad- 
way amid  ecstatic  surges  of  unbounded 
enthusiasm  by  patriots  and  loved  ones. 
Bands  played;  guns  boomed!  The  boys 
marched  on,  shoulder  to  shoulder,  step 
with  step!  Bayonet-ended  rifles,  once  cor- 
roded with  blood  and  mire  of  the  Ar- 
gonne,  now  displayed  a  "shine"  from  a 
vigorous  bath  of  mineral  oil;  steel  hel- 
mets gleamed;  here  and  there  an  O.  D. 
sleeve  that  had  once  enfolded  a  muscular 
arm  flapped  in  the  wind;  and  an  occasion- 
al "Yank"  labored  hard  to  keep  in  line 
with  his  fellows,  with  a  pegleg  obtained 
not  many  moons  before.  But  there  was  a 
glow  on  each  face,  and  a  gleam  in  each 
eye,  as  the  prayerful  melody  of  "There's 
a  Long,  Long  Trail  A-Winding"  died  on 
their  lips,  and  a  new  song  was  born  in 
its  stead  that  told  of  being  back  where 
the  land  was  full  of  sunshine,  and  the 
flag  was  full  of  stars.  At  irregular  inter- 
vals an  over-anxious  sweetheart,  wife,  or 
mother  would  break  into  the  big  parade 
to  embrace  a  doughboy  on  its  outskirts. 

Somewhere  near  the  thud  of  marching 
feet,  watching  the  victors,  I  beheld  the 
small  bent  frame  of  a  little  old  lady  of 
three  score  years  or  more.  Tears  were 
streaming  down  her  wrinkled  cheeks;  a 
brooch-frame  picture  of  a  departed  mate 
declared  her  widowhood.  She  had  given 
her  all  for  her  country.  No,  she  had  not 
bought  a  liberty  bond  nor  a  thrift  stamp 
to  aid  her  country.  Some  sacrifice  more 
precious  had  been  hers.  Only  a  few  days 
ago  she  had  received  a  letter  informing 
her  that  her  son  was  among  those  who 
would  never  return.  Somewhere  out  there 
beneath  the  poppy-studded  surface  of 
Flanders  Fields  his  body  reposed  in  an  un- 
marked grave.  Yes,  that  was  the  gift,  an 
only  son,  given  in  the  spirit  of  the  wid- 
ow's mite,  and  in  the  true  spirit  of  Amer- 
ica. Among  scalding  tears  were  mingled 
tears  of  pride  which  seemed  silently  to 
say,  "I'm  glad  I  could  give  something — 
something  worth  while."  Here  was  real 
victory!  Victory  that  had  emerged  from 
the  carnage  of  hell;  victory  that  had  come 
with  the  sting  of  shrapnel,  gas  and  hand 
grenades;  paid  for  in  human  souls.  But 
now  the  heartache,  the  loneliness,  and 
scars  were  forgotten  for  the  time  in  the 
glory  of  those  other  stalwart  sons  of 
America  who  marched  so  erectly  down 
Broadway.  The  gentle  zephyrs  of  spring- 
time wafted  a  soothing  balm  of  peace  over 
burdened  hearts. 

And  then,  I  looked  at  the  bonnie  old 
flag  again.  Possibly  you  may  ask,  "What 


more  did  you  see?"  I  will  tell  you.  I  saw 
Calvary.  I  saw  Jesus  Christ.  I  saw  that 
pure  form  tortured  with  spiritual  and 
physical  pain,  yet,  enduring  agony  be- 
yond the  powers  of  human  conception 
that  helpless  people  might  have  hope  and 
freedom. 

I  looked  at  the  blood-red  bars  of  our 
country's  flag  and  saw  the  broken  heart 
and  wounded  side  of  the  world's  Redeem- 
er. I  looked  at  the  snow-white  stripes  and 
caught  a  vision  of  our  Lord's  chastity 
and  immaculate  innocence.  I  looked  at 
the  blue  field  full  of  stars  and  saw  the 
undaunted  courage  of  Him  who  bore  our 
griefs  and  carried  our  sorrows. 

Yes,  everything  I  saw  in  that  glorious 
flag  suggested  something  infinite.  I  think 
that  God  must  have  directed  the  needie  of 
Betsy  Ross  as  she  tried  to  make  a  fitting 
symbol  for  our  nation  in  its  first  ban- 
ner. 

When  Francis  Scott  Key  was  detained 
by  the  British  during  the  bombardment 
of  Fort  McHenry,  amid  "bombs  bursting 
in  air,"  he  poured  out  his  soul  in  a  song 
that  is  now  our  national  anthem,  "The 
Star-Spangled  Banner."  While  writing  it, 
the  "rockets  red  glare"  failed  to  reveal 
the  fullmasted  flag  at  times,  causing  him 
to  cry  out,  "Oh  say!  does  that  Star- 
Spangled  Banner  yet  wave?"  The  decades 
have  mounted  since  that  brief  inquiry, 
and  today  I'd  like  to  answer  his  question 
by  saying: 

All's  well,  Mr.  Key, 
She  continues  to  wave 
O'er  the  land  of  the  free, 
And  the  home  of  the  brave! 

And  now  brothers,  let  us  bow  our 
hearts  in  gratitude  to  the  Giver  of  all 
good.  Thus  He  has  honored  us  by  per- 
mitting us  to  dwell  in  the  goodly  land 
over  which  floats  "Old  Glory." 

Mrs.  J.  D.  Clayton 

Greenville,  S.  O,  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

Honor  Roll 

E.  J.  Gross,  Hazard,  Ky. 
Mrs.  B.  S.  Moody,  Jacksonville,  Fla. 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 
Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Miss  Lois  Goff ,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 


Notice 

We  should  like  for  you  to  read  "What's 
What  in  the  Bible,"  and  write  us  your 
honest  opinion  of  it.  We  are  considering 
publishing  it  monthly  in  the  Lighted 
Pathway  but  do  not  want  to  give  space 
for  it  unless  you  consider  it  both  educa- 
tional and  inspirational  for  our  young 
people. — Editor. 


July,  1940 
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A  DEACON'S  LIFEBOAT  STORY 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
and  the  wind  caught  and  tore  at  the  life- 
boat like  a  pack  of  demons  bent  on  de- 
struction. Again  and  again  the  gallant 
rescuers  were  driven  back,  but  still  they 
strove  manfully  to  reach  the  doomed  ship 
with  its  cargo  of  precious  human  souls. 
But  it  was  a  vain  effort.  Our  skipper 
tried  over  and  over  to  fling  a  lifeline,  but 
each  time  it  fell  short,  and  only  twisted 
and  turned  in  the  seething  water  like  a 
tortured  snake. 

"Fear  for  the  poor  souls  clinging  to  the 
sloping  deck  filled  every  heart.  Several 
women  fell  on  their  knees,  and  silent 
prayer  rose  from  every  soul,  while  yet 
again  the  lifeboat  made  an  effort  to  reach 
them. 

"Suddenly  there  came  floating   to  us, 
on  the  wings  of  the  storm,      the     clear 
strong    voice   of   a    girl      singing.      Only 
snatches  of  what  she  sang  reached  us,  for 
the  wind  seemed  to  tear  her  words  into 
shreds,  and  fling  them  into  its  own  con- 
fusion;   but   at   last    we  made   out    what 
she  was  singing,  and  a  moment  later 
THE  WHOLE  COMPANY  COLLECT- 
ED ON  THE  BEACH 
took   up   the   refrain,    and    joined      their 
voices  with  that  of  the  brave  soul  who 
was  singing  on  that  doomed  ship: 
Eternal  Father,  strong  to  save, 
Whose  arm  hath  bound  the  restless  wave, 
Who  bidst  the  mighty  ocean  deep, 
Its  own  appointed  limits  keep, 
Oh,  hear  ns  when  tve  cry  to  Thee, 
For  t/jose  in  peril  on  the  sea! 
O  Christ,  whose  voice  the  waters  heard, 
And  ceased  their  raging  at  Thy  word — 

"Again  the  lifeboat  was  beaten  back, 
and  we  could  see  that  our  men  were  al- 
most exhausted,  it  seemed  impossible  for 
them  to  make  another  attempt.  There 
came  a  stir  in  our  little  company,  and  a 
dear  old  lady,  wife  of  one  of  our  lifeboat- 
men,  rose  from  her  knees,  and  tramped  up 
the  shingle  to  her  little  stone  cottage. 
None  of  us  knew  what  she  intended  do- 
ing, but  that  it  was  something  to  help 
we  were  quite  sure.  She  returned  a  few 
minutes  later  with  Carl.  Then  we  knew. 
Silently  she  took  the  great  head  between 
her  hands,  and  began  to  talk  in  an  earnest 
undertone.  A  moment  she  held  him  to  her 
breast,  then  she  fastened  a  strong  thin 
line  to  his  collar,  and  with  a  quiet  word 
of  command, 
POINTED  TO  THE  SINKING  SHIP. 

"Without  hesitation  the  great  creature 
entered  the  surging,  hissing  waters,  and 
struck  out  strongly  for  the  ship.  Again 
and  again  he  was  beaten  back  as  the  life- 
boat had  been  but  he  never  thought  of 
giving  in.  In  a  tense,  prayerful  silence  we 
watched  him,  backwards  and  forwards, 
up  and  down,  but  gradually  he  began  to 
gain  headway,  nearer  and  nearer  he 
struggled,  and  we  helped  with  our 
prayers,  until  at  last  we  knew  by  the 
cheer  that  reached  us  from   the  sinking 


ship,  that  he  had  made  the  journey. 

"They  came  in  one  by  one.  The  passen- 
gers, the  stewardesses  and  the  crew.  The 
last  to  arrive  was  a  young  man,  and  with 
him  came  Carl.  Just  a  moment  he  stood 
with  his  hand  on  the  dog's  streaming 
head.  'Thanks,  old  fellow,'  he  said,  be- 
fore he  followed  the  rest  of  the  company 
to  the  chapel  schoolroom,  where  the  wom- 
en had  made  a  fire  and  prepared  hot  cof- 
fee and  a  meal.  Clad  in  a  strange  collec- 
tion of  dry  garments,  they  ate  gratefully, 
and  when  they  were  a  little  rested  we 
heard  their  story,  the  young  man  acting 
as  the  spokesman. 

"He  told  us  that  the  yacht  was  his 
property,  that  he  and  his  friends  were 
taking  a  late  cruise  around  the  coast  of 
England  and  Scotland,  and  he  told  us 
something  else — that  he  and  his  company 
had  devoted  themselves  throughout  the 
cruise  to 

PLEASURES  OF  THE  BASER  SORT, 
drinking,  gambling,  and  dancing  the 
night  away.  The  wonders  of  the  sea  did 
not  appeal  to  them,  they  had  made  mock 
of  holy  things,  and  in  their  spiritual  ig- 
norance they  had  made  fun  of  one  of  the 
stewardesses,  a  young  girl  who  made  no 
secret  of  the  fact  that  she  was  a  Chris- 
tian. 

"He  admitted  that  her  courage  and 
gentle  forbearance  impressed  him,  and 
there  were  times,  when  he  was  alone,  that 
he  wondered  just  what  influence  had 
helped  her  to  keep  serenely  on  in  face  of 
so  much  derision.  It  had  been  she  who 
had  sung  that  prayer  hymn  in  which  all 
had  joined,  she  who  had  prayed  fearlessly 
for  deliverance  while  those  shrinking 
pleasure-seekers  had  sat  white-lipped, 
facing  the  eternity  they  had  ignored. 

"  'I  am  convinced,'  he  confided  to  our 
dear  late  minister,  'that  her  prayers  saved 
us,  that  her  pure  soul  was  the  lifeline  to 
heaven.  God  must  have  been  pretty  dis- 
gusted with  the  rest  of  us,  but,  if  He  will 
help  me,  I'll  spend  the  rest  of  my  life 
proving  to  Him  that  I  was  worth  sav- 
ing. " 

The  deacon  paused,  and  glanced  round 
the  room  impressively.  Not  a  sound 
stirred  in  the  schoolroom,  save  the  wash 
of  the  sea  on  the  beach  below  and  the 
scream  of  the  wind  about  the  cliffs 
above. 

"There's  a  sequel,  sir,"  the  deacon  re- 
sumed, "and  the  sequel,  to  us,  to  this 
chapel,  is  the  most  important  part.  Next 
morning 

THE  WRECKED  PARTY  RE- 
TURNED TO  THEIR  HOMES 
by  train,  a  sadder  and  wiser  band,  and  I 
noticed,  as  they  passed  my  garden  gate, 
that  the  young  man  had  taken  firm  hold 
of  the  arm  of  a  pretty  blue-eyed  girl, 
the  little  stewardess,  and  they  were  en- 
gaged in  earnest  conversation.  That  after- 
noon the  lifeboat  you  noticed  in  the 
chapel  was  found  on  the  beach,  and  as  it 
had  come  from  their  ship  we  kept  it  in 


memory  of  them. 

"Three  weeks  later  a  letter  was  deliv- 
ered at  the  manse,  the  letter  that  an- 
swered our  prayers  and  proved  to  us  that 
God  intended  our  work  for  Him  to  con- 
tinue. It  stated  that  the  sum  of  five  hun- 
dred pounds  had  been  placed  to  our  ac- 
count by  the  young  man  who  wished  to 
remain  anonymous. 

"Our  chapel  was  more  than  saved.  We 
held  a  praise  meeting,  and  then  we  set 
to  work  to  make  the  chapel  what  it  is  to- 
day. From  that  day  we  have  never  looked 
back,  but  have  gone  on  from  strength  to 
strength.  Every  year,  on  the  anniversary 
of  that  day,  we  have  a  combined  praise 
and  prayer  meeting,  in  which  we  dedi- 
cate ourselves  afresh  to  God,  and  pray  for 
the  soul  of  the  young  man  who  saved  us, 
and  you,  sir,  are  just  in  time  to  officiate 
at  our  next  meeting,  which  will  take 
place  shortly.  And  that  is  the  story  of 
Carl,  sir!" 

THE  OLD  DEACON  SMILED, 
and  sat  back  in  his  chair.  All  eyes  were 
turned  eagerly,  expectantly  on  the  min- 
ister, as  he  replied:  "It  is  a  very  wonder- 
ful story,  Mr.  Hartley,"  was  his  earnest 
comment,  "but  has  it  ever  occurred  to 
you  that  there  might  be  yet  another  se- 
quel of  it?" 

The  deacon  nodded.  "Oh,  yes,  sir,  we 
have  often  wondered  about  that  young 
man,  though  we  have  respected  his  desire 
for  anonymity;  but  if  his  earnest  vows 
bore  fruit,  and  if  he  married  that  splendid 
girl,  as  I'm  sure  he  intended  to  do,  he  is 
now  somewhere  working  for  God,  unless, 
of  course,  God  has  taken  him  to  higher 
service." 

The  minister  smiled,  "No,  he  has  not 
yet  reached  the  land  of  higher  service, 
but  he  is,  as  you  guessed,  working  for 
God  on  earth.  Would  you  care  to  hear  yet 
another  sequel  to  your  story?" 

David  Hartley's  eyes  gleamed  with  ex- 
citement. "Do  you  know  him,  sir?"  he 
asked  breathlessly,  and  just  as  eagerly  ev- 
ery soul  in  the  room  awaited  the  minis- 
ter's answer. 

"Yes,  I  know  him,"  he  replied  quietly, 
"also  the  story  of  his  struggles.  His  earn- 
est desires  did  bear  fruit,  and  he  did  mar- 
ry that  splendid  girl,  but  not  before  a 
great  struggle  between  good  and  evil  had 
taken  place  in  his  heart.  His  wealth  was 
the  cause.  Born  and  bred  in  the  lap  of 
luxury  as  he  had  been,  he  could  not  bring 
himself  to  face  a  life  of  poverty,  nor 
could  he  see  the  necessity  for  it,  even 
with  the  new  light  in  his  heart.  It  was  the 
girl  he  loved  who  once  again  came  to  his 
rescue,  and  opened  the  eyes  of  his  soul. 
She  bought  him  a  picture,  just  a  tiny 
one  in  a  cheap  frame.  It  was  entitled  'For 
he  had  great  possessions.'  I  expect  you  all 
have  seen  a  copy  of  this  picture.  It  por- 
trays a  young  man,  clad  in  rich  robes,  his 
fingers  decorated  with  rings  of  great 
beauty  and  value,  but  his  head  is  down- 
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bent,  and  his  whole  attitude 

ONE  OF  GREAT  DEJECTION. 
He  had  asked  of  the  Savior,  'What  good 
thing  must  I  do  that  I  may  inherit  eter- 
nal life?'  and  the  Savior's  final  answer  was 
'If  thou  wilt  be  perfect,  go  and  sell  that 
thou  hast,  and  give  to  the  poor,  and  thou 
shalt  have  treasure  in  heaven,  and  come, 
and  follow  me!' 

"The  young  lady  sent  him  the  picture, 
and  with  it  went  a  card  on  which  she 
wrote,  'No  man  can  serve  two  masters.' 
That  picture  broke  his  heart  but  it  saved 
his  soul.  An  hour  after  receiving  it  he 
sought  the  girl  he  loved,  and  asked  her 
assistance  in  disposing  of  his  fortune.  She 
advised  him  to  seek  out  little  chapels  and 
mission  halls  which  were  struggling  be- 
neath a  load  of  debt.  He  followed  her  ad- 
vice, and  that  night  peace  came  to  his 
heart. 

"They  were  married  shortly  afterwards 
and  as  soon  as  they  returned  from  their 
honeymoon  he  entered  a  college  to  train 
as  a  minister.  This  evening  he  begins  his 
ministry  in  your  own  chapel!  And  Carl 
alone  remembered  me!"  he  added  with  a 
smile. 

IN     THE     SILENCE     THAT     FOL- 
LOWED HIS 

revelation,  he  bent  down  and  laid  a  ca- 
ressing hand  on  the  dog's  head. 

Deacon  Hartley  was  the  first  to  re- 
cover from  his  surprise.  He  stretched  out 
a  horny  hand  and  grasped  that  of  the 
minister.  "Praise  the  Lord,"  he  cried,  and 
a  moment  later  his  voice  was  leading  the 
rest  in  a  ringing  chorus — 

Praise  the  Lord;  Praise  the  Lord,  let  the 

earth  hear  His  voice! 
Praise  the  Lord;  Praise  the  Lord,  let  the 

people  rejoice! 
Oh,  come  to  the  Father,   tlyroiigh  Jesus 

the  Son; 
And  give  Him   the  glory — great   things 

He  has  done! 

Over  and  over  they  sang  it,  and  across 
the  shaggy  heads  of  the  chrysanthemums 
the  happy  grey  eyes  of  Deacon  Hartley 
met  the  shining  blue  ones  of  "that  splen- 
did girl"  as  she  stood  beside  her  husband, 
her  hand  clasped  in  his. — Sunday  School 
Banner. 

Jimmy's  First  Envelope 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
as  he  dropped  his  nickel  in  the  basket. 

"You  shall  have  one,"  smiled  Miss  Pol- 
ly; "but  we  must  ask  mother  first." 

"Did  you  have  a  nice  time  in  Sunday 
School?"  asked  mother  as  the  little  fel- 
low stood  beside  her  rocker. 

"Yes,  but  I  want  an  envelope  like  the 
other  boys,"  said  Jimmy.  "Tell  her  about 
it,  sister." 

When    mother    understood    about    the 


envelopes  for  the  Sunday  School  offering 
it  was  agreed  that  Jimmy  should  have 
a  box  of  them  and  put  a  nickel  in  one 
each  week.  The  package  arrived  soon  af- 
ter mother  phoned.  Then  Jimmy  untied 
the  box  and  placed  it  on  his  own  bureau, 
where  he  could  see  the  envelopes. 

Several  days  later  mother  called,  "Here 
is  a  nickel  for  you,  Jimmy.  You  have 
been  such  a  good  boy  and  helped  me  so 
much.  Perhaps  you  would  like  to  get 
some   candy." 

Jimmy  squeezed  the  nickel  tightly  as 
he  waited   for  the  candy  man   to  come. 

"What  kind  this  time,  sonny?"  asked 
the   candy  man. 

Jimmy  was  thinking  very  hard. 

"No,  thank  you,  nothing  today,"  said 
Jimmy,  as  he  held  the  nickel  tighter. 

The  man  looked  surprised.  "Come  on, 
now,   what   kind?"   he   asked   again. 

"I  have  envelopes  now,"  smiled  Jim- 
my, holding  his  head  very  high.  Then 
he  ran  home. 

Mother  wondered  why  her  little  boy 
ran  upstairs  with  his  candy,  but  she  soon 
found  what  he  had  done  when  he  came 
downstairs  again.  He  had  the  box  of  en- 
velopes in  his  hand  and  he  showed  how 
he  had  slipped  his  nickel  into  the  first 
one. 

"See,  mother,  I've  filled  my  first  en- 
velope  with   my   very   own   money." 

And  Jimmy's  mother  smiled.  She  was 
glad  he  had  wanted  to  spend  his  money 
in  that  way. — Story  World. 

Teach  Me  Thy  Way 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
the  potter,  am  making  of  me  clay,  a  ves- 
sel that  thou  might  use.  Forgive  me, 
dear  Lord,  for  wondering  about  what  I 
should  do,  and  I  thank  thee  for  the  les- 
son in  thy  Holy  Word  of  knowing  thy 
way,  for  I've  realized  tonight  that  thy 
way  for  our  life  is  letting  thee  live  it  for 
us." 

The  radio  was  off  now,  the  moon  still 
shone  brightly,  the  sky  was  prettier  than 
before,  and  in  the  room  were  Darlene  and 
the  very  Spirit  of  Jesus  Christ,  as  she 
leaned  upon  His  shoulder  and  He  held  her 
hand.  Her  eyes  were  wet  again,  but  this 
time  it  was  not  because  her  heart  hurt, 
but  because  she  was  so  proud,  so  happy, 
so  peaceful,  so  full  of  the  knowledge  that 
the  Lord  loved  her,  and  that  she  need 
never  fear,  that  He  would  be  there  "even 
unto  the  end  of  the  world." 

God  With  You 

In  every  life  there  are  solitary  passages, 
where  our  only  comfort  is  to  be  found 
in  the  society  of  God.  The  sickroom  vigil, 
for  instance:  what  loneliness  to  be  com- 
pared with  that  of  the  watcher  by  the 
bedside  through  hours  of  long-drawn 
tension!    There    are    times,      too,      when 


loved  presences  are  withdrawn  from  us, 
and  we  sit  alone  beside  our  dead.  Then 
there  are  hours  of  temptation  when  the 
soul  fights  unseen  its  solitary  battle.  In 
these  lonely  struggles  of  duty  no  human 
companionship  can  avail  us,  and  it  is  of 
still  less  account  when,  alone,  we  lie 
down  to  die.  "Human  voices  fade  away; 
human  forms  retire;  silent  and  lonely  the 
spirit  migrates  to  the  great  secret." 

Well  for  us  if  in  all  these  solemn  pass- 
es we  can  say,  "I  am  not  alone,  because 
the  Father  is  with  me." — Selected. 


Treasured  Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
was  washed  safely  ashore. 

"If  only  I  could  do  something  for  the 
dove  who  was  so  kind  and  thoughtful  as 
to  save  my  life,"  thought  the  ant,  "but 
I  am  so  small  and  plain  that  I  am  afraid 
I  can  never  help  such  a  beautiful  crea- 
ture." 

Just  then  a  hunter  stopped  close  by  the 
ant  and  leveled  his  gun  to  shoot  the  kind 
dove  perched  in  the  branches  of  a  near- 
by tree. 

Quick  as  a  wink  the  ant  ran  up  the 
hunter's  leg  and  gave  him  a  hard  bite. 
This  made  the  hunter  start  and  miss  his 
aim,  so  that  the  dove  could  fly  to  safety. 

"How  glad  I  am  that  I  could  do  some- 
thing to  repay  the  beautiful  dove  for  his 
kindness  to  me,"  said  the  ant  to  himself 
as  he  ran  down  the  back  of  the  hunter's 
boot.  "I  guess  there  is  always  some  way 
to  repay  the  kindness  of  others  if  we  real- 
ly look  for  it." — The  Christian  World. 


The  Highest  Claim 

(Continued  fiom  page  8) 

went  out  still  singing,  "I  surrender  all!" 
Her  idea  of  consecration  was  perhaps 
a  little  lacking!  But  are  we  all  guiltless? 
What  is  the  practical  application  in  our 
hearts  and  lives  of  full  consecration  to 
Christ?  Three  short  familiar  phrases  may 
well  sum  it  up. 

All  that  I  have — My  possessions. 
All  that  I  am — My  personality. 
All  that  I  hope  to  be — My  plans  and 
projects. 

Unconditionally,  unreservedly,  un- 
grudgingly they  are  all  to  be  laid  upon 
the  altar,  to  be  wholly  His.  For  time  and 
for  eternity  they  are  to  be  used  only  by 
Him  and  for  Him. 

What  will  this  mean  in  actual  life? 

ALL  THAT  I  HAVE— MY  POSSES- 
SIONS 

True  consecration  is  recognition  of 
Christ's   claim   to   Lordship  over   all   my 
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property.  We  acknowledge  this  when  in 
God's  house  we  sing,  "All  things  come  of 
Thee,  and  of  Thine  own  have  we  given 
Thee."  That  does  not  mean  that  He  takes 
them  all  away  from  us,  but  we  must  look 
on  them  as  His,  not  ours.  We  hold  them 
in  trust,  as  His  stewards,  to  use  as  He 
directs.  He  is  the  Senior  Partner,  the 
Managing  Director.  He  does  not  mean  us 
to  cease  to  own  money  and  property,  but 
He  claims  the  right  to  control  our  use 
of  these  things. 

Surrender  means  willingness  for  pover- 
ty or  plenty  as  He  deems  best.  For  the 
disciples  it  meant  that  they  had  "to  for- 
sake all  and  follow  Christ."  It  was  just 
here  that  the  "rich  young  ruler"  failed. 
The  divine  will  for  him  was  expressed  in 
the  command,  "Sell  all  that  thou  hast, 
and  give  to  the  poor"  but  "he  went  away 
sorrowful,  for  he  had  great  possessions." 

When  President  Garfield  of  the  United 
States  was  slowly  recovering  after  the  at- 
tempted assassination,  the  doctors  ordered 
a  cool,  quiet  place  for  his  convalescence. 
Of  course,  it  was  before  the  days  of  mo- 
tor ambulances,  so  a  specially  constructed 
railway  was  planned  that  the  President 
might  be  conveyed  to  the  spot  with  the 
least  possible  strain.  During  the  negotia- 
tions for  the  laying  of  the  line,  a  certain 
farmer,  not  knowing  for  whom  the  work 
was  being  done,  objected  when  the  pro- 
posal was  made  to  take  the  line  near  to 
his  house.  But  when  he  was  told  that  it 
was  for  the  President,  he  exclaimed,  "If  it 
is  for  our  President  Garfield,  you  can  run 
it  right  through  my  house  if  you  like." 

What  a  difference  it  would  make  if  we 
placed  every  earthly  possession  at  Christ's 
disposal  in  the  same  way!  Like  children, 
we  are  guilty  so  often  of  pride  of  posses- 
sions. No  one  must  touch  them,  not  even 
the  Lord  Himself!  "That's  mine,"  says  a 
selfish  child  when  a  playmate  dares  to  use 
some  pet  toy.  "That's  mine!"  do  we  say 
even  to  God  when  He  asks  us  to  part  with 
some  choice  treasure  for  the  sake  of  the 
needs  of  His  Kingdom? 

When  Italy  waged  her  cruel  war  of  ag- 
gression on  Ethiopia,  Mussolini  called  for 
funds  to  finance  the  campaign.  The  wom- 
en of  the  country,  led  by  the  Queen  her- 
self, brought  their  gold  rings  as  offerings 
for  the  supply  of  munitions.  But  how 
many  of  us  have  ever  parted  with  any 
prized  possession  for  the  supply  of  funds 
for  the  spiritual  warfare.  If  they  did  it 
for  an  ignoble  cause  should  not  we  do  far 
more  for  the  most  worthy  cause  of  all? 

What  right  have  we  to  pray  that  the 
Lord  may  incline  others  to  give  if  we 
have  not  given  up-to-the-hilt  ourselves? 

This  line  of  thought  cuts  very  deeply 
into  the  consciences  of  many  of  the 
Lord's  people;  but  in  the  light  of  the  ap- 
palling needs  of  our  day,  and  the  signs  of 
Christ's  return,  dare  we  shrink  from  fac- 
ing up  to  our  responsibilities,  and  taking 


stock    of    our    possessions    and    ways    of 
spending  money? 

In  Great  Britain  in  one  year  we  spend: 

L    145,000,000     on  tobacco. 

L     40,000,000     on  cinemas. 

L      5  0,000,000     on  sweets. 

L      5  0.000,000     on  cosmetics. 

L    5  00,000,000      on   gambling. 

L   230,000,000      on  alcohol. 
In  contrast,  how  much  is  spent  on  car- 
rying the  gospel  to  heathen  lands?  L  1,- 
000,000  a  year!! 

An  average  of  lOd.  for  every  man, 
woman  and  child  in  the  country  is  spent 
on  every  ticket  for  the  cinemas,  and  957,- 
000,000  tickets  were  issued  in  one  year. 

What  proportion  of  all  this  expendi- 
ture is  paid  by  church  members,  and  how 
do  their  contributions  to  the  Lord's  work 
compare  with  the  amount  spent  on  these 
things?  Do  we  ever  stop  to  think  when 
we  spend  money  on  ourselves?  Have  we 
sufficiently  realized  that  money  is  sa- 
cred? How  easily  it  can  slip  through  our 
fingers,  and  we  have  nothing  to  show  for 
it,  either  in  health  of  bodv,  or  inspira- 
tion of  mind.  On  the  other  hand,  money 
spent  according  to  the  guidance  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  can  do  so  much. 

A  candidate  for  the  mission  field  wrote 
recently  saying: — 

"I  have  tried  to  save  during  the  past 
year,  and  when  I  leave  work  I  hope  to 
bring  the  amount  up  to  about  L40.  I 
have  not  looked  upon  this  as  my  own  be- 
cause after  all  it  is  the  Lord's,  and  must 
be  used  for  Him.  Up  to  January  this  year, 
I  put  away  and  sent  to  the  mission  field 
one  cent  of  my  wages,  but  now  I  have 
stopped,  and  am  putting  that  towards 
training  ....  In  some  ways  it  looks 
selfish,  and  yet  it  does  not  seem  right  to 
ask  or  pray  for  financial  help  when  we 
might  supply  it  ourselves.  Mother  will 
miss  my  money  very  much  and  we  are 
both  just  trusting  the  Lord  to  supply  our 
needs." 

Someone  has  crystallized  in  simple 
verse  the  possibilities  of  money  when  giv- 
en to  the  Lord. 

"You  sent  your  money  across  the  sea 
That  bought  a  Bible  for  young  Sing  Lee. 
And  young    Sing    Lee,    when    he's    read 

therein, 
Proceeded  to  turn  his  back  on  sin. 
Then  he  rested  neither  night  nor  day 
Till  his  brother  walked  the  narrow  way, 
And  his  brother  worked  till  he  had  won 
Away  from  their  gods  his  wife  and  sou. 
The  woman  told  of  her  new-found  joy, 
And  Christ  was  preached  by  the  happy 

boy. 
Some  folks  who  heard  them  speak 
Decided  the  one  true  God  to  seek. 
It  wasn't  long  before  half  the  town 
Had  left  its  idols  of  wood  and  stone, 
And  the  work's  not  ended  yet,  my  friend, 
You   started   something    that   ne'er   shall 


end, 
When  you  sent  the  money  across  the  sea 
That  bought  a  Bible  for  young  Sing  Lee." 

Is  it  not  time  that  some  of  us  revised 
our  ways  of  spending  money?  The  Lord 
does  not  only  look  upon  what  we  give; 
He  also  sees  what  remains  in  our  posses- 
sion. Remember  the  widow's  mite! 

The  church  treasurer  was  giving  his 
annual  report.  "Mr.  A,"  he  said,  "has  giv- 
en L5."  (Applause.)  "Mr.  B — L20." 
(Louder  applause.)  "Mr.  C — L5  0."  (Tu- 
multuous applause).  "Widow  D — 5S." 
(Silence.)  "Hush!"  said  the  chairman, 
"I  think  I  hear  the  clapping  of  'the 
pierced  hands.'  " 

(To  be  continued) 

The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
age,  found  himself  in  London,  where  he 
was  under  the  necessity  of  earning  his 
bread.  He  went  straight  to  a  printing  of- 
fice and  inquired  whether  help  was 
needed. 

"Where  are  you  from?"  inquired  the 
foreman. 

"America,"  was  the  answer. 

"Ah,"  said  the  foreman,  "from  Ameri- 
ca. Can  you  set  type?" 

The  young  man  stepped  to  one  of  the 
cases,  and  in  a  brief  space  set  up  this 
passage  from  the  first  chapter  of  John: 
"Nathanael  said  unto  him,  Can  there 
any  good  thing  come  out  of  Nazareth? 
Philip  said  unto  him,  Come  and  see." 

It  was  done  so  quickly,  so  accurately, 
and  administered  a  delicate  reproof  so  ap- 
propriate and  powerful,  that  it  at  once 
gave  him  influence  and  standing  with  all 
the  office.  He  worked  diligently  at  his 
trade,  refused  to  drink  beer  or  any  kind 
of  strong  drink,  saved  his  money,  re- 
turned to  America,  became  a  printer, 
publisher,  author,  postmaster  general, 
member  of  Congress,  signer  of  the  Dec- 
laration of  Independence,  ambassador  to 
royal  courts,  and  finally  died  in  Phila- 
delphia at  the  age  of  eighty-four.  There 
are  more  than  one  hundred  and  fifty 
counties,  towns,  and  villages  in  America 
named  after  this  same  printer  boy — Ben- 
jamin  Franklin. 

T.  DcWitt  Talmage,  the  great  preach- 
er, once  wrote:  My  mother,  when  she  had 
a  large  family  of  children  gathered 
around  her,  made  a  covenant  with  three 
neighbors,  three  mothers.  They  would 
meet  once  a  week  to  pray  for  the  salva- 
tion of  their  children  until  all  their  chil- 
dren were  converted.  This  incident  was 
not  known  until  after  my  mother's  death, 
the  covenant  then  being  revealed  by  one 
of  the  survivors. 

We  used  to  say:  "Mother,  where  are 
you  going?"  And  she  would  say,  "I  am 
just  going  out  for  a  little  while;  going 
over  to  the  neighbors."  They  kept  on  in 
that    covenant    until    all    their    families 
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were  brought  into  the  kingdom  of  God, 
myself  the  last,  and  I  trace  that  line  of 
results  back  to  an  evening  many  years 
before,  when  my  grandmother  com- 
mended our  family  to  Christ,  the  tide  of 
influence  going  on  until  this  hour,  and  it 
will  never  cease. 

A  young  American  teacher  in  a  Ja- 
panese government  school  gave  his  word 
that  he  would  not  mention  Christ  or 
Christianity  to  his  students.  He  kept  his 
word,  but  his  life  was  so  pure,  his  spirit 
so  kind,  that  his  students  began  to  seek 
for  his  secret  of  living.  After  some 
months,  a  large  group  of  the  boys  whom 
he  taught  gave  themselves  to  Christ 
whom  they  knew  he  followed.  Many  of 
them  later  entered  the  Christian  ministry. 
It  was  the  silent  but  conquering  power 
of  influence. 

Dear  ones,  what  kind  of  influence  are 
you  sending  out  in  your  home,  in  your 
church  or  where  you  work?  What  do  your 
your  friends,  with  whom  you  associate, 
think  of  you?  Your  actions  will  count 
more  than  what  you  say.  Are  you  kind 
and  sweet  and  gentle  as  you  live  from  day 
to  day  among  those  who  are  unsaved?  Do 
you  ask  God  for  wisdom  to  help  you  win 
those  who  do  not  love  your  Christ?  He 
said,  "If  any  of  you  lack  wisdom,  let  him 
ask  of  God,  that  giveth  to  all  men  liber- 
ally, and  upbraideth  not;  and  it  shall  be 
given  him."  Oh,  how  we  need  wisdom.  It 
isn't  the  one  who  goes  about  preaching  to 
his  friends  in  season  and  out  of  season 
who  is  always  the  greatest  soul  winner, 
but  it  is  the  one  who  asks  God  to  show 
him  when  to  speak  and  what  to  say.  There 
is  a  time  for  all  things.  There  are  times 
when  the  best  thing  to  do  is  to  keep  still 
and  other  times  to  speak.  Oh,  how  much 
we  need  to,  "Be  still  and  know  that  he  is 
God."  How  much  we  need  to  keep  so 
close  to  Him,  that  we  may  hear  His  voice. 
It  may  seem  hard  sometimes  to  wait  'til 
He  speaks,  but  it  will  pay  to  wait  rather 
than  run  ahead.  We  may  work  for  years 
to  build  up  confidences  and  then  by  one 
little  mistake,  the  influence  of  that  mis- 
take will  tear  down  all  we  have  builded. 
God  help  me  and  you  to  be  careful  lest 
our  influence  be  hindered. 

The  young  man  who  recognized  the 
Christ  in  the  carpenter,  with  thousands 
of  others,  realized  that  he  needed  to  use 
his  influence  more  for  the  Christ  of  Cal- 
vary. I  am  wondering  how  many  will 
launch  out  and  do  what  their  inner  life 
is  calling  them  to  do.  Or  will  they  run 
along  in  the  same  careless  way  until  youth 
is  gone  and  then  say,  Here,  Lord,  take  the 
remnant  of  my  life.  Oh,  it  is  better  to  do 
that  than  not  to  give  any  of  your  life 
to  the  Master,  but  how  He  needs  you 
now. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  impression  an 
old  doctor  made  upon  me  one  time.  I 
know  it  was  God  speaking  to  me  at  that 
time  to  inspire  me  to  do  all  I  could     to 


help  young  folks  to  surrender  their  lives 
early  to  the  Master. 

This  doctor  was  going  into  the  church 
door  when  I  noticed  him.  He  had  been 
very  successful  in  his  practice  but  had  al- 
lowed sin  to  get  the  best  of  him.  The  aw- 
ful drink  habit  had  wrecked  his  life.  His 
practice  was  gone  and  he  was  being  kept 
up  by  a  sister.  As  he  went  into  the  church 
door  that  day  a  great  burden  came  over 
me  and  big  tears  rolled  down  my  cheeks, 
and  right  now  they  are  flowing  like  riv- 
ers from  my  eyes  as  I  think  of  his,  and 
thousands  of  other  wasted  lives,  lived  for 
the  world  and  for  self,  going  on  to  an 
endless  eternity  to  meet  God  empty 
handed. 

Must  I  go  in  empty  handed? 

Must  I  meet  my  Savior  so? 

Not  one  soul  with  which  to  greet  me, 

Must  I  empty  handed  go? 

The  young  man  who  wrote  this  song 
was  dying.  He  had  been  saved  in  his  dy- 
ing hour,  but  he  was  sad  because  his  life 
had  been  wasted  and  he  had  no  sheaves 
to  lay  at  the  Master's  feet.  Oh,  I  want 
loads  and  loads  of  beautiful  golden 
sheaves  to  lay  at  His  feet,  don't  you? 

It  may  cause  you  some  sacrifice  and 
suffering  to  bring  you  to  the  place  where 
your  influence  counts  but  He  tells  us 
plainly,  that  if  we  expect  to  reign  with 
Him  we  must  be  willing  to  suffer  for 
Him. 

Oh,  that  I  could  know  that  just  one 
soul  would  surrender  to  Jesus  Christ 
through  reading  this  message  I  should  be 
happy  and  would  feel  that  my  life  had 
not  been  lived  in  vain.  May  God  bless  ev- 
ery one  who  reads  this  message. 

Sue  Finally  Faces  Facts 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
to  our  new  radio,  or  to  play  a  game  of 
checkers,  or  something  like  that. 

In  looking  back  over  the  weeks  and 
months  during  which  Miss  Plummet  had 
lived  with  us,  I  discovered  that  Jack  and 
I  were  hardly  ever  alone.  There  were 
times  when  I  became  rather  weary  and 
decidedly  impatient  because  there  was  al- 
ways somebody  else  around.  Occasionally 
I  would  have  liked  to  have  a  quiet  eve- 
ning with  Jack — a  chance  to  talk  over 
our  own  future  and  Joan's,  and  how  we 
were  going  to  manage  when  the  second 
baby  arrived  and  there  was  more  to  do. 

Whenever  I  hinted  to  Jack  that  we 
were  becoming  too  dependent  upon  hav- 
ing others  around,  he  would  just  laugh  or 
shrug  and  change  the  subject. 

But  it  was  increasingly  borne  in  upon 
me  that  Jack  really  enjoyed  himself  more 
when  there  were  outsiders  with  us.  I 
couldn't  understand  it. 

For  some  time  I  gave  the  matter  much 
thought.  I  didn't  doubt  his  loyalty  to  me 
nor  his  love  for  me  in  the  least,  but  it 
did  seem  as  though  we  should  be  satisfied 
occasionally   in   each      other's      company 
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without  the  presence  even  of  Miss  Plum- 
met or  a  continual  procession  of  friends 
and  acquaintances  coming  and  going. 

The  more  I  thought  about  this,  the 
more  I  resented  it.  It  was  improbable  that 
I  could  keep  Miss  Plummet  with  us  after 
the  new  baby  arrived.  When  I  said  so 
plainly  to  Jack,  he  agreed  with  me,  after 
a  fashion. 

"Maybe  that's  true,  Hon,"  he  nodded 
thoughtfully,  "but  let's  not  cross  our 
bridges  until  we  come  to  them.  There'll 
be  some  way  or  other,  I'm  sure." 

"What  do  you  mean,  'some  way  or 
other'?"  I  demanded  irritably.  "Any- 
body'd  think  you  had  to  have  a  body- 
guard to  protect  you  from  your  own 
wife.  Is  that  the  way  you  feel  about  it?" 

Jack  laughed  and  pulled  me  down  on 
his  lap. 

"No,"  he  denied,  "I  don't  need  any 
bodyguards,  Sue,  but  the  truth  of  the 
matter  is,  without  realizing  it  at  all,  you 
fell  into  the  bad  habit  of  faultfinding 
after  Joan  was  born.  Of  course,  you 
weren't  strong,  and  the  care  of  such  an 
active  child  tired  you  very  much.  So  you 
sort  of  took  advantage,  I  suppose,  of  my 
inclination  to  be  quiet  at  times,  by — by 
frequent  criticisms." 

By  this  time  I  had  jumped  to  my  feet 
and  I  turned  and  faced  Jack,  furiously 
angry. 

"Are  you  trying  to  tell  me,"  I  flared 
out  indignantly,  "that  I  was  settling 
down  into  a  nagging,  unreasonable  wife 
who  wanted  her  own  way  about  every- 
thing and  who  was  inclined  to  be  ter- 
ribly bossy — so  as  a  sort  of  protection, 
we've  been  having  a  boarder  and  callers 
and  invited  guests  continuously?  Tell  me, 
Jack  Morrison,  if  I  am  reasoning  the  mat- 
ter out  properly?" 

Jack  lay  back  in  the  easy  chair  which 
had   been  one  of  our   wedding   presents. 

"You're  not  very  wide  of  the  mark, 
Sue,"  he  replied  in  an  even,  but  kindly, 
tone,  "but  why  feel  so  upset  and  hurt 
about  it?  Habits  grow  upon  us.  You 
didn't  realize  the  extent  to  which  you 
were  sort  of  back-seat  driving  in  our 
married  life.  I  overlooked  this  while  Joan 
was  tiny,  but  it  was  plainly  to  be  seen 
that  you  discounted  my  judgment  on 
many  things,  and  that  you  preferred  I 
wouldn't  discuss  my  problems  with  you. 

"Just  stop  and  analyze  what  that 
would  lead  to  in  the  future.  Inevitably 
we  would  grow  farther  and  farther  apart, 
and  the  home  atmosphere  would  become 
charged  with  friction. 

"But  for  the  most  part,  things  were 
pleasant  and  agreeable  when  Miss  Plum- 
met was  here,  or  friends,  or  acquaintances. 
We  needed  money  when  Miss  Plummet 
came  and  her  coming  helped  us  out.  It 
also  proved  to  me  that  pride,  at  least,  kept 
everything  reasonably  smooth  when 
others  were  with  us.  It  seemed  the  only 
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thing  to  do  if  we  were  not  to  be  sunk  in 
the  morass  of  unhappiness. 

"Personally  I  am  sure  we  both  like  Miss 
Plummet  very  much,  but,  as  you  say, 
it  will  be  too  much  for  you  with  another 
baby.  How  about  making  a  fresh  start 
and  correcting  the  mistakes  which  we 
have  both  made?" 

By  this  time  I  had  sunk  into  a  chair 
feeling  weak  and  shaken.  Then  I  was 
right.  Jack  enjoyed  himself  more  when 
someone  else  was  around.  I  made  up  my 
mind  to  have  very  little  to  say  right 
then.  I  wanted  to  think  the  whole  situa- 
tion over. 

The  more  I  thought  about  it,  the  more 
I  saw  that  Jack  had  a  lot  on  his  side  and 
that  many  times  I  had  said  things  to  him 
before  others  which  must  have  cut. 

I  was  not  a  little  startled  to  hear  Joan 
speaking  to  her  daddy  impatiently  and 
even  crossly  sometimes.  This  was  more 
noticeable  when  we  were  alone,  the  three 
of  us  together.  Obviously  she  had  taken 
her  cue  from  me.  When  Miss  Plummet  or 
any  one  else  was  present,  Joan  was  more 
careful  to  show  proper  respect  and  to  be 
pleasant.  Could  it  be  that  this  in  itself 
might  prove  the  beginning  of  deceit? 

For  several  days  I  watched  myself 
closely.  I  watched  Joan,  and  I  watched 
Jack.  He  was  fine  and  splendid  and  amaz- 
ingly understanding  and  patient. 

I  made  up  my  mind  that  I  should  never 
again  tax  that  patience  by  quick,  sharp 
speech,  nor  by  lack  of  affectionate  con- 
sideration. Jack  and  I  would  walk  down 
life's  trail  together,  hand  in  hand,  and  we 
would  enjoy  the  company  of  our  friends 
and  those  who  might  be  with  us  for  good 
reasons,  but  our  closest  loyalties  would 
always  be  for  each  other. 

And  now  that  the  new  baby  has  come, 
and  Joan  is  proving  such  a  darling  in 
helping  me  in  many  ways,  and  our  family 
life  is  as  nearly  as  we  can  make  it  what  it 
ought  to  be — everything  looks  good  to  us. 
We  are  happier,  we  are  more  prosperous, 
and  a  new  sense  of  security  enfolds  us. 

— The  Baby's  Mother. 

Children's  Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from  page  4) 

Question:  Who  was  Titus? 
Answer:      A   preacher   who   was    con- 
verted under  Paul's  ministry. 

Question:  Who  was  the  meekest  man? 
Answer:  Moses. 

Question:  Who  was  the  most  patient 
man? 

Answer:  Job. 

Question:  Who  was  the  strongest  man? 

Answer:  Samson. 

Question:  Who  was  the  oldest  man? 

Answer:  Methuselah. 


Question:  How  old  was  Methuselah 
when  he  died? 

Answer:  969. 

Question:  Who  had  a  stone  for  a  pil- 
low? 

Answer:  Jacob. 

Question:  What  prophet  made  the  ax 
to  swim? 

Answer:  Elisha. 

Answer:  Who,  when  a  baby,  was  hid 
three  months  by  his  mother? 

Answer:  Moses. 

Question:  What  prophet  was  fed  by 
ravens? 

Answer:  Elijah. 

Question:  Who,  in  a  chariot  of  fire, 
went  up  by  a  whirlwind  into  heaven? 

Answer:  Elijah. 

Question:  Who  saved  the  life  of  her 
people  by  risking  her  own? 

Answer:  Esther. 

Under  Whose  Wings 

(Continued  from  page   3) 

cessary  to  maintain  perfect  happiness  in 
marriage,  I  believe,  if  exercised  in  good 
wholesome  friendships,  will  keep  any 
woman's  heart  warm  and  loving  and  hap- 
py. And  she  does  not  need  children  of  her 
own  to  give  vent  to  the  natural  mother 
love  she  possesses.  Let  her  'mother'  some- 
thing, a  Sunday  School  class,  or  a  group 
of  children  or  young  people,  or  some 
lonely,  unloved  little  life.  There  is  plenty 
of  room  for  the  devoted  unselfishness 
of  a  mother  in  this  old  world.  The  sin- 
gle woman  can  be  happy,  if  she  trusts 
God,  and  makes  up  her  mind  to  be  con- 
tented with  what  He  has  given  her.  Then 
if  in  time  love  and  marriage  come,  she 
is  ten  times  surer  of  happiness  than  is 
her  sister  who  has  made  up  her  mind 
she  will  never  be  happy  until  she  is." 

"Whew,  I  didn't  know  you  could  make 
such  a  speech!  You  aren't  really  lectur- 
ing for  suffrage,  are  you?" 

"Gracious,  no,  far  from  it.  I  just  think 
these  things  sometimes,  and  now  I  have 
got  them  out  of  my  system.  It  may  be 
I  am  all  wrong,"  she  added  musingly,  "I 
don't  know.  But  it  seems  to  me  a  sensi- 
ble philosophy  anyway,  and  its  happy  and 
comfortable.  He  says,  'Delight  thyself 
also  in  the  Lord;  and  he  shall  give  thee 
the  desires  of  thine  heart.'  That  means 
that  if  I  am  delighting  myself  in  the 
Lord,  He  will  give  me  my  desire,  or 
change  the  desire.  He  always  gives  us 
what  we  pray  for, — or  something  better. 

'God   has   His    best    things    for    the 

few,  who  dare  to  stand  the  test. 
He  has  His  second  best  for  those  who 

will   not   have   this   best. 
He   knows,   He   loves,   He   cares;   and 

nothing   this   truth   can   dim; 


And  always  gives  His  best  to  those 
who  leave  the  choice  with  Him.' 

"He  will  either  give  human  love,  or 
He  will  so  entirely  satisfy  with  His  own 
glorious  love  that  we  will  be  happier 
without  it  than  some  others  are  with  it. 

"You  make  me  wonder  if  I  am  right 
or  not  to  pray  that  if  it  is  God's  will  I 
will  some  day  meet  and  marry  a  nice 
young   minister." 

"Now  what  did  I  say  that  would  make 
you  think  you  ought  not  to  pray  that 
prayer  any  more?" 

"I  don't  know,"  the  other  answered 
slowly,  "only  you  said  we  ought  to  be 
contented  and  satisfied  without  getting 
married,  didn't  you?" 

"I  did,  and  I  do.  But  that  does  not 
mean  that  if  you  meet  a  nice  minister 
you  should  not  like  him,"  and  with  a 
merry  twinkle  in  her  eye,  "persuade  him 
that  he  likes  you,  if  you  can.  I  do  not 
believe  the  kind  of  thinking  I  was  ad- 
vising would  change  the  conduct  of  a 
normal  girl  one  particle,  but  it  might 
change  her  thought  and  feeling  and  often 
make  her  happy  where  she  may  be  un- 
happy now.  Go  right  on  looking  for  your 
minister,  and  I  hope  he  is  looking  for  you 
too." 

They  both  laughed,  and  the  subject 
was  dropped. 

"Wilda,  will  you  go  with  me  to  a 
school  up  town  where  a  noted  lecturer 
is  to  speak  tomorrow  night?"  Jean  asked 
one  morning. 

"All  right,  I  will  be  glad  to.  I  have 
heard  much  about  that  school  and  would 
like  to  see  it." 

The  two  girls  had  their  supper  down 
town  and  quite  early  started  for  the 
school.  Jean,  not  very  much  at  home 
there,  showed  her  friend  through  the  va- 
rious rooms.  In  one  classroom  they  came 
face  to  face  with  Mr.  Tiegan.  She  was 
surprised,  for  she  had  heard  that  he  had 
left  the  school  and  the  city  some  months 
before  and  she  did  not  know  where  he 
had  been  for  the  past  year. 

He  greeted  her  with  the  same  cordial 
but  grave  dignity,  and  she  introduced 
Wilda. 

"Another  student  for  the  school?"  he 
asked. 

"No,  I  guess  hardly.  Miss  Miller  has 
graduated  from  another  Bible  training 
school.  What  school  was  it,  Wilda?" 

Wilda  mentioned  the  school  and  the 
city. 

"Did  you  live  in  that  city  long,  Miss 
Miller?" 

"About  six  years  in  all.  I  was  pastor's 
assistant  in  the  First  Church  in  Stone- 
hurst  for  a  year  or  more  after  I  finished 
school." 

"Then  you  knew  Dr.  B —  ?" 

"Very    well.    He    was    the    minister    I 
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worked  with.  A  splendid  man." 

"Yes,  I  know  him  well.  Did  you  know 
he  was  to  be  in  this  city  on  Sunday  and 
speak  at  one  of  the  down  town 
churches?" 

"No,  really.  How  I  would  love  to  hear 
him  again."  Wilda's  face  lighted  up  with 
happiness. 

"My,  but  she's  pretty,  really  beauti- 
ful sometimes,"  Jean  thought  to  herself 
as  she  looked  at  her. 

"Allow  me  the  pleasure  of  taking  you 
and  Miss  Southern  to  hear  Dr.  B —  on 
Sunday  evening.  Can  you  go,  Miss  Sou- 
thern?" 

"I  will  be  glad  to.  I  have  often  heard 
Wilda  speak  of  him  and  should  like  to 
hear  him." 

So  it  was  arranged.  Mr.  Tiegan  was  to 
stop  for  Miss  Miller,  whose  boarding 
place  was  nearest  his  own,  and  then  come 
for  Jean.  He  would  come  in  his  own  car. 

Sunday  evening  came  and  Mr.  Tiegan 
went  as  early  as  seemed  necessary  in  or- 
der to  get  to  Jean's  home  for  her  and 
still  be  in  good  time  for  church.  He  and 
Wilda  seemed  like  old  friends  by  the 
time  they  reached  Jean's  home.  They 
were  both  deeply  disappointed  to  learn 
that  a  sister  of  Jean's  had  been  taken  very 
seriously  ill  and  Jean  had  left  the  night 
before  for  her  home,  and  in  her  hasty 
departure  she  had  not  thought  of  the 
engagement    for    Sunday    evening. 

But  after  all,  was  it  a  kindly  Provi- 
dence that  arranged  it  all?  Her  sister 
was  very  much  better  when  she  arrived 
and  she  was  able  to  come  back  to  the 
city  and  to  work  the  next  day. 

But  "Wilda  and  Mr.  Tiegan  found  ve- 
ry much  in  common.  He  had  some 
months  before  accepted  the  pastorate  of 
a  small  but  growing  church  in  the  Middle 
West.  It  was  his  first  charge  since  his 
return  from  Africa  and  he  was  finding 
many  problems,  but  rejoicing  in  the  op- 
portunity God  had  given  him  to  shep- 
herd a  flock  of  his  own.  His  rich  Bible 
teaching  ministry  was  drawing  around 
him  a  group  of  earnest  young  Christians 
who  were  feeding  on  the  strong  meat  of 
the  Word  of  God  and  growing  in  grace 
beautifully. 

"I  love  my  work  and  my  people,"  he 
said  earnestly,  "but  there  seems  to  be  so 
much  that  could  be  done.  There  is  such 
need  for  visiting  in  the  homes,  and  the 
young  people's  work  ought  to  be  organ- 
ized. In  short,  I  need  an  assistant." 

And  then  he  stopped,  startled  by  the 
look,  puzzling,  inscrutable,  on  her  face. 

"Well,"  he  said  to  himself  on  his  way 
home  that  night,  "if  I  didn't  almost  pro- 
pose to  that  girl  without  knowing  it! 
Come  to  think  of  it,  it  would  not  have 
been  a  bad  idea  if  I  had." 


A  few  weeks  later  Jean  Southern  be- 
came aware  of  the  fact  that  the  Rev. 
Robert  Tiegan  was  corresponding  regu- 
larly with  Wilda  Miller,  and  a  few 
months  afterwards  Jean  herself  was  pres- 
ent at  the  quiet  but  pretty  little  wed- 
ding. A  happier  pair  never  took  up  work 
in  the  Master's  vineyard  than  these  two, 
singularly  well  suited  to  one  another. 

"Now  I  can  understand  why  Ruth 
Birnie  did  not  marry  Mr.  Tiegan.  Ruth 
was  well  able  to  go  to  the  foreign  mission 
field,  and  Dr.  Ripley  needed  her  and  no 
one  else  would  have  done  so  well.  If  she 
had  taken  Mr.  Tiegan,  dear  little  Wilda 
Miller,  who  could  not  go  to  the  foreign 
field,  might  never  have  had  her  chance 
to  be  in  her  beloved  church  work  for  the 
rest  of  her  life.  How  beautifully  God 
does  work." 

THE  DENOUEMENT 

In  spite  of  her  faith  and  her  great 
cause  for  thanksgiving,  Betty  Everett 
grieved  deeply  for  Charlie  Bowen.  Her 
father  tried  to  dissuade  her  from  return- 
ing to  the  school,  begged  her  to  take  a 
year  abroad  or  at  least  a  long  vacation 
somewhere,  and  forget  both  Charlie  and 
the  school.  But  she  was  firm.  Now  that 
Charlie  was  gone,  and  God  had  seemed 
to  seal  with  His  approval  her  sacrifice 
and  renunciation,  in  giving  her  his  dying 
testimony  of  his  salvation  largely  through 
it,  the  call  to  the  mission  field  seemed 
to  strengthen.  She  could  not  bring  her- 
self to  tell  her  father  of  it  yet,  nor  did 
she  tell  anyone  else  of  the  strange,  lonely 
spot  to  which  God  was  calling  her. 

By  way  of  compromise  she  consented 
to  spend  several  weeks  at  a  lovely  little 
mountain  resort  with  her  father  and  other 
members  of  the  family.  The  hotel  was 
well  filled  with  summer  vacationists,  and 
she  met  some  delightful  and  interesting 
people.  Many  eyes  turned  to  follow  the 
tall,  beautiful  girl,  with  the  sad  face 
through  which  there  yet  seemed  to  glow 
a  subdued  radiance,  and  who  was  always 
attended  by  her  devoted  cavalier  father. 

As  any  wholesome  and  sensible  girl 
would  do,  she  entered  cheerily  into  the 
entertainment  provided,  going  on  long 
walks  with  various  groups  or  on  longer 
rides,  playing  tennis,  and  swimming  in 
the  cold  little  mountain  lake  with  some 
of  the  more  athletic.  Occasionally  she 
loved  to  wander  away  in  another  direc- 
tion from  that  taken  by  most  of  the 
guests,  down  a  quiet,  winding,  stony  lit- 
tle road  always  shunned  by  the  automo- 
bilists.  Her  companion  on  these  occasions 
was  a  book  or  two.  She  even  managed 
to  elude  her  father's  watchful  eye. 

One  afternoon  she  found  herself  in 
an  unusually  pretty  dell,  apparantly  far 
from  any  dwelling,  although  she  knew 
there  were  small  farm  houses  just  beyond 
the  patch  of  woods  near  her.  She  had 
found   a   comfortable   seat   and  lost  her- 


self in  her  book,  only  raising  her  eyes 
now  and  then  to  feast  them  on  the  quiet 
beauty  around  her. 

After  a  while  she  realized  that  the 
sun  was  getting  low  and  it  was  time  for 
her  to  return  to  the  hotel.  She  decided 
to  take  a  short  cut  through  what  ap- 
peared to  be  a  small  pasture  land,  as  she 
was  reasonably  sure  of  her  direction. 

She  had  about  half  crossed  the  pasture 
when  she  was  surprised  to  hear  the  sound 
as  of  someone  running  behind  her,  and 
turned  to  see  a  large  buck  or  old  sheep 
with  great  horns  curled  like  a  picture 
she  had  once  seen  of  some  mountain 
sheep.  He  was  evidently  charging  her, 
with  careful  aim.  She  was  startled  and 
amazed,  as  she  was  not  aware  of  any 
living  creature  near  her.  Where  he  had 
come  from  was  a  mystery,  but  where 
he  was  going  to  was  not!  She  had  barely 
time  to  dodge  behind  a  large  tree  when 
the  hard  head  struck,  though  she  thought 
he  seemed  to  lessen  his  speed  and  force 
when  she  stepped  out  of  his  path. 

He  drew  back  a  few  paces  and  started 
towards  her  again,  but  she  managed  to 
keep  the  tree  always  directly  between 
them.  This  vexed  and  angered  him  the 
more,  but  try  as  he  would  the  girl  was 
too  quick  for  him,  and  keeping  close  to 
the  tree  trunk,  she  stepped  lightly  out 
of  range  whenever  the  buck  turned.  She 
recalled  hearing  one  of  the  men  at  the 
hotel  recounting  a  funny  story  about 
a  particularly  bad-natured  ram  some- 
where in  the  vicinity  who  had  held  up 
some  people  earlier  in  the  summer.  This 
was  probably  the  same  one.  She  wished 
she  had  paid  more  attention  to  the  story 
and  learned  how  they  escaped  from  the 
creature's  attentions. 

She  was  not  a  timid  girl,  and  was  rather 
fond  of  animals.  At  first  she  had  to 
laugh  at  her  rather  amusing  situation. 
She  knew  there  was  no  real  danger,  and 
she  could  keep  up  the  game  around  that 
tree  quite  as  long  as  could  the  sheep.  She 
expected  him  to  tire  of  it  in  a  little  while 
and  wander  away,  but  to  her  surprise 
five,  ten,  fifteen  minutes  went  by  and 
the  vicious  old  animal  still  maintained 
his  position  of  "watchful  waiting." 

She  thought  of  calling  for  help,  but 
realized  there  was  probably  no  human 
being  within  half  a  mile  of  her.  And  then 
too  it  seemed  silly  to  get  really  alarmed 
and  scream  to  be  rescued  from  such  a 
ridiculous  animal  as  a  sheep.  She  smiled 
to  herself  to  think  of  the  joke  it  would 
be  at  the  hotel  for  days.  No,  she  would 
wait  a  little  longer  and  see  if  he  did  not 
go   away. 

Nearly  half  an  hour  had  she  been  im- 
prisoned by  those  invisible  walls,  and  he 
seemed  as  determined  as  ever.  The  sun 
had  almost  set,  and  she  knew  it  was  din- 
ner time  at  the  hotel.  She  was  beginning 
to  be  hungry,   and   thoroughly   tired  of 
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the  game,  when  she  heard  a  shout  and  a 
man's  voice. 

"Hold  steady  just  a  minute.  I'll  be 
there." 

She  dared  not  take  her  eyes  off  the 
sheep  to  look  in  the  direction  of  the 
voice,  but  a  man  came  running  directly 
towards    her,    brandishing    a    large   stick. 

The  old  buck  hesitated  an  instant  as 
though  debating  whether  to  attack  this 
new  foe,  but  deciding  that  discretion  was 
the  better  part  of  valor  in  this  case,  he 
turned  and  marched  slowly  away,  with 
such  an  air  of  offended  dignity  that  Betty 
laughed  merrily.  At  the  sound  the  man, 
who  was  dressed  in  Scout  uniform, 
turned,  and  she  looked  into  the  astonished 
face  of  David  Moffat. 

"Another  kind  of  a  beastie  trying  to 
frighten  you,"  he  exclaimed,  his  eyes 
dancing   with   fun. 

They  laughed  heartily  like  two  chil- 
dren as  she  told  of  her  predicament  and 
how  she  had  been  dodging  around  that 
tree  for  the  last  half  hour.  He  was  acting 
Scout  Master  for  a  camp  of  Boy  Scouts 
a  mile  or  two  on  the  other  side  of  the 
mountain.  A  number  of  his  young  charg- 
es came  running  around  a  hill  and  fol- 
lowed them  as  they  walked  to  the  near- 
est road.  On  leaving  him  at  the  main 
road  not  far  from  the  hotel,  Betty  invited 
him  to  come  to  see  her,  and  as  she 
again  thanked  him  for  his  timely  appear- 
ance and  her  rescue,  she  held  out  her 
hand  in   a   friendly   fashion. 

Almost  to  her  surprise  he  took  it,  held 
it  for  an  instant,  then  dropped  it  as 
though  it  were  fire,  while  she  saw  his 
face  grow  cold,  and  tense  and  stern,  as 
he  wheeled  and  with  a  short  command 
to  the  boys,  strode  away  in  the  opposite 
direction  with  never  a  backward  glance. 
Tears  of  vexation  filled  the  girl's  eyes. 
Why  did  he  dislike  her  so?  The  annoying 
incident  of  the  afternoon  and  her  miss- 
ing her  dinner  were  more  than  offset 
by  the  unexpected  pleasure  of  meeting 
him  and  the  few  minutes  when  he  was 
so  delightfully  himself, — or,  was  he  only 
different,  and  was  that  awful  coldness 
his  natural  self? 

Soon  after  her  return  home  she  left 
for  school  again.  Her  father  seemed 
somewhat  reconciled  and  she  was  glad 
to  have  his  loving  consent  to  her  plans 
whatever  they  might  be. 

Strangely  enough  the  first  old  student 
whom  she  met  on  her  return  was  David 
Moffat.  She  had  not  seen  nor  heard  from 
him  since  the  day  of  the  sheep.  Some- 
how she  had  hoped  he  might  call  to  see 
her  at  her  hotel,  and  she  would  have 
been  glad  to  have  him  meet  her  father. 
His  face  seemed  to  light  up  when  he  first 
saw  her,  then  with  a  cold  word  of  greet- 
ing he  passed  on. 


They  occasionally  saw  each  other  but 
rarely  spoke  throughout  the  winter.  A 
couple  of  months  after  school  opened, 
Betty  and  he,  with  several  others,  were 
placed  on  a  special  committee  in  some 
school  affair.  After  one  full  meeting  of 
the  committee  David  Moffat  had  asked 
to  be  transferred  to  another  committee 
doing  somewhat  similar  work. 

This  seemed  to  be  the  final  break  be- 
tween them.  Betty  resolved  to  forget 
and  ignore  him.  She  wondered  if  she 
would  ever  speak  to  him  again  if  they 
did  meet, — this  cold,  distant  man  who 
had  so  pointedly  and  repeatedly  rejected 
her  friendship. 

For  many  weeks  they  did  not  meet 
nor  speak,  but  the  girl  was  exasperated 
with  herself  that  she  could  not  forget 
him.  This  man  attracted  her  as  no  other 
had  ever  done,  not  even  Charlie.  It  was 
as  though  he  drew  her  to  him  with  one 
hand  and  pushed  her  away  with  the  oth- 
er. She  was  puzzled,  vexed  and  genuinely 
troubled,  and  although  she  prayed  about 
the  matter  no  light  seemed  to  come  nor 
the  situation  change.  One  evening  in  a 
service  she  found  herself  in  one  of  the 
side  seats  facing  a  good  part  of  the  aud- 
ience, and  looking  up,  met  the  eyes  of 
David  Moffat  not  far  away  and  fixed 
on  her  face  with  such  a  wistful  look  of 
unutterable  longing  that  all  her  resolves 
for  the  moment  were  forgotten.  She  hesi- 
tated only  a  second  and  then  smiled  a 
greeting.  This  time  she  could  have  slight- 
ed and  ignored  him — why  had  she  not? 

The  winter  passed  by  and  the  spring 
had  come.  In  the  little  parks  the  grass 
was  green  and  trees  were  full  of  singing 
birds.  Betty  walked  alone  one  evening 
to  one  of  these  little  places  and  found 
a  bench  in  a  quiet  secluded  spot.  There 
was  nearing  a  glorious  sunset,  and  she 
sat  looking  out  over  a  pretty  little  lake, 
thinking,  thinking,  what  the  future  had 
in  store  for  her. 

Suddenly  she  was  aware  of  another 
presence,  and  as  she  looked  up,  David 
Moffat  stood  before  her,  hat  in  hand 
and  a  pleading  look  in  his  eyes. 

"May  I  talk  with  you  a  minute,  Miss 
Everett?"  he  begged. 

"Yes,"  the  girl  replied  wearily,  and 
motioned  him  to  a  seat  by  her  side. 

"Thank  you,"  he  said,  as  he  took  the 
proffered  seat.  She  looked  to  see  him 
start  up  and  rush  away  from  her  in  the 
usual  fashion,  but  instead  he  sat  for  a 
few  minutes  in  silence  and  then  began. 
"Miss  Everett,  please  forgive  me,  but 
I  must  tell  you  something.  I  love  you, — 
love  you  desperately,  madly.  I  have  loved 
you  from  the  first  moment  I  have  laid 
eyes  on  you." 

He  saw  the  girl  start  and  tremble, 
and  half  rise  as  though  to  flee. 

"Please  don't  go,  Miss  Everett,  please 
don't.  Oh,  God  only  knows  how  I  have 


fought  it,  fought  my  own  heart  until  I 
thought  it  would  kill  me!  I  did  not  want 
to  tell  you  this,  but  it  seems  right  that 
you  should  know.  I  could  not  bear  to 
have  you  keep  on  misjudging  me.  But 
oh,  Miss  Everett,  you  will  understand,  I 
know.  I  am  God's  man  first.  He  has  saved 
me  and  bought  me,  and  He  has  called 
me  to  His  service  and  is  sending  me  to 
a  hard,  hard  field,  some  lonely,  almost 
unknown  islands  far  out  in  the  South 
Seas.  There  are  none  of  the  comforts  of 
civilization  there,  and  the  people  are  stu- 
pid and  savage  and  cruel.  But  they  need 
God,  how  they  need  Him.  He  died  for 
them  too,"  his  voice  dropped  lower,  "and 
nobody  has  ever  told  them.  I  dare  not 
change  or  choose  my  field.  God  is  send- 
ing me  there.  But  oh,  Miss  Everett,"  and 
the  voice  broke  and  trembled,  while  the 
hands  clenched  until  the  veins  stood  out 
and  the  nails  cut  the  flesh,  "Miss  Everett, 
I  could  never  ask  a  woman  to  go  out 
there  with  me,  any  woman,  and  least  of 
all  you,  with  all  your  glorious  beauty  and 
the  world  at  your  feet." 

She  knew  it  was  not  idle  flattery  as 
he  uttered  the  words,  but  part  of  the 
baring  of  his  soul  that  he  thought  was 
her  rightful  due.  He  had  finished,  and 
now  he  sat  there  with  his  face  a  study 
of  holy  passion  and  pain.  The  girl  won- 
dered,— would  he,  could  he,  love  her  like 
that  and  sit  there  beside  her  and  never 
even  touch  her  hand?  With  her  whole 
soul  she  longed  to  see  him  break  through 
that  magnificent  self-control  and  take 
her  in  his  arms.  For  she  knew  now  that 
she  loved  him,  and  no  dark  corner  of  the 
earth  was  too  desolate  for  her,  with  Da- 
vid Moffat  by  her  side. 

For  several  minutes  they  sat  in  silence, 
gazing  out  over  the  lake  to  the  glorious 
sunset  beyond.  The  girl  did  not  know 
what  to  say.  He  had  not  asked  her  to 
marry  him, — had  not  even  asked  her  if 
she  loved  him.  He  had  asked  nothing,  he 
had  simply,  patiently,  explained;  that  was 
all. 

Slowly  the  girl  opened  her  hand-bag 
and  took  from  it  a  letter.  Without  taking 
it  from  its  envelope  she  handed  it  to 
him,  saying  in  a  weak,  frightened  voice 
that  somehow  sounded  far  away,  "Please 
read   it." 

He  jumped  as  though  shot  when  he 
first  saw  it,  and  his  hands  trembled  as 
he  drew  the  sheet  from  its  cover  and  read 
it  through  to  the  last  word.  Then  he 
turned  and  looked  at  the  beautiful  girl 
by  his  side  like  a  man  in  a  daze  or  a 
dream. 

Lifting  his  face  to  heaven,  with  a  deep, 
unutterable  reverence  and  worship  he 
said  slowly,  "Father,  I  thank  thee." 

The  letter  was  an  acceptance  of  her 
application  to  work  in  the  same  mission 
as  his  own. 

The  End 
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State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,    Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA,  NEVADA:  El 
mer   Boyd,    4303    Norton    Road,    Lynwood,    Calif 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff   Gentry,    Higden,    Ark. 

COLORADO,  NEW  MEXICO,  UTAH 
R.   W.   Potts,  Box   564,   Hobbs,   N.   Mex. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENN 
SYLVANIA,  RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  W.  Ly 
kens,    Mines,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewel 
Ave.,    Lakeland,    Fla. 

GEORGIA:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Macon, 
Ga. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland  St.,    W.    Frankfort,    111. 

KANSAS:   Helen  Coslet,  Corona,  Kan. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,    Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe,  La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT, 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Blooming- 
dale,    128    Brackett   St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman.  1108  River 
Ave.,   Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt  St., 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 

MICHIGAN:  Raymond  E.  Crowley,  3207 
John   Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN,  N.  W.  Lowe, 
Pelican    Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2581,   Charlotte,   N.   C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.   Dak. 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  St., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Seminole, 
Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box  971,   Greenville,  S.  C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson, 
Gettysburg,   S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  2418  Walker 
St.,    Cleveland,   Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar  St., 
Dallas.   Tex. 

VIRGINIA:   A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski,  Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
West  Virginia. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.    W.    O.   Boheler,   Lavonia,    Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy,    Tenn. 

Carroll  James,    Rt.    2,   Box    91,    Forrest  City,   Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett,    W.    Va. 

Marie  Roberts,  934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan,    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,  2407  Decatur  Ave.,  Ft.  Worth, Tex. 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St.,    Rt.    2,    Kan- 

napolis,    N.    C. 
Geneva  Kennedy,    11th   St.,   Judson,   Greenville,  S.  C. 
Doris  Parrish,   1509   3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Bennie  DeLay,   834  W.   Marietta  St.,  Atlanta,   Ga. 
Mildred  Richie.   Rt.  4,  St.  Elmo,  Tenn. 
Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Betty  Jo  Brown,  c|o  Lawson  Bros.   Store,  Townsend, 

Tenn. 
J.   C.   Bean,    601    E.    10th  St.,   Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
L.  C.  Caldwell,    14  Locust  St.,  Rome,  Ga. 
Miss  Otha   Mae   Brock,   Wheelwright,   Ky. 
Mamie  Lee  Burkett,    158   St.   Louis  St.,   Mobile,   Ala. 


Bound   Lighted   Pathways 

Bound  Lighted  Pathway  books,  1938- 
39,  have  been  reduced  to  50c.  Send  for 
your  copy  at  once.  They  will  not  last 
long  at  this  price. 

A  Search  in  Vain 

By  Verlene  McCay 
The  pageant  used  at  the  Assembly  will 
be  good  for  your  church.  Price  2  5c.  Or- 
der from  the  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland, 


Tenn. 

The  profit  from  this  pageant  goes  to 
a  worthy  student  fund  for  Bible  Train- 
ing School  at  Sevierville,  Tenn. 

"FOR  HIS  GLORY" 

A  play  written  by  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb  in 
the  interest  of  missions.  This  play  was 
written  from  the  story,  "For  His  Glory," 
which  has  been  published  by  request  in 
two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  You 
will  like  this  play.  Price  2  5  c. 

"The  Unbroken  Circle" 

Order  this  splendid  play  at  once  and 
put  it  on  at  your  Y.  P.  E.  It  is  very  im- 
pressive and  may  be  the  means  of  the  sal- 
vation of  souls.  This  is  very  easy  to  put 
on.  Price  2  5c. 

Order  all  these  plays  from  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


RULES  FOR  ORDERING 
PAPERS 

When  ordering  papers  be  sure  to 
have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
or  send  cash  with  order. 

Please  let  us  know  before  the 
10th  of  the  month  if  you  want  to 
increase  or  decrease  your  order. 
Any  orders  sent  out  after  that 
time,  you  will  be  responsible  for. 
So  many  write  in  and  cancel  their 
order  after  their  papers  are  sent 
to  them  and  then  return  them  to 
us  perhaps  torn  and  soiled.  This 
is  a  great  loss  to  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  feel  sure  that  many  of 
you  have  not  thought  of  this  and 
when  you  read  this  notice  you  will 
be  glad  to  cooperate  with  us. 

Send  all  business  letters  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
The  Editor  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  business.  All  personal  letters 
or  material  for  the  paper  should 
be  addressed  to  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Our  Lighted  Pathway  Is  growing 
by  leaps  and  bounds  and  it  will 
take  cooperation  to  take  care  of 
the  financial  end  of  the  work.  God 
bless  all  who  are  interested  in  get- 
ting this  paper  into  the  homes  of 
our  young  people. — From  the  busi- 
ness office  of  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House. 


When  the  mind  is  full  of  tradition  it 
cannot  identify  truth  although  it  may 
claim  to  have  truth  copyrighted. 

Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

By  Alda  B.  Harrison 
How  a  Presbyterian  minister's  wife  was 
led  into  the  holiness  way.  You  will  enjoy 
this  little  book.  Send  one  to  that  friend 
whom  you  are  trying  to  win  for  Christ. 
Order  today  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905 
Parker  St.,  Cleveland,   Tenn.   Price   35c. 


Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  25  c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Notice  to  Gideons 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon  you 
do  not  need  to  order  again  unless  you  de- 
sire to  change  your  order.  Your  papers 
will  be  sent  to  you  each  month.  If  you  do 
write  to  order  more  or  less  papers,  please 
mention  what  issue  you  are  ordering. 

New  Gideons 

Edward   Bell,    Lebanon,    Ga. 

Mrs.   R.   E.   Roberts,   Moniac,  Ga. 

E.  C.  Campbell,  Covington,  Ky. 

Mrs.   Gladys  Crawford,    Rayville,   La. 

Hallie    Pickett,    Whitwell,    Tenn. 

Gilbert    Poplin,    Concord,    N.    C. 

Edith   Barfield,    Cheraw,   S.   C. 

W.    B.    Golden,    Decatur,    Ala. 

Maudine    Wood,    Reform,    Ala. 

Buffard  Thomas,   W.   Gastonia,   N.  C. 

Eura    Lipp,    LaGrange,    Ga. 

Elsie    Starling,    Erwin,    N.    C. 

Mrs.   J.   H.   Tant,   Rome,   Ga. 

Magdalena  Everly,  Middlesboro,  Ky. 

E.  J.  Gross,  Hazard,  Ky. 

Ruby    Helms,    Isola,    Miss. 

Parthelia   Whitlow,   Kelleysville,   W.   Va. 

Ora  Belle  Buxton,  Yazoo  City,  Miss. 

Annie  Jones,  Desloge,  Mo. 

Geraldine  Starne,  Winchester,  Ida. 

John    Lowe,    Matoaka,    W.    Va. 

Alice    Wells,    Riviera,    Fla. 

Sam   Jones,    Maxie,   Va. 

Hugh    Brown,    Atlanta,    Ga. 

Ethel    Hamilton,    Parrott,    Va. 

Stella   Spears,    Louisville,   Ky. 

Douglas  Toms,   Lost  Creek,   W.   Va. 

Violette   M.    Olson,   Herman,   Minn. 

V.  E.  Marrett,  Trelawney,  Jam.,  B.W.I. 

Thelma   Dishman,    Lobata,    W.    Va. 

Catherine  Stilwell,  Hickory,  N.  C. 

Mrs.   Willie   Waters,   Pelzer,   S.   C. 

Edward   Lee,   Union,   S.   C. 

W.  M.  Fleeman,   Ronceverte,  W.   Va. 

Blaine  Lockhart,  Beaverton,  Ala. 

Odell  N.  Vanderburg,  Shawnee,  Okla. 

Mrs.    Bernice    Thompson,    Lakeland,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Ethel   Bowen,    Tice,    Fla. 

Mrs.  Arthur  H.  Troutman,  Batesburg,  S.  C. 

Talmage  Whittemore,  Barnardsville,  N.  C. 

Mrs.  C.   E.   Richard,  Shelbyville,   Tenn. 

Miss  Ella  May  Gaines,   Laurel,  Del. 

Johnnie  Hayes,  Jefferson,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Emmett  Barnett,  Pfeiffer,  Ark. 

Lelia  Hyde,  Ages,  Ky. 

Mrs.   Clarence   Card,    Evarts,    Ky. 

Joe   Parton,    Alton    Park,   Tenn. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  SI. 00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you- 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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uplift  of  our  young  people 
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Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 

By  REV.  WILLIAM  E.  HARRISON     3HM«««3^««rt3^5353««»53^^ 


What  Will  God  Do  With  Hitler? 

In  speaking  of  His  ancient  people  God 
said:  "I  will  bless  them  that  bless  thee, 
and  curse  them  that  curse  thee."  Press 
dispatches  tell  us  what  Hitler  has  done  to 
the  Jews.  Two  million  are  starving.  More 
than  2  5  0,000  have  been  destroyed  in  Po- 
land. Since  September  2,5  00  have  com- 
mitted suicide,  while  many  hundreds  have 
been  executed. 

Eighty  per  cent  of  the  remaining  1,- 
2  5  0,000  Jews  in  the  German-acquired 
area  have  been  reduced  to  beggary.  Eco- 
nomic life  has  been  completely  strangled, 
and  hundreds  of  thousands  of  families, 
uprooted  from  their  homes,  wander  along 
open  roads  seeking  shelter.  Women,  aged 
men,  and  children  are  subjected  to  count- 
less indignities. 

A  recent  report  relates  that  2,000  Ger- 
man-Jewish refugees  were  allowed  to  take 
with  them  only  as  much  as  each  one  could 
pack  in  a  small  suitcase  and  very  little 
money  to  purchase  food  and  tools;  all  the 
rest  of  their  wealth  being  confiscated  by 
the  Nazi — they  were  driven  on  like  cattle 
to  German-occupied  Poland  and  there 
in  snow-covered  fields,  commanded  to 
find  materials  and  build  themselves  bar- 
racks as  best  they  could.  And  if  not  this, 
they  were  reminded  that  there  was  plenty 
of  room  in  the  river.  In  the  waste  places 
of  Poland  groups  of  Jews  are  huddled  in 
unspeakable  misery,  unable  to  advance  or 
retreat. 

The  war  now  has  the  top  place  in  the 
mind  of  all  sane  Americans.  And  no 
American  has  ever  been  able  to  imagine  a 
mind  and  a  heart  as  criminal  as  Hitler's. 
And  the  murderous  forces  that  Hitler  has 
turned  loose  on  the  world  are  German 
barbarians.  History  relates  that  the  early 
German's  idea  of  heaven  was  a  place 
where  they  could  fight  all  day  and  be 
drunk  all  night. 

Few  nations  have  suffered  more  than 
Poland.  Partitioned  in  1772  and  again  in 
1793,  completely  obliterated  by  a  third 
partition  in  1795,  restored  in  1919  and 
obliterated  again  last  fall  in  the  first  cam- 
paign of  the  current  war,  but  as  a  nation 
of  34,000,000  persons  with  an  army  of 
3,000,000,  they  were  expected  to  give  the 
legions  of  Adolf  Hitler  a  real  test  and, 
possibly,  with  the  aid  of  General  Mud,  to 
stall  the  Nazi  hordes  somewhere  along 
the  western  defense  area. 

Instead,  Germany  took  just  eighteen 
days  to  sweep  the  Polish  defenders  from 
the  field  and  take  over  Poland.  The  world 
revised  its  estimate  of  the  Nazi  war  ma- 
chine. 

POSSIBLE  COMPLICATIONS 

Should  Hitler  succeed  in  carrying  out 


his  threat  to  destroy  the  British  Empire, 
along  with  the  French  and  the  Dutch, 
then  America  will  have  a  new  set  of 
problems  on  her  doorsteps.  What  about 
Canada,  the  Bermudas,  British,  Dutch  and 
French  possessions  in  the  West  Indies  and 
on  the  coast  of  South  America?  And  will 
Japan  seize  the  Dutch  East  Indies  and 
Britain's  Malayan  Empire,  with  their  vast 
stores  of  raw  materials  which  America 
needs?  In  other  words,  a  Nazi  victory 
will  change  the  entire  political,  economic 
and  social  situation  of  the  world,  and 
while  we  dread  to  think  of  such  a  possi- 
bility, nevertheless,  if  we  are  wise  we  will 
begin  earnestly  to  consider  its  meaning  for 
us.  We  may  be  left  alone  as  the  only  ex- 
ponent of  democracy  in  the  world. — A. 
B.  McCarmick. 

The  central  fact  in  the  world  today  is 
Hitler. 

The  central  issue  in  the  world  today 
is — shall  the  cult  of  brute  force,  as  ex- 
emplified by  Hitler,  emerge  as  the  domi- 
nant factor  in  the  future  destiny  of  the 
world. 

But  it  is  being  whispered  in  America: 
"All  this  is  none  of  our  business.  England 
is  just  as  bad  as  Germany." 

Well,  when  a  great  conflagration  that 
threatens  to  envelop  the  world  breaks  out, 
we  are  not  disposed  to  criticize  the  fire- 
man who  is  trying  to  put  out  the  fire. 
Putting  out  the  fire  is  more  important 
than  quibbling  about  the  past  record  and 
the  past  character  of  the  fireman. — The 
Progressive. 

With  respect  to  the  relation  between 
religion  and  the  war,  Dr.  McDonald  says: 

The  most  outstanding  phenomenon,  of 
course,  was  the  war.  Some  asked,  cynical- 
ly, "What  is  the  good  of  religion  if  it 
could  not  prevent  this  war?"  More  de- 
clared that  the  war  made  religion  more 
necessary.  All  seemed  to  have  overlooked 
the  fact  that  the  war  was  forced  upon 
the  world  by  a  nation  which  has  adopted 
paganism  as  its  national  religion,  and  that 
it  has  been  assisted  by  a  nation  that  has 
adopted  atheism,  while  the  chief  oppon- 
ent of  these  forces  is  a  great  Protestant 
nation  which  resorted  to  every  method  in 
statesmanship  to  prevent  war,  and  which 
carries  with  it  the  sympathy  of  the  Chris- 
tian world. — The  Vresbyterian. 

It  seems  incredible  that  intelligent 
people  do  not  read  Hitler's  book  today 
while  terrible  history  is  being  made.  This 
is  his  time-table  or  schedule  for  conquer- 
ing Europe. 

In  1938  Austria  was  to  be  taken  in  the 
spring  and  Czechoslovakia  in  the  fall.  In 


1939  Hungary  was  to  be  occupied  in  the 
spring  and  Poland  in  the  fall.  In  1940  he 
had  Jugoslavia  scheduled  for  the  spring 
and  Rumania  and  Bulgaria  in  the  autumn, 
but  you  note  he  has  changed  his  plan. 

In  1941  he  had  scheduled  to  be  taken  in 
the  spring  Denmark,  Belgium,  Holland, 
France  and  Switzerland,  and  in  the  fall 
of  the  year,  the  Russian  Ukraine  was  to 
be  taken.  By  1948  he  is  to  have  all  Europe 
and  Western  Asia  under  complete  subju- 
gation with  Great  Britain  as  a  German 
colony.  Much  of  this  he  has  accomplished. 
An  American  who  is  pro-German  is  a 
traitor  to  God  and  humanity. 

Mr.   Dovies'  Address  on  the 
Significance  of  War 

A  realistic  view  of  what  is  happening 
in  Europe  today  and  the  effect  of  the  war 
and  its  outcome  on  the  United  States  was 
taken  by  Joseph  E.  Davies,  special  assist- 
ant to  the  U.  S.  secretary  of  state,  in  his 
masterful  address  in  Madison,  Wis.,  re- 
cently. 

Mr.  Davies'  words  were  a  complete  an- 
swer to  those  who  are  trying  to  maintain 
that  what  is  happening  in  Europe  is  none 
of  our  business  and  that  we  can  simply  ig- 
nore the  whole  show  and  not  be  very 
deeply  affected. 

In  a  country  like  ours  that  operates  on 
an  import  and  export  economy — where 
the  jobs  of  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
workmen  and  the  welfare  of  a  large  pro- 
portion of  our  farmers  depends  upon  a 
substantial  foreign  trade,  what  happens 
to  our  foreign  markets  IS  our  concern. 

Our  big  foreign  market  lies  in  South 
America.  A  Hitler  victory  in  Europe 
would  put  Nazi  Germany  in  a  position 
to  menace  our  friendly  trade  relations 
with  the  continent  to  the  South. 

The  enslavement  of  conquered  people 
in  Europe  would  reduce  them  to  working 
and  living  under  a  Nazi  economy  of 
forced  labor.  For  South  American  mar- 
kets, the  United  States  would  have  to 
compete  with  the  products  of  a  Nazi 
slave  labor  system. 

The  march  of  Hitler  into  the  little  na- 
tions of  Europe  also  removes  them  as 
friendly  buyers  and  sellers  with  the 
United  States.  Besides  the  feeling  of  re- 
vulsion at  the  action  of  European  dicta- 
tors in  overrunning  and  threatening  to 
overrun  little  nations,  those  invasions 
have  a  practical  side  and  do  our  own 
system  of  economy  serious  damage. 

Mr.  Davies,  it  seems  to  us,  presented  a 
calm  and  careful  analysis  of  the  world 
situation  as  it  exists  today  and  the  pro- 
babilities that  will  come  when  the  war 
ends. — Exchange. 
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The  United  States  flag  is  the  third  oldest  of  the 
National  Standards  of  the  world;  older  than  the 
Union  Jack  of  Britain  or  the  Tricolor  of  France. 

The  flag  was  first  authorized  by  Congress  June 
14,  1777.  This  date  is  now  observed  as  Flag  Day 
throughout  America. 

The  flag  was  first  flown  from  Fort  Stanwix,  on 
the  site  of  the  present  city  of  Rome,  New  York,  on 
August  3,  1777.  It  was  first  under  fire  three  days 
later  in  the  Battle  of  Oriskany,  Aug.  6,  1777. 

It  was  first  decreed  that  there  should  be  a  star 
and  a  stripe  for  each  state,  making  thirteen  of  both; 
for  the  states  at  that  time  had  just  been  erected 
from  the  original  thirteen  colonies. 

The  colors  of  the  flag  may  be  thus  explained: 
The  red  is  for  valor,  zeal  and  fervency;  the  white 
for  hope,  purity,  cleanliness  of  life,  and  rectitude  of 
conduct;  the  blue,  the  color  of  heaven,  for  reverence 
to  God,  loyalty,  sincerity,  justice  and  truth. 

The  star  (an  ancient  symbol  of  India,  Persia  and 
Egypt)  symbolizes  dominion  and  sovereignty,  as  well 
as  lofty  aspirations.  The  constellation  of  the  stars 
within  the  union,  one  star  for  each  state,  is  emble- 
matic of  our  Federal  Constitution,  which  reserves  to 
the  states  their  individual  sovereignty  except  as  to 
rights  delegated  by  them  to  the  Federal  Government. 

The  symbolism  of  the  flag  was  thus  interpreted 
by  Washington:  "We  take  the  stars  from  heaven, 
the  red  from  our  mother  country,  separating  it  by 
white  stripes,  thus  showing  that  we  have  separated 
from  her,  and  the  white  stripes  shall  go  down  to 
posterity,  representing  liberty." 

In  1794,  Vermont  and  Kentucky  were  admitted  to 
the  Union  and  the  number  of  stars  and  of  stripes 
was  raised  to  fifteen  in  correspondence.  As  other 
states  came  into  the  Union  it  became  evident  there 
would  be  too  many  stripes.  So  in  1818  Congress  en- 
acted that  the  number  of  stripes  be  reduced  and  re- 
stricted henceforth  to  thirteen,  representing  the  thir- 
teen original  states;  while  a  star  should  be  added  for 
each  succeeding  state.  That  law  is  the  law  of  today. 

The  name  "Old  Glory"  was  given  to  our  National 
Flag  August  10,  1831,  by  Captain  William  Driver 
of  the  brig  Charles  Doggett. 

The  flag  was  first  carried  in  battle  at  the  Brady- 
wine,  September  11,  1777.  It  first  flew  over  foreign 
territory  January  28,  1778,  at  Nassau,  Bahama  Is- 
lands, Fort  Nassau  having  been  captured  by  the 
Americans  in  the  course  of  the  war  for  independence. 
The  first  foreign  salute  to  the  flag  was  rendered  by 
the  French  admiral,  LaMotte  Piquet,  off  Quiberon 
Bay,  February  13,  1778. 

The  United  States  flag  is  unique  in  the  deep  and 
noble  significance  of  its  message  to  the  entire  world, 


a   message   of   national   independence,   of   individual 
liberty,  of  idealism,  of  patriotism. 

It  symbolizes  national  independence  and  popular 
sovereignty.  It  is  not  the  flag  of  a  reigning  family 
or  royal  house,  but  of  a  hundred  million  free  people 
welded  into  a  nation,  one  and  inseparable,  united  not 
only  by  community  of  interest,  but  by  vital  unity 
of  sentiment  and  purpose:  a  nation  distinguished  for 
the  clear,  individual  conception  of  its  citizens  alike 
of  their  duties  and  their  privileges,  their  obligations 
and  their  rights. 

It  incarnates  for  all  mankind  the  spirit  of  liberty 
and  the  glorious  ideal  of  human  freedom;  not  the 
freedom  of  unrestraint  or  the  liberty  of  license,  but 
a  unique  ideal  of  equal  opportunity  for  life,  liberty 
and  the  pursuit  of  happiness,  safeguarded  by  the 
stern  and  lofty  principles  of  duty,  of  righteousness 
and  of  justice,  and  attainable  by  obedience  to  self- 
imposed  laws. 

Floating  from  the  lofty  pinnacle  of  American  ideal- 
ism, it  is  a  beacon  of  enduring  hope,  like  the  famous 
Bartholdi  Statue  of  Liberty  enlightening  the  world 
to  the  oppressed  of  all  lands.  It  floats  over  a  won- 
drous assemblage  of  people  from  every  racial  stock 
of  the  earth  whose  united  hearts  constitute  an  in- 
divisible and  invincible  force  for  the  defence  and 
succor  of  the  downtrodden. 

It  embodies  the  essence  of  patriotism.  Its  spirit 
is  the  spirit  of  the  American  nation.  Its  history  is 
the  history  of  the  American  people.  Emblazoned  up- 
on its  folds  in  letters  of  living  light  are  the  names 
and  fame  of  our  heroic  dead,  the  Fathers  of  the  Re- 
public who  devoted  upon  its  altars  their  lives,  their 
fortunes  and  their  sacred  honor.  Twice-told  tales  of 
national  honor  and  glory  cluster  thickly  about  it. 
Ever  victorious,  it  has  emerged  triumphant  from 
eight  great  national  conflicts.  It  flew  at  Saratoga, 
at  Yorktown,  at  Palo  Alto,  at  Gettysburg,  at  Manila 
Bay,  at  Chateau-Thierry.  It  bears  witness  to  the 
immense  expansion  of  our  national  boundaries,  the 
development  of  our  natural  resources,  and  the  splen- 
did structure  of  our  civilization.  It  prophesies  the 
triumph  of  popular  government,  of  civic  and  re- 
ligious liberty  and  of  national  righteousness  through- 
out the  world. 

The  flag  first  rose  over  thirteen  states  along  the 
Atlantic  seaboard,  with  a  population  of  some  three 
million  people.  Today  it  flies  over  forty-eight  states, 
extending  across  the  continent,  and  over  great  is- 
lands of  the  two  oceans;  and  one  hundred  thirty  mil- 
lions owe  it  allegiance.  It  has  been  brought  to  this 
proud  position  by  love  and  sacrifice.  Citizens  have 
advanced  it  and  heroes  have  died  for  it.  It  is  the 
sign  made  visible  of  the  strong  spirit  that  has 
brought  liberty  and  prosperity  to  the  people  of 
America.  It  is  the  flag  of  all  of  us  alike.  Let  us  ac- 
cord it  honor  and  loyalty. 
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J/te  Second  Mile 


Help  me,  dear  Lord,  to  go  the  second  mile, 
And  kindly  go,  my  foe  vo  win  the  while; 
And  if  my  cheek  is  struck,  or  coat  is  tak'n, 
My  other  cheek  be  turned,  or  cloak  be  giv'n. 

If  duty  comes  to  me  with  fevered  look 
And  places  on  my  brow  a  cross  forsook; 
Contrite  may  I  not  only  clasp  it  there, 
But  gladly  fare  with  duty  anywhere. 

If  on  my  weary  life  more  work  be  thrown 
Than  I  may  seem  to  bear,  or  ought  to  own, 
Then  let  me  smile  with  joy  or  great  content, 
My  brother's  work,  nor  mine,  nor  more,  lament. 


If  Thou  hast  made  a  deed'ning  love  my  guest, 
Like  that  Thou  gavest  him  upon  Thy  breast, 
Destroy  the  thought  of  what  I  ought  to  do, 
To  Love  and  Thee  then  make  me  more  than  true. 

Thy  sick  and  poor,  the  sin-cursed  and  unknown, 
Whose  orbits  Thou  hast  set  to  cross  my  own, 
The  simple  gifts  they  crave,  be  but  a  span 
To  larger  help  from  Thy  Samaritan! 

Be  mine,  dear  Lord,  to  think  not  what  I  must, 
But  of  the  power  bequeathed  to  me  in  trust. 
Be  mine,  I  pray,  to  go  the  second  mile, 
Do  better  than  I  need  to  all  the  while. 


?  the  world." 


"Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path." 

Psalm   119:105 
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ALDA  B.  HARRISON 
Editor 


T^\EAR  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
*~S  Here  we  come  this  month  with  just 
a  little  heart  to  heart  message. 

I  have  received  so  many  encouraging 
letters  from  different  ones,  both  old  and 
young,  that  I  feel  I  must  mention  them 
through  the  pa- 
per, as  it  is  impos- 
sible to  publish 
them  all.  We  are 
so  sorry  because 
we  do  appreciate 
you  and  your  en- 
couragement so 
much.  A  good 
part  of  the  credit 
is  due  to  your  ap- 
preciation of  our 
efforts,  for  it  has 
helped  us  over 
many  discourag- 
ing places. 
One  time  a  woman  said  to  me,  "I  do 
not  believe  it  is  right  to  say  to  any  one 
too  many  complimentary  things,  as  it 
has  a  tendency  to  make  people  feel  ex- 
alted." 

Now  this  is  what  is  the  matter  with 
the  world  today.  Thousands  of  good  peo- 
ple are  discouraged  and  tempted  to  give 
up  because  of  lack  of  appreciation,  and 
according  to  my  idea  it  humbles  a  true 
Christian  rather  than  exalts.  Just  a  little 
complimentary  remark  from  an  old  doc- 
tor when  I  was  a  girl  caused  the  turning 
point  in  my  life  toward  living  a  conse- 
crated life.  Don't  be  afraid  to  speak  words 
of  appreciation  to  your  friends.  It  may 
be  the  means  of  lifting  them  upward. 

Now  about  our  Exchange  Page,  we  do 
not  want  you  to  feel  that  your  letter  was 
not  appreciated,  if  you  have  not  seen  it  in 
the  paper.  Neither  do  we  want  you  to  feel 
that  it  was  not  as  good  as  those  pub- 
lished, but  we  have  to  choose  and  leave 
some  out  and  yours  happened  to  be  the 
one  left  out.  We  use  no  partiality  in  our 
work.  We  do  not  use  these  letters  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  for  exaltation,  they 
humble  us  rather  than  exalt  us  and  it 
makes  us  want  to  put  every  ounce  of  our 
strength  into  our  work.  We  pray  daily, 
Lord,  give  us  strength  to  do  more  and  do 
it  better.  Our  object  in  using  these  let- 
ters is  to  show  to  you  what  God  is  doing 
through  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  to 
cause  you  to  be  faithful  in  putting  it  in- 
to the  homes  around  you.  Perhaps  you 
have  read  many  advertisements  where 
they  used  letters  from  people,  telling  the 
benefit  people  have  received  from  said 
article. 

We  are  having  a  wonderful  revival  just 
now  here  in  Cleveland  with  Brother  James 
Slay,  Jr.,  as  evangelist.  Souls  are  getting 
saved  and  God's  power  is  manifested  in 


our  midst.  Let  me  say  right  here  that  if 
you  want  someone  to  conduct  a  revival 
you  will  not  make  a  mistake  in  getting 
Brother  Slay.  He  is  both  intellectual  and 
spiritual  and  his  messages  are  powerful 
and  convincing. 

A  night  or  two  ago  at  the  close  of  the 
sermon  a  nice  looking  young  woman  came 
almost  running  and  fell  at  the  altar  even 
before  the  altar  call  was  given.  She  told 
an  aunt  who  had  been  sending  her  the 
Lighted  Pathway  that  the  picture  of  the 
young  woman  bending  over  her  babe  on 
the  Mother's  Day  cover  page  and  the 
young  father  kneeling  with  his  little  boy 
at  bedtime  in  Father's  Day  issue,  had 
touched  her  heart  and  she  felt  the  need 
of  God's  power  in  her  life  to  rear  her  lit- 
tle one  right.  She  and  her  husband  were 
frequent  visitors  at  dances  and  other 
places  of  worldly  amusement.  Is  the 
Lighted  Pathway  worth  while  and  should 
we  not  try  to  reach  our  goal  of  5  0,000 
this  year?  We  can  do  it  if  we  try.  God 
help  us  to  try.  There  are  hundreds  of  our 
young  people  today  who  could  order  a 
roll  of  fourteen  papers  and  sell  them  or 
give  them  away,  who  are  doing  nothing 
to  help  this  worthy  cause  along.  How 
about  doing  this  for  the  month  of  Au- 
gust and  September  and  help  your  state 
Y.  P.  E.  superintendent  along?  Just  say 
when  you  order,  "I  am  complying  with 
your  request  and  am  going  to  sell  my  roll 
of  papers  this  month  to  help  reach  our 
5  0,000  goal  by  the  Assembly."  Ask  your 
pastor  or  clerk  to  recommend  you.  The 
Publishing  House  requires  recommenda- 
tions. Get  out  and  sell  them  to  people  out- 
side the  church,  but  give  your  church 
credit  for  the  number  you  sell.  Perhaps 
you  can  help  get  the  $5.00  prize  for  your 
church. 

Now  here  is  a  little  favor  I  am  asking 
of  you.  I  just  feel  that  you  will  not  fail 
me,  since  you  seem  to  appreciate  my  ef- 
forts in  your  behalf.  So  here  is  my  re- 
quest, that  you  will  help  me  to  dispose  of 
my  books,  "Mountain  Peaks  of  Experi- 
ence, or  the  Story  of  My  Life."  I  believe 
if  my  friends  would  make  an  effort  they 
could  sell  1,000  of  these  books  in  thirty 
days.  I  am  very  anxious  to  pay  the  Pub- 
lishing House.  Please  send  cash  as  we  al- 
ready have  some  out  for  which  we  can- 
not collect.  These  books  are  3  5c  each.  If 
you  have  already  read  one,  send  for  it 
anyway.  It  will  mean  so  much  to  me  and 
I  believe  it  will  be  a  blessing  to  you.  Per- 
haps you  have  friends  who  need  this  lit- 
tle testimony  of  mine.  I  put  it  out  for 
the  purpose  of  leading  others  into  the 
deeper  truths.  Let  us  see.  We  are  now 
publishing  30,000  Lighted  Pathways 
each  month.  Would  it  not  be  a  small 
thing  to  ask  1,000  of  these  good  friends 


to  send  us  3  5c  for  one  of  these  books? 
Don't  depend  on  the  other  fellow,  but 
send  yours  now.  If  30,000  papers  are  go- 
ing out  into  the  homes  I  wonder  if  we 
could  not  say  that  an  average  of  three 
people  read  each  paper.  If  so,  then  nearly 
100,000  are  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. Would  not  1,000  seem  a  small  num- 
ber to  ask  you  for?  Now  if  you  knew 
that  this  would  lift  a  heavy  load  from 
my  shoulders,  I  am  sure  you  would  re- 
spond readily.  Well,  it  will. 

Now  about  our  continued  story.  We 
had  hoped  to  begin  in  this  issue,  but  we 
are  sorry  we  have  not  found  one  suitable, 
but  we  are  asking  you  to  suggest  one.  It 
must  be  clean,  wholesome  and  spiritual. 
Until  we  find  one  we  promise  a  good 
third  page  story  each  month.  Pray  for  us 
that  we  may  be  directed  in  all  that  we  do. 
Our  paper  has  been  a  blessing  and  we 
want  it  to  continue  to  be.  We  have  had  so 
many  write  in  about  our  story,  "Under 
Whose  Wings,"  and  it  makes  us  rejoice 
to  know  that  God  has  led  us  thus  far  in 
our  choice  of  material.  We  are  confident 
that  if  we  trust  Him  still  He  will  not  fail 
us  in  the  future. 

We  hope  you  are  enjoying  our  Class 
Evangelism  on  another  page.  How  much 
we  would  like  to  have  a  class  with  you 
in  reality,  but  since  we  cannot  we  are 
glad  for  this  opportunity.  We  hope  this 
will  inspire  you  to  start  one  in  your 
church. 

Now  for  just  a  little  message  to  you  for 
your  encouragement  along  the  way  this 
next  month. 

Let  us  quote  a  verse  of  scripture  as  a 
beginning.  "I  will  lift  up  mine  eyes  unto 
the  hills,  from  whence  cometh  my  help," 
Psa.  121:1. 

Have  you  ever  heard  the  story  of  the 
Alpine  climber  who  asked  his  guide,  "Did 
you  ever  come  to  a  place  where  there  was 
no  way  out?"  And  got  this  answer,  "The 
way  up  is  always  clear."  Every  boy  and 
every  girl  will  sooner  or  later  come  to  a 
place  where  the  path  seems  hedged  in. 
Look  whichever  way  he  may,  obstacles 
present  themselves.  Now  the  question  of 
what  to  do,  and  the  words  of  the  guide  on 
the  Alps  is  worth  holding  in  mind,  "The 
way  up  is  always  clear." 

A  long  time  ago  there  was  a  boy  who 
came  into  possession  of  a  big  copper  pen- 
ny. It  was  the  first  one  he  ever  had.  They 
were  very  scarce,  and  the  boy  prized  his 
coin  very  highly.  A  boy  in  the  same  school 
asked  to  look  at  the  penny  which  the  boy 
had  taken  with  him  that  day.  Not  think- 
ing that  his  schoolmate  would  be  unkind 
to  him,  he  handed  the  coin  over.  The  lad 
turned  it  over  and  over,  looking  at  it  en- 
viously. Then  suddenly  he  lifted  his  hand 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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ETHEL   GREEN   STRUNK 


Margaret  Angstad  sat  at  the  dining 
room  table,  chin  in  hand,  a  pucker  be- 
tween her  eyes,  and  a  downcast  expression 
upon  her  face.  She  had  sat,  thus,  for  ten 
minutes  without  moving.  Her  mother 
watched  her  furtively,  and,  when  she 
could  see  that  Margaret's  thoughts  were 
a  million  miles  away,  she  decided  to  speak 
to  her. 

"Margaret  Angstad!  How  long  are 
you  going  to  sit  there,  mooning  over 
what  cannot  be  helped?  You  are  not  the 
only  girl  out  of  work — why  even  the 
mills   are  not   working." 

Margaret  looked  up  and  answered,  "I 
know.  Mother,  that  is  just  it.  Here  I  sit 
with  a  perfectly  good  education  and  can- 
not use  it.  I  am  willing  to  do  anything. 
But  there  is  nothing  to  do.  There  just 
seems  to  be  too  many  people  in  the  world 
today.  I  feel  such  an  extra  burden  on 
the  family."  And,  again,  Margaret 
dropped  her  head  on  her  arms  at  the  table 
and  thought  bitter  thoughts  which  she 
knew   she  had   no  right   to  think. 

"I  wouldn't  say  that,  Margaret,  for 
your  father  and  I  do  not  feel  that  way 
about  it.  Of  course,  I  would  have  taken 
that  last  housekeeping  offer.  Even  though 
people  might  talk,  I  trust  you,  and  while 
they  are  talking  about  you,  they  are  not 
talking  about  someone  else.  But  I  would 
rather  you  did  what  you  think  is  right 
even  though  I  do  not  always  agree  with 
you." 

Margaret  Angstad  was  bordering  on 
the  age  of  thirty  years.  She  was  the  third 
eldest  child  of  the  family  and  the  only 
one  of  seven  who  graduated  from  high 
school.  The  two  older  girls  had  quit 
school  while  they  were  in  the  eighth 
grade  and  had  gone  into  the  silk  mill  to 
work   and,   then,   had   married   young. 

Margaret  had  been  a  bright,  ambitious 
child  and  looked  longingly  forward  to 
the  time  when  she  should  enter  high 
school.  The  two  older  girls  had  quit 
should,  like  her  sisters,  go  to  the  mill  to 
work — but  her  father,  realizing  the  am- 
bition of  this,  his  third  child,  decided 
to  allow  her  to  go  to  high  school.  So 
Margaret  remained  in  school.  She  took 
the  commercial  course,  worked  hard,  and 
came  out  at  the  head  of  her  class. 
Through  the  influence  of  one  of  her 
father's  friends  she  was  chosen  from  a 
list  of  many  applicants  for  the  position 
of  secretary  to  the  president  of  an  old 
reliable  insurance  company.  Here  Mar- 
garet worked  happily  during  the  week- 
days. She  loved  her  work  and  was  ef- 
ficient   and    reliable. 

On  the  Sabbath  day,  Margaret  and 
her  father  attended  all  of  the  services 
of  their  church.  Mr.  Angstad  was  a  de- 


vout, faithful  Christian,  and  Margaret 
had  always  followed  his  lead.  She  loved 
good  things.  She  always  said  that  above 
all  other  things  that  she  loved  best,  was 
her  devotions  in  the  house  of  God;  and 
of  all  the  things  that  she  enjoyed  most, 
was  putting  her  money  in  her  church 
envelope. 

During  the  fat  and  abundant  years 
of  plenty,  just  preceding  the  advent  of 
the  great  depression,  Margaret  worked  in 
her  beloved  business  office.  Her  salary 
was  generous.  She  paid  higher  board  than 
any  of  her  brothers  and  sisters  and  the 
members  of  the  whole  Angstad  family 
were  happy  and  content. 

Even  though  Margaret  was  a  very  ef- 
ficient secretary,  she  was  no  great  talk- 
er. She  taught  a  class  of  girls  in  Sunday 
School  and  led  Christian  meetings.  She 
was  the  faithful  and  exact  secretary  of 
her  Sunday  School  but  no  one  could  ever 
persuade  her  to  speak  before  any  of  the 
other  organizations  or  in  public,  under 
any  condition.  This  seemed  a  deplorable 
condition  since  the  young  people  of  the 
different  organizations  who  were  best 
talented  in  the  line  of  public  speaking, 
were  not  inclined  to  do  so — and  those 
who  did — had  not  nearly  the  preparation 
and  sound  wisdom  or  deep  Christian  ex- 
perience that  Margaret  Angstad  had. 

Her  mother  (who,  herself,  was  one  of 
those  women  who  felt  that  she  had  not 
enough  time  to  attend  many  of  the 
church  services)  advised  Margaret  to  be- 
gin giving  talks  on  various  subjects  when 
requested — but  Margaret  knew  her  own 
failings  and  decided  to  stick  to  her  sec- 
retarial and  devotional  duties.  Margaret's 
father  agreed  with  Margaret.  He  knew 
her  fine  qualities  but  he  often  said  that 
he  had  seen  too  many  young  people  as- 
sume responsibilities  and  try  to  do  the 
things  they  liked  to  do,  rather  than  do 
well  the  things  for  which  they  were  best 
fitted. 

Then,  before  anyone  realized,  the  de- 
pression had  settled  over  the  country. 
Margaret's  father  worked  only  part  time 
on  his  job.  Four  of  the  children  remaining 
at  home  (all  working-age)  were  laid  off 
from    their   jobs   indefinitely. 

Margaret  continued  with  her  company, 
grateful  for  a  position,  now,  although 
her  salary  had  been  badly  reduced.  After 
two  years  of  this  state  of  affairs,  Mar- 
garet was  told  that  her  company  intended 
combining  some  of  their  offices  which 
meant  that  the  office  where  she  worked 
would  be  closed  permanently.  Then,  after 
six  months  of  preparation  to  accomplish 
this  end,  Margaret  closed  her  desk  for 
the  last  time.  She  went  to  her  home  with 
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a  heavy  heart,  a  gilt-edged  (literally 
speaking)  recommendation  in  her  purse 
which  she  found  no  use  for  whatsoever 
when  looking  for  work  in  a  world  that, 
for  the  time  being,   had  no  work. 

One  evening  while  Margaret  was  study- 
ing her  Sunday  School  lesson,  the  door- 
bell rang.  A  portly,  well-dressed,  elderly 
gentleman  asked  to  speak  to  Miss  Mar- 
garet Angstad.  When  he  had  been  ad- 
mitted and  told  Margaret  that  he  had 
a  position  to  offer  her,  her  joy  knew  no 
bounds. 

Margaret's  eyes  sparkled  as  she  said, 
"That  is  the  best  news  that  I  have  heard 
in   months." 

The  gentleman,  when  he  had  seated 
himself  in  a  leisurely  manner,  spoke, 
"Miss  Angstad,  I  am  Mr.  Shaller,  business 
manager  for  the  Grand  Central  Theater 
Company.  This  company  is,  also,  a  large 
Interior  Decorating  establishment.  We 
need  a  good  bookkeeper  right  now  for 
the  office.  We  have  an  immense  trade 
and  I  am  sure  you  will  be  happy  with  us. 
The  salary  is  very  satisfying.  We  hear  that 
you  have  had  one  of  the  finest  secretarial 
experiences  in  the  city  and  we  feel  that 
you  are  just  the  young  lady  for  our  con- 
cern." 

Mr.  Shaller  looked  benignly  upon  Mar- 
garet with  a  patronizing  glance,  merely 
suggestive  of  respect  for  her  evident  capa- 
bility. 

Margaret  was  overcome  with  joy.  She 
sat  speechless.  This  was  just  what  she 
had  been  praying  for.  Her  thoughts  were 
darting  at  lightning-speed.  Now  she 
could  help  mother  and  dad  and — and — 
oh!  The  things  she  would  be  able  to  do 
for   them   now! 

"Mr.  Shaller,  you  do  not  know  what 
a  welcome  messenger  you  are  to  me.  I 
am  badly  in  need  of  work — and  —  to 
think  that  something  so  lovely  —  and 
right  in  my  line  of  work,  should  come 
walking  into  my  front  door.  It  over- 
whelms me." 

"Very  well,  then,  Miss  Angstad."  Mr. 
Shaller  was  rubbing  his  hands  together 
in  a  very  self-satisfied  manner.  "Very 
well — then — Miss  Angstad,  we  shall  get 
right  down  to  business.  I  shall  sketch, 
briefly,  the  main  points;  then  you  can 
report  to  the  office  in  the  morning  for 
further  details,   and   to  get   acclimated." 

Mr.  Shaller  drew  a  notebook  from  his 
pocket. 

"You  sec  we  are  a  large  concern — and 
we  choose  to  keep  efficient,  well-man- 
nered and  well-groomed  employees.  Your 
duties  begin  at  nine  a.m.  with  an  hour 
for  lunch  over  the  noon  period.  Then 
from  one  p.m.  until  four  p.m.  You  see, 
Miss  Angstad,  the  hours  are  pleasant  and 
— for  an  adept  in  her  line — the  work, 
comparatively,  easy.  There  is  just  one 
other  detail  and,  then,  I  shall  bid  you 
(Continued  on  page  3  1 ) 
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CONDUCTED   BY    SISTER    NORA   CHAMBERS 


tme  ©HfLDJ^EM? 

We  have  one  page  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  the  children.  The  Editor  plans 
for  four  short  Bible  lessons  each  month. 
With  this  limited  space  each  lesson  must 
be  very  brief,  therefore,  we  would  like  for 
the  children,  after  reading  the  lessons,  to 
turn  to  your  Bible  and  find  the  scripture 
lesson  and  read  the  full  story.  The  object 
of  this  page  is  for  you  to  become  more  fa- 
miliar with  your  Bible. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESSON   NO.    1 

JESUS,  THE  CARPENTER  or 

MASTER  BUILDER 

By   lone    (Watts)    Self 

Note:  The  leader  should  announce 
ahead  of  time  that  each  child  is  requested 
to  bring  a  nail.  (Not  necessarily  a  new 
or  straight  nail,  but  any  type.)  Many 
thoughts  and  comparisons  can  be  brought 
out  as  each  type  nail  is  shown.  Below  are 
a  few  suggestions. 

We  all  know  that  Joseph,  the  earthly 
father  of  Jesus,  was  a  carpenter,  and  we 
often  hear  Jesus  referred  to  as  "the  Mas- 
ter Builder."  We,  as  His  children,  can 
help  Him  build  by  using  our  time  and 
talents  in  His  service.  Each  of  us  has  an 
individual  place  in  which  to  work  for 
Him,  and  only  by  doing  that  for  which 
we  are  fitted  (and  not  trying  to  be  like 
someone  else)  can  we  be  best  used  in 
God's  great  masterpiece — the  Church. 

A  carpenter  would  not  think  of  using 
this  (showing  a  spike  nail)  in  the  cabinet 
of  a  piano,  nor  would  this  (a  small,  fin- 
ishing nail)  be  of  any  use  in  the  founda- 
tion or   framework  of   a   large  building. 


Show  three  or  four  different  types  of 
nails  and  ask  the  boys  to  suggest  proper 
uses  for  each.  Then,  ask  girls  to  suggest 
some  ways  in  which  small  children  may 
serve  Jesus.  The  leader  may  suggest  the 
following:  By  helping  and  obeying  moth- 
er; obeying  school  and  Sunday  School 
teachers;  being  quiet  and  respectful  dur- 
ing services;  being  kind  to  little  brother 
and  sister;  never  telling  untruths  nor 
saying  naughty  words;  by  going  to  Sun- 
day School  and  Y.P.E.;  by  being  on  the 
programs   when   asked,   and   by   praying. 

This  (a  new,  bright,  but  very  slightly 
bent  nail)  looks  perfect  until  one  exa- 
mines it  closely.  But  careful  inspection 
reveals  a  flaw,  and  a  hard  blow  from  the 
carpenter's  hammer  would  bend  it.  So 
it  is  with  some  Christians,  they  appear  to 
be  living  up  to  the  standard  but  there 
is  a  weak  spot,  and  trials  and  temptations 
often  bend   them  back  into  sin. 

(Hold  up  a  straight,  rusty  nail.)  The 
metal  of  this  nail  is  O.K.  It  has  grown 
rusty  because  it  was  not  used.  If  the 
carpenter  had  used  it  the  timber  into 
which  it  was  driven  would  have  pro- 
tected it  from  the  rain  and  snow  and  it 
would  have  remained  untarnished.  So  will 
Jesus  protect  and  care  for  even  the  little 
children  if  they  will  serve  Him  and  trust 
Him. 

(Badly  bent  nail.)  This  nail  may  be 
straightened  out  and  used  but  it  takes 
time  to  straighten  it  out,  and  after  it 
is  once  bent  it  will  be  easier  to  bend 
again.  Then,  it  is  so  much  better  if  we 
give  our  hearts  to  Jesus  and  let  Him 
use  us  while  we  are  young  and  before  we 
do  so  many  ugly  deeds;  we  will  not  have 
so  much  straightening  to  do  in  our  lives 
and  hearts,  and  are  not  so  likely  to  be 
bent  again. 

(The  perfect  nail  —  bright  and 
straight.)  This  is  the  kind  of  Christian 
we  all  want  to  be — perfect  and  ready  for 
use  by  the  Master.  STRONG  to  with- 
stand the  trials  and  temptations; 
BRIGHT,  that  others  may  see  and  know 
that  we  live  good.  Even  a  small  child  is 
judged  by  his  or  her  actions. 

UNITY 

Note:  This  may  be  used  as  a  separate 
lesson  or  in  connection  with  the  lesson 
about  the  nails,  asking  the  boys  to  bring 
nails  and  asking  each  girl  to  bring  a 
stick  about  twelve  inches  long  and  small 
enough  she  could  break  it  into  pieces. 

Collect  the  sticks  and  tie  them  secure- 
ly  in   a   bundle.   Give  each   girl,   or  each 


child,  as  leader  wishes,  an  opportunity 
to  try  to  break  the  sticks  while  tied  to- 
gether, then  separate  them  and  give  each 
girl  a  stick  and  tell  her  to  see  how  easily 
it  breaks.  Now,  with  a  few  well-chosen 
words  illustrate  to  them  how  much  they 
can  accomplish  TOGETHER.  One  penny 
will  not  buy  much,  but  ten  together  will 
buy  a  loaf  of  bread  for  the  orphans  or  for 
a  missionary.  One  child  might  not  sing 
so  loudly,  but  a  "group"  might  reach 
the  ears  of  a  sinner  passing  the  church, 
or  might  be  heard  by  a  sick  person  near 
the  church.  If  Tom  tries  to  be  good  it 
is  easier  if  his  playmate,  Jack,  also  is 
trying  to  be  good.  If  the  other  girls  ridi- 
cule the  way  Mary  is  dressed  she  will  not 
mind  so  much  if  Ruth  is  by  her  side 
dressed  in  the  same  fashion. 

So  let  us  all  love  one  another  and  not 
be    quarreling    among   ourselves. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   2 
The  Bible 

If  you  were  to  ask  a  large  number  of 
people  today  the  question,  Which  is  the 
greatest  and  most  wonderful  book  in  the 
world?  without  hesitating  they  would  an- 
swer, The  Bible.  This  is  true.  We  want  to 
notice  a  few  facts  about  the  Bible.  The 
Bible  contains  sixty-six  books  and  covers 
a  period  of  three  thousand  years.  Many 
authors  contributed  to  its  writing.  The 
Old  Testament  was  written  originally  in 
Hebrew  and  the  New  Testament  in 
Greek.  Afterwards  it  was  translated  into 
Latin  and  later  into  the  English  language. 

Before  the  days  of  the  printing  press 
the  Bible  was  written  by  hand.  At  this 
time  it  was  very  expensive  and  valuable. 
No  poor  person  couid  afford  to  buy  one. 
A  law  was  passed  making  it  a  crime  to 
read  the  Bible.  Many  people  suffered 
cruel  punishment  and  even  death  because 
of  their  love  for  the  Bible.  Between  the 
years  of  1524  and  1536  thousands  of 
copies  were  destroyed  by  fire  in  London 
by  wicked  people.  All  opposition  finally 
passed  and  the  Bible  has  been  printed  and 
sold  in  immense  quantities.  Every  boy  and 
girl  should  have  a  Bible  of  their  own 
and  read  it  every  day. 

CHILDREN'S   BIBLE    LESSON  NO.  3 
The  Temple 

1  Kings  5:1-9. 
When  David  was  king  of  Israel  he 
planned  to  build  a  temple.  God  did  not 
want  him  to  build  it  because  he  was  a 
man  of  war  but  said  his  son  Solomon,  who 
would  reign  after  him,  would  be  a  man  of 
peace  and  that  he  would  build  the  tem- 
ple. It  was  a  beautiful  building.  It  was 
built  more  than  a  thousand  years  before 
Jesus  was  born.  It  took  seven  years  to 
build  it  and  Solomon  appointed  thou- 
sands of  men  to  work  on  it.  The  temple 
stood  on  Mt.  Moriah;  was  of  white  mar- 
^  Continued  on  page  31 J 
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Children's  Story  Page 


I  Am  A  Little  Christian 

I   am  a  little  Christian, 

And  always  happy  too; 
I   like  to  go  to  church 

And  be  in  Sunday  School. 

I    am    a   little   Christian, 
As  happy   as  can  be; 
I   like  to  sing  His  praises 
And  say  that  I'm  set  free. 
— Doris   Morrow,    Double   Springs,   Ala., 
1 2    years  of  age. 

Jesus   A    Friend 

Jesus  is  a  friend  to  me, 

Makes  me  happy  as  can  be; 

How  I  love  His  healing  power  divine, 

I   am  His  and  He  is  mine. 

He  will  be  a  friend  to  you, 

If  to  Him  you  will  be  true; 

Keep    His    commands      and      bear    the 
cross, 

If   you   don't    you   will   be  lost. 
— Bruce  Morrow,   Double  Springs,  Ala., 
1 1    years  of  age. 

A   Little  Christian 

A  little  girl  called  Jane  got  to  know 
chat  "forgiveness  of  sins"  was  for  every- 
one that  believeth.  She  believed  what 
God  said  about  Jesus  Christ,  and  was 
quite  a  different  child  from  what  she 
used  to  be.  She  was  a  Christian  at  home, 
in  the  school,  and  when  playing  among 
her  school   fellows. 

One  day  she  said  to  her  mother, 
"Mother,  I  am  quite  sure  that  Emma  is 
converted,    that    she    loves    the    Savior." 

"How  do  you  know  that  my  child?" 
said    her    mother. 

"Why,  mother,  because  she  plays  just 
like  a  Christian;  I  am  sure  she  loves  Je- 
sus." 

Yes,  it  is  quite  to  be  expected  that  a 
Christian  child  should  play  and  be  active 
like  other  children,  and  have  a  child's 
thoughts  and  ways,  that  is,  as  to  the 
measure  of  them.  But  if  you  are  very 
happy  in  the  Lord  Jesus,  do  you  not  think 
it  will  show  itself  in  all  your  ways? — 
Unknown. 

Finding  Joy 

L.  L.  Wightman 

Lila  Jane  stood  sadly  at  the  window 
looking  at  the  rain  which  fell  steadily. 
What  a  miserable  day!  And  what  a  miser- 
able girl!  She  must  stay  in  the  house,  and 
there  was  nothing  to  do. 

"Oh,  why  must  we  have  such  wea- 
ther," she  complained,  bitterly.  "Three 
of  the  girls  were  coming  over  to  play 
on  my  lawn,  and  now  they  can't  come." 


Just  then  the  doorbell  rang.  Mother 
answered  the  bell. 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Blake,  what 
brings  you  out  on  such  a  stormy  day?" 

"I  had  errands  that  must  be  done, 
rain  or  shine,"  Mrs.  Blake  said.  "I  must 
go  to  the  hospital  to  visit  some  children 
who  look  for  me  each  morning.  I  have 
with  me  some  toys  my  little  girl  is  send- 
ing to  the  shut-ins  at  the  hospital,  just 
think  of  those  boys  and  girls  who  must 
lie  in  bed  for  weeks  and  weeks.  We  com- 
plain when  a  rainy  day  keeps  us  in,  but 
they  can't  go  out  even  when  the  sun 
shines.  Folks  that  are  well  surely  should 
thank  God  for  good  health.  It  is  a  great 
blessing.  Have  you  a  book  or  magazine 
1    can    take   with   me?" 

"Surely  I  can  find  something.  Just  let 
me  look." 

While  mother  looked  for  a  book,  Mrs. 
Blake  turned  to  Lila  Jane.  "Not  a  very 
nice  day  for  a  little  girl  to  play  outdoors, 
but  one  in  which  girls  can  be  of  help 
to  mother.  I  am  sure  you're  glad  to  be 
at  home,  and  not  sick  in  a  hospital.  I 
know  one  girl  just  your  size  who  must 
stay  in  the  hospital  for  six  months.  Just 
think  of  being  away  from  home  six 
months   when   one  is   sick." 

Mother  entered  the  room  with  a  book. 
Mrs.  Blake  thanked  her  for  it,  and  went 
on  her  way.  Lila  Jane  turned  away  from 
the  window  and  went  upstairs  to  her 
room. 

What  was  the  lesson  in  the  class  last 
Sunday?  Oh  yes,  it  was  about  Jesus.  He 
told  about  folks  doing  things  in  His 
name.  Some  were  sick,  or  hungry,  or 
in  prison,  or  in  some  kind  of  need.  Others 
should  help  them.  That  was  what  Mrs. 
Blake  was  doing  for  the  sick  children. 
Though  she  was  a  very  busy  woman, 
she  found  time  to  visit  these  needy  ones. 

In  a  few  minutes  Lila  Jane  came  down- 
stairs and  went  to  the  phone.  She  called 
the  Blake  home  and  asked  if  Mary  could 
come   over. 

"Yes,  I'll  be  over  right  away,"  Mary 
said. 

Over  she  came  in  the  pouring  rain  to 
be  met  at  the  door  by  Lila  Jane.  "I'm 
so  glad  you  could  come,"  she  said.  "Sh!" 
placing  her  finger  on  her  lips,  "I've  got 
a  secret.  Mother  doesn't  know  about  it, 
and  I  don't  want  her  to  know  until  later. 
I   thought  you  could  help  me  with  it." 

They  stayed  in  Lila  Jane's  room  till 
noon,  then  came  down  for  lunch.  Mary 
called  her  mother  on  the  phone  to  see 
if  she  might  stay. 

"What  are  you  girls  doing?"  Lila  Jane's 
mother  asked.  "You've  played  in  that 
one    room    all    the    forenoon.    You    aren't 


in    some    mischief?" 

"No,"  said  Lila  Jane,  a  twinkle  in  her 
eyes,  "we're  not  in  mischief,  but  we  have 
a  secret.  We  will  let  you  in  on  it  just 
as   soon   as   we   can." 

"How  long  must  I  wait?"  mother 
asked,  a  smile  on  her  lips. 

"About  another  hour,"  Mary  said, 
thinking  they  might  be  through  by  that 
time. 

The  instant  they  were  through  lunch, 
Mother  excused  them  from  helping  with 
the  dishes  that  they  might  finish  their 
secret.  Occasionally  she  heard  giggling 
and  laughing  from  the  room  above,  signs 
that  the  girls  were  happy  at  least  in  what 
they  were  doing,  though  she  couldn't 
imagine   what    it    might   be. 

At  last  Lila  Jane  called  down  to  her 
mother,  "Can  you  come  up  to  my  room, 
Mother?    We'll    let   you   see   our   secret." 

When  mother  entered  the  room  she 
saw  two  happy  girls,  their  eyes  shining 
with  joy  and  their  lips  parted  in  broad 
smiles. 

"Right  there  is  the  secret."  Lila  Jane 
pointed    to   a    row    of   dolls. 

Five  of  Lila  Jane's  dolls  were  dressed 
in  their  best.  Mother  looked  at  them  in 
surprise.  "You  mean  you've  just  dressed 
these  dolls  for  me  to  see?"  she  as^ed, 
rather  puzzled  over  it.  There  must  be 
more  than  this  to  the  secret. 

"We've  dressed  them  for  the  little  girls 
in  the  hospital,"  Lila  Jane  explained.  "I 
knew  you  would  let  me  give  them  away, 
and  Mary's  mother  will  take  them  over 
for  us.  I  thought  of  what  Jesus  said  about 
the  sick  and  needy,  and  decided  to  do 
my  part.  So  I  called  Mary  to  help  me. 
Is  it  all  right,  Mother?" 

But  Mother  didn't  answer  just  then. 
She  was  looking  at  the  dolls.  A  slip  of 
paper  was  pinned  to  each  dress.  Written 
on  the  paper  were  these  words:  "Sent  by 
Lila  Jane  and  Mary  in  Jesus'  name.  Cast- 
ing all  your  care  upon  Jesus,  for  He 
careth   for   you.   God   bless  you." 

"God  has  blessed  you  girls  in  doing 
this,"  said  mother  finally,  "for  your 
hearts  are  overflowing  with  joy.  I  know 
the  sick  children  will  be  glad.  This  was 
a  splendid  way  to  use  a  rainy  day." 

"Much  better  than  standing  at  the 
window  and  whining,"  Lila  Jane  thought 
as  she  remembered  how  she  started  the 
day.  It  truly  made  a  difference  whether 
one  thought  of  self,  or  of  others.  And, 
also,  whether  the  giving  is  for  honor  of 
self   or   in   Jesus'    name. 

"And  Jesus,  perceiving  the  thoughts  of 
their  hearts,  took  a  child  and  set  him  by 
him.  And  said  unto  them,  Whosoever 
shall  receive  this  child  in  my  name  receiv- 
eth  me;  and  whosoever  shall  receive  me, 
receiveth  him  that  sent  me:  for  he  that  is 
least  among  you  all,  the  same  shall  be 
great,"  Luke  9:47,  48. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


"IN  THE  SWEET  BY  AND  BY" 

ISABEL  GRAY 


11 


"We  shall  meet,   we  shall  sing,   we  sh 

reign 
In  the  land  where  the  saved  never  die; 
We  shall  rest  from  our  sorrow  and  pain, 
Safe  at  home,  in  the  sweet  by  and  by." 

An  old  friend,  one  of  my  first  child- 
hood pastors,  writes,  "My  family  is  now 
equally  divided  between  two  worlds — 
three  are  here  with  me  on  earth  and  three 
with  Jesus  in  heaven.  One  day,"  he  added, 
"I  trust  we  shall  be  an  unbroken  family, 
where  separations,  sickness,  sorrow  and 
death  will  be  no  more." 

Other  letters  from  those  who  have 
loved  and  lost,  for  a  while,  are  like  this 
one.  A  mother,  whose  only  daughter  was 
taken  in  recent  years,  says  though  the  joy 
of  the  home  is  gone,  they  will  try  to  be 
happy  as  they  can  until  they  meet  again 
in  heaven.  And  a  young 
woman,  who  has  suffered  g 
much  says,  "It  is  hard  to 
give  our  loved  ones  up,  but 
there  are  no  tears  or  parting 
in  heaven,  and  if  we  stand 
true  and  faithful,  we  know 
we  shall  meet,  never  to  part, 
and  I,  for  one,  intend  to  be 
ready  when  He  calls." 

But  occasionally  I  receive 
a  letter  or  query  as  to 
whether  we  shall  meet  again, 
or  know  each  other  there. 
One  of  these  says,  "I  feel 
that  we  both  are  bound  for 
that  country  where  God  is 
the  light,  and  where  we  may 
know  each  other — I  do  not 
know  that  for  sure,"  she 
adds.  But  the  Bible  says,  in 
Saint  Paul's  letter  to  the 
Corinthians,  "Now  we  see 
through  a  glass,  darkly;  but 
then  face  to  face:  now  I 
know  in  part;  but  then  shall 
I  know  even  as  also  I  am 
known,"  1  Cor.  13:12.  We 
have  David's  declaration  and 
assurance  in  2  Sam.  12:2  3, 
to  say  nothing  of  our  Lord's 
own  words  of  comfort  and 
assurance  as  given  in  St. 
John  14:1-3.  And  He  would 
not  have  "many  mansions" 
or  "go  to  prepare  a  place" 
for  us  without  our  knowing 
who  we  were  who  occupied 
them. 

Another  writes,     "Won't 
that     be  a  wonderful  time, 


when  the  saints  gather  on  'Zion's  Hill' 
to  see  Jesus  and  our  dear  ones  gone  be- 
fore? And  how  we'll  enjoy  telling  one  an- 
other how  the  grace  of  God  brought  us 
through  the  trials.  Praise  God!  And  all 
tears  will  be  wiped  away;  all  burdens 
lifted;  all  heartaches,  disappointments, 
trials  and  tests  will  be  vanquished  over 
there.  Let  us  be  true  so  that  we  may  meet 
and  praise  our  Savior  throughout  all  eter- 
nity." 

"In  the  sweet  by  and  by, 

We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore — 

In  the  sweet  by  and  by, 

We  shall  meet  on  that  beautiful  shore!" 

STRENGTH  FOR  OUR  NEED 

ISABEL  GRAY 

"As  thy  days,  so  shall  thy  strength 
be,"  Deut!  3  3:25. 

"What  is  your  plan  for  today?"  some- 
one asks. 


THE  HELPING  HAND  OF  GOD 

When  dark  and  dreary  days  o'ertake  thee 

And  all  thy  joys  within  thee  die, 
When  tears  flow  from  thine  eyes  profusely, 

The  helping  hand  of  God  is  nigh. 

When  damp,  moist  clouds  wipe  out  thy  gladness 

And  round  thee  tribulations  roll, 
Together  with  distress  and  sorrow, 

Let  not  impatience  fret  thy  soul. 

Our  Lord's  dear  hand  cannot  be  shortened; 

His  mighty  Word  is  ne'er  untrue. 
In   His  own   manner  He  will   help  thee 

And  give  thee  strength  and  vigor  new. — Sel. 


Are  the  tasks  you  have  set  for  yourself 
well  within  the  reach  of  your  time  and 
strength?  Or  do  they  tax  your  faith,  and 
lead  you  to  look  for  God  for  power? 

We  pray  for  power,  but  have  we  a  task 
ready  when  that  inrush  of  power  shall 
come?  When  Hudson  Taylor  was  going 
to  China  the  sailing  vessel  seemed  to  be 
about  to  drift  on  the  rocks.  The  captain 
came  to  the  missionary's  room  and  asked 
him  to  pray  for  wind  to  save  the  vessel. 
"Is  your  sail  up?"  asked  the  missionary. 
"No,"  was  the  reply.  "Put  it  up,"  said  the 
missionary,  "and  I'll  pray-"  Soon  the  cap- 
tain was  calling  again,  "Stop  praying! 
We've  too  much  wind  now!" 

Not  only  does  power  wait  for  load,  but 
power  without  load  would  be  wasteful 
and  dangerous.  Those  who  have  traveled 
on  a  steamship  on  a  rough  sea  will  re- 
member how  the  ship  would  often  trem- 
ble from  stern  to  stern.  In  the  pitching 
of  the  ship  the  propellers  were  lifted 
above  the  surface  of  the 
-— — —  a  water  and  the  engines  raced 
as  though  they  would  shake 
to  pieces.  That  was  power 
without  load.  Just  what 
would  happen  to  a  Christian 
if  he  had  power  and  no  load, 
we  shall  never  know.  God 
doesn't  race  engines.  He 
gives  power  exactly  accord- 
ing to  load. 

"As  thy  days,  so  shall  thy 
strength  be." 

Make  my  tasks  today.  Lord, 
Not     mine,     but     Thine 
alone; 
Fit  each  day  for  me,  Lord, 
With    strength     that     is 

Thine  own. 
The  person  who  disagrees 
with  me  does  me  a  favor. 
My  ideas  are  not  perfect  and 
they  cannot  always  be  put 
into  effect.  But  if  someone 
disagrees  and  makes  sugges- 
tions, then  I  may  be  able  to 
revise  my  opinions  and,  con- 
sequently, be  more  success- 
ful in  my  work. — New  Or- 
leans Christian  Advocate. 


Divine  Guidance 

In  crossing  the  Atlantic, 
a  writer  noticed  a  ship  had 
two  compasses,  one  half- 
way up  a  mast,  the  other  at 
the  wheel.  The  lower  com- 
pass was  affected  by  the 
steel  in  the  framework  of 
(Continued  on  page   31) 
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watched  the  amazing  change  that  is 
wrought,  convinces  him  that  some  real 
power  had  to  be  present  to  make  this 
come  true. 

One  day  Biliy  was  heard  to  be  talking 
in  the  garden.  His  mother  looked  out 
quickly  to  see  who  was  there.  She  saw  no 
one.  Later  she  casually  asked  the  child 
with  whom  he  had  been  talking,  and 
without  any  hesitation  her  small  son  told 
just  what  had  taken  place. 

"Oh,  someway  I  just  knew  God  was 
here  this  morning  'cause  my  lily  is  opened 
and  there  are  more  leaves  on  my  plants 
that  have  opened  out,  so  I  just  said,  'HeL 

Instill  Happy  Memories 

By  Charles  Poole  Cleaves 

Oh,    anxious   mothers!     could     you     only 
know 
How  often  in  the  bosom  of  a  child 
Fountains    of    love    spring    up    and   over- 
flow, 
Wasting,    yet    longing     but     to   be   be- 
guiled 
Along    some    low,    green    vale   of    mother 
love; 
How  little  arms  are  eager  to  caress, 
And  little  hearts  that  know   not  how   to 
prove 
Their  love,  have  power  to  comfort  and 
to  bless: 
You  would  not  try  your  mission  to  fulfill 
By  stern   tasks  only,   that   repress  and 
mar 
The  instinct  for  the  beautiful  and  good. 
Oh,  seize  the  timely  moments  to  instill 
Dear,  happy  memories.  For  home  memo- 
ries are 
The  safeguard  of  the  child,  the  sweets 
of  motherhood.  —  Mother's  Golden 
Nou  . 

lo  there,  God!  I  found  out  what  you  have 
been  doing.  Fine  work!'  I  told  Him. 
'Course  He  didn't  answer  back  but  do 
you  know  I  believe  He  heard  me,  don't 
you?" 

This  was  just  the  small  child's  awaken- 
ing to  a  Power  about  him  that  was  mak- 
ing the  wonders  of  nature  perform.  The 
grasp  of  such  things  comes  early  to  the 
child  who  has  been  given  a  start  on  sens- 
ing a  Creator,  and  you  may  be  sure  that 
the  joy  which  comes  from  a  youthful  soul 
finding  a  realization  that  near  him  stands 
a  Maker  performing  the  miracles  we 
know  happen  every  day  leads  him  on  to 
a  greater  faith  in  the  care,  the  love,  and 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  of  this  Pow- 
er.— Margaret  Conn   Rhoails. 


Home,  Street  Home 
A  Partnership  With  God 

A   partnership   with   God   is   motherhood; 

What  strength,  what  purity,  what  self- 
control; 

What  love,  what  wisdom  should  belong  to 
her 

Who  helps  God  fashion  an  immortal  soul. 
— Anonymous. 

His  Loving  Care 

One  of  the  blessed  opportunities  of 
those  in  the  home  is  to  help  children  to 
an  understanding  of  the  kindly  provi- 
dence of  God.  Beginning  with  the  famil- 
iar verse, 
"Baek  of  the  loaf  is  the  snowy  flour, 

And  back  of  the  flour  the  mill. 
And  back  of  the  mill  is  the  wheat  and  the 

slxnuer 

And  the  sun  and  the  Father's  will," 
it  will  not  be  hard  to  teach  children  to 
seek  and  find  God's  loving  care  in  the 
most  common  blessings  of  life.  This 
thought,  given  to  a  hungry  child  with  his 
piece  of  bread  and  butter,  will  satisfy 
more  than  physical  need. 

Other  daily  gifts  should  be  made  plain 
to  our  little  ones.  There  is  God's  gift  of 
beauty,  shown  in  flowers  and  fields,  green 
meadows  and  blue  waters,  rainbows  and 
sunsets.  Both  wisdom  and  faith  were  ex- 
pressed in  the  remark  of  a  Quaker  lady  to 
a  serious-minded  sister  who  deplored 
youth's  love  of  color:  "Doubtless  God 
could  have  made  apples  without  pink  and 
white  blossoms,  but  He  never  did."  God's 
gift  of  music  is  another  one  to  be  stressed. 
God  might  have  made  robins,  bluebirds, 
wrens,  orioles,  brown  thrashers  songless, 
but  again,  "He  never  did."  That  God 
could  have  made  a  world  anything  but 
beautiful  and  harmonious  is  unthinkable. 
FEELING  HIS  PRESENCE 

If  small  children  are  taught  the  pres- 
ence of  God  by  very  simple  methods  the)' 
will  awaken  to  the  fact  that  they  feel 
Him  with  them.  Nature  appeals  to  a  child 
so  convincingly  that  it  is  most  often  that 
the  little  one  finds  his  God  through  it. 
The  wonder  of  the  blooming  flower,  when 
the    child    has    planted      the      seed       and 


What  Is  Worship? 

Dictionaries  tell  us  that  worship  is  the 
act  of  paying  divine  homage  to  God. 
Though  manifesting  itself  externally  in 
varied  ways,  it  remains  definitely  an  in- 
ternal experience — a  matter  of  the  spirit. 
Little  Mary  played  blithely  in  the  sun- 
shine, catching  at  something  with  her 
hands.  Obviously,  the  child  was  experi- 
encing great  joy.  Her  observing  mother 
discovered  from  her  words  and  move- 
ments that  little  Mary  was  "Catching 
sunbeams."  She  reveled  in  the  golden 
flood — loved  it,  adored  it.  Right  now,  she 
essentially  worshipped  the  sunshine,  but 
not  God. 

A  little  later  Mother  joined  her  little 
girl.  Comradely  they  called  each  other's 
attention  to  scenes  burnished  bright  by 
the  sunshine.  Mother  was  careful  to  men- 
tion its  warmth  and  beauty.  "God  is  in 
the  sunshine,"  she  said  reverently.  "God 
— warming  the  world,  making  trees  grow, 
birds  sing,  flowers  bloom,  and  little  girls 
healthy  and  happy.  Thank  you,  God,  for 
the  good  sunshine!" 

That  was  all.  Mother  and  child  went 
their  own  way.  But  later  in  the  afternoon, 
standing  beside  a  bed  of  bright  verbenas 
glowing  in  the  sun,  little  Mary  was 
heard  to  say,  "Thank  you,  God,  for  the 
sunshine!"  Mother  smiled  reverently.  She 
knew  that  in  the  present  sunshine  her  lit- 
tle girl  had  found  and  loved  an  ever- 
present  God.  Now  the  child  has  wor- 
shiped, not  merely  flowers  and  sunshine, 
but  the  heavenly  Father  as  the  good  giv- 
er of  them. 

Every  day  is  full  of  worship  opportuni- 
ties for  the  child.  Now  he  is  swept  away 
by  the  beauty  of  a  bird  song;  a  half  hour 
later  he  may  stand  amazed  before  a  sim- 
ple flower.  He  may  reverently  plant  a 
seed  which,  in  God's  good  ground, 
warmed  by  His  sunshine,  watered  by  His 
rain,  attended  to  by  the  child  himself 
leads  through  a  series  of  experiences  pro- 
ducing worshipful  attitudes  and  bringing 
God  into  the  life  of  the  child.  Even  the 
awe  of  the  storm  can  reveal  the  heavenly 
Father. 

To  worship  best,  a  child  needs  a  rever- 
ent home  environment.  Father  and 
mother,  representing  the  governing  pow- 
er which  the  child  knows,  ought  to  make 
this  seem  good  and  in  harmony  with  a 
higher  Power  to  which  they  look  and 
which  they  try  to  express.  They  should 
forget  form  and  give  attention  to  sincere 
experience.  The  child  must  find  and  in- 
terpret God  through  the  things  he  knows 
and  loves  best. 

A  little  song  in  the  evening,  a  glitter- 
ing star  in  the  night,  a  word  of  prayer  at 
bedtime,  simple  grace  before  meals,  a  deep 
appreciation  for  one  another  —  such 
things  as  these  can  produce  deep  rever- 
ence in  the  child  and  associate  God  beau- 
tifully with  his  life.  But  they  should  be 
(Continued    on    page    31) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

(Used  by  permission  of  Zondervan 

Publishing    Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 


TIME  IS  ONE  OF  OUR  POSSES- 
SIONS 

We  often  wish  we  had  more  of  it.  Days 
seem  too  short  for  many  of  us,  yet  some- 
one once  said,  "We  have  all  the  time  there 
is."  The  trouble  with  many  folk  is  not 
the  lack  of  time,  but  the  misuse  of  it. 
Well  may  we  pray: 

"Take  my  life  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord  to  Thee. 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise." 

Christ  should  be  Lord  of  every  tick  of 
the  clock,  of  every  odd  moment,  of  every 
spare  hour.  When  time  is  looked  upon  as 
sacred  there  are  no  mere  secularities.  So- 
cial duties,  meals,  sleep,  recreation,  as  well 
as  business  and  Christian  service,  should 
all  be  so  regulated  as  to  be  the  glory  of 
God.  A  holy  life  is  made  up  of  a  succes- 
sion of  holy  moments.  Life  is  at  its  best 
when  we  bring  the  measurements  of  eter- 
nity and  lay  upon  them  every  half  hour 
of  time. 

But  time,  in  the  experience  of  most  of 
us,  is  the  easiest  thing  to  lose.  I  remem- 
ber once  reading  an  article  entitled,  "Mr. 
Fritterday."  The  writer,  in  a  most  witty 
manner,  pointed  out  how  easy  it  is  to  go 
through  days  and  fritter  away  the  mo- 
ments so  that  at  the  end  we  have  nothing 
to  show.  Little  nothings  can  so  engross 
our  time  that  the  things  which  really 
matter  get  pushed  out.  The  only  thing 
that  can  fly  without  wings  is  time,  so 
we  shall  do  well  to  remember  Paul's 
words,  "Redeeming  the  time  because  the 
days  are  evil." 

When  the  British  Government  decided 
on  the  great  plan  of  War  Loan  Conver- 
sion, it  involved  all  bank  clerks  in  excep- 
tionally heavy  work.  In  consequence  of 
this,  the  Bank  of  England  Operatic  and 
Orchestral  Society  sent  out  an  intimation 
to  all  its  members  that  their  activities 
were  suspended  because  of  War  Loan 
Conversion.  "We  are  bankers,"  they 
said,  "and  we  sacrifice  our  hobby  while 
there  is  conversion  work  to  do." 

Christ  summons  us  to  the  work  of  the 
conversion  of  lost  sinners.  Have  not  we 
a  much  stronger  reason  for  sacrificing 
time?  Hobbies  and  pastimes  may  have 
their  place,  but  we  must  never  forget 
our  main   job.   God   may   sometimes   call 


us  to  sacrifice  the  one  for  the  other.  We 
shall  have  to  give  an  account  some  day 
regarding  our  use  of  time.  It  will  be  well 
for  us  to  remember  that  we  cannot  gather 
up  the  wasted  hours  and  put  them  back 
into  time's  hourglass.  Life  is  irrevocable. 
It  is  as  water  spilt  on  the  ground  which 
cannot  be  gathered  up. 

Paul  says  we  are  to  redeem  the  time, 
literally,  buy  up  the  opportunities.  Dr. 
A.  B.  Simpson  suggests  that  there  are  not 
many  such  moments  of  opportunity  be- 
cause the  days  are  evil — like  a  barren  des- 
ert, in  which,  here  and  there,  you  find  a 
flower,  pluck  it  while  you  can — like  a 
business  opportunity  which  comes  but  a 
few  times  in  a  lifetime,  buy  it  up  while 
you  have  the  chance.  Be  spiritually  alert. 
Sometimes  it  is  a  moment  of  time  to  be 
saved;  sometimes  a  soul  to  be  led  to 
Christ;  sometimes  it  is  an  occasion  for 
love;  sometimes  for  patience;  sometimes 
for  victory  over  temptation  and  sin.  Let 
us  redeem  it." 

"If  thou  wouldst  work  for  God  it  must 

be  now, 
If  thou  wouldst  win  the  garlands  for  thy 
brow 

Redeem  the  time. 
I  sometimes  feel  the  tljread  of  life  is  slen- 
der 
And  soon  for   me  the  labour   will  be 
wrought. 
Then  grows  my  heart  to  other  hearts  more 
tender, 
The  time  is  short." 

TALENTS  ARE  ALSO  PART  OF  OUR 
POSSESSIONS 

It  is  significant  to  note  that  it  was  to 
fishermen  that  our  Lord  said,  "Come  ye 
after  me,  and  I  will  make  you  to  become 
fishers  of  men."  Peter  especially  was  an 
adept  at  the  art.  He  had  been  at  it  since 
he  was  a  boy.  He  knew  all  the  habits  of 
fish,  and  all  the  ways  and  means  of  catch- 
ing them.  Consecrate  that  knowledge,  said 
Christ  in  effect.  You  have  been  bringing 
fish  from  life  to  death.  Now  I  will  use 
all  your  experience  and  abilities  in  a  high- 
er way.  I  want  you  to  fish  for  men  who 
are  sunk  in  sin,  and  to  bring  them  from 
death  to  life. 

Dr.  Campbell  Morgan  says  that  the 
Lord  came  to  him  when  he  was  a  young 
teacher  and  said,  "Come  after  me,  and 
I  will  make  you  to  become  a  teacher  of 
men."  His  consecrated  gift  has  indeed,  in 
the  hands  of  God,  been  the  means  of  en- 
lightening multitudes  concerning  the 
great  message  of  the  Bible. 

What  is  your  talent?  Is  it  a  voice  which 
you  could  use  in  God's  service?  The  world 


has  tried  hard  to  claim  it.  Are  you  willing 
to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  appeal  of  per- 
sonal tastes,  and  choose  rather  to  sing  the 
Gospel,  even  though  that  may  not  give 
you  the  same  scope  for  your  musical  tal- 
ent according  to  the  world's  ideas?  The 
Operatic  or  Choral  Society  provides  much 
that  is  attractive.  All  that  is  natural  in 
you  craves  for  the  fine  music  and  the 
thrill  of  the  great  concerts,  but  for 
Christ's  sake  are  you  willing  to  sing  the 
simple  song  that  has  a  saving  message  in 
it,  rather  than  the  classical  piece  that  only 
appeals  to  the  artistic  sense?  By  all  means 
sing  the  Gospel  in  a  way  that  is  worthy 
of  the  theme,  but  we  must  guard  our 
tastes  lest  the  music  take  precedence  over 
the  words. 

Or  have  you  a  gift  for  languages? 
French  meant  no  tears  for  you  at  school, 
and  picking  up  a  foreign  language  is  no 
great  difficulty.  Has  it  ever  occurred  to 
you  that  God  has  endowed  you  with  that 
talent  to  use  for  Him?  He  wants  you  in 
some  spot  where  your  gift  may  be  just 
what  is  needed. 

A  young  dancer  in  Hollywood,  con- 
verted while  studying  for  the  stage, 
yielded  his  life  to  God's  service.  His  home 
was  in  the  eastern  states  of  Europe,  and 
he  could  speak  seven  languages  with  ease. 
Then  God  called  him  to  return  to  his  own 
part  of  the  world,  where  his  gifts  could  be 
of  use.  Think  of  it,  in  seven  languages  he 
could  tell  out  the  Gospel,  so  there  in 
the  Balkans,  where  the  variety  of  speech 
is  the  despair  of  many  missionaries,  he 
can  work. 

Is  your  gift  that  of  reciting?  Then  you 
have  a  speaking  voice  which  you  can  use 
for  the  Master.  You  are  used  to  facing 
audiences,  so  the  bugbear  of  nervousness 
has  no  terrors  for  you. 

Have  you  a  gift  for  telling  stories?  In 
work  among  children  that  is  invaluable. 
Does  God  want  to  use  you  in  that  way? 
Are  you  a  good  conversationalist?  Then 
you  could  converse  about  the  Savior!  Soul 
winners  need  to  be  of  a  friendly  nature. 
Have  you  ever  consecrated  that  gift? 

Maybe  you  are  shy  and  reserved,  but 
you  are  a  good  listener.  The  world  is  full 
of  people  who  are  longing  for  someone 
who  will  listen  to  their  tale  of  woe.  The 
callousness  of  the  worldling  leaves  many  a 
lonely  soul  aching  for  fellowship.  "Like 
likes  like,"  so  if  you  are  shy,  there  are 
probably  others  who  would  feel  that  you 
could  understand  them,  and  they  need 
your  sympathy. 

Have  you  the  gift  of  humor?  Thank 
God  if  you  have.  In  many  a  tight  corner, 
it  can  save  the  situation. 

No  one  is  devoid  of  gifts.  So  lay  them 
at  the  feet  of  your  Lord,  and  He  will  take 
them  and  multiply  them  even  as  He  took 
the  small  boy's  lunch  and  with  it  fed  the 
multitude. 

(To  be  continued) 
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The  Merciful  Man 

Cloiis  G.  Chappell 

When  William  E.  Gladstone  was  Chan- 
cellor of  the  Exchequer  he  sent  down  to 
the  Treasury  for  certain  statistics  on 
which  to  base  his  budget  proposals.  The 
statistician  made  a  mistake.  But  Glad- 
stone was  so  sure  of  this  man's  accuracy 
that  he  did  not  take  time  to  verify  his 
figures.  He  went  before  the  House  of 
Commons  and  made  his  speech,  basing 
his  appeal  on  the  incorrect  figures  that 
had  been  given  him.  His  speech  was  no 
sooner  published  than  the  newspapers  ex- 
posed   its    glaring    inaccuracies. 

Gladstone  was  naturally  overwhelmed 
with  embarrassment.  He  went  to  his  of- 
fice and  sent  at  once  for  the  statistician 
who  was  responsible  for  his  humiliating 
situation.  The  man  came  full  of  fear  and 
shame,  certain  that  he  was  going  to  lose 
his  position.  But,  instead,  Mr.  Gladstone 
said:  "I  know  how  much  you  must  be 
disturbed  over  what  has  happened,  and 
I  have  sent  for  you  to  put  you  at  your 
ease.  For  a  long  time  you  have  been  en- 
gaged in  handling  the  intricacies  of  the 
national  accounts,  and  this  is  the  first 
mistake  that  you  have  made.  I  want  to 
congratulate  you  and  express  to  you  my 
keen  appreciation."  It  took  a  big  man  to 
do  that,  big  with  the  bigness  of  the  truly 
merciful. — The   United  Evangelical. 

Ready  for  His  Coming 

A  story  is  told  of  a  traveler  who  hap- 
pened to  come  to  a  very  beautiful  garden. 
There  were  walks  with  flower  borders 
and  beds  filled  with  bloom,  graceful 
groups  of  shrubs,  and  tall,  healthy  trees. 
Every  bit  of  the  garden  showed  the  most 
watchful  care  of  the  old  gardener. 

"Does  your  master  come  often  to  en- 
joy this  lovely  garden?"  asked  the  visitor. 

"He  has  not  been  here  in  twenty 
years,"  replied   the  keeper. 

"And  yet  you  keep  the  garden  all  the 
while  as  though  your  master  might  come 
at  any  time!"  said  the  traveler  in  sur- 
prise. 

"I  keep  it  as  though  he  should  come 
today,  Sir,  today!"  exclaimed  the  faithful 
gardener. 

Would  the  garden  of  your  heart  be 
ready  if  Jesus  should  come  today? — Sel. 

A   Profitable   Dream 

I  once  heard  of  a  man  who  dreamed 
that  he  swept  into  heaven  and  he  was 
there    in    the    glory    world,    and    oh,    he 


was  so  delighted  to  think  that  he  had  at 
last  made  heaven.  All  at  once  someone 
came  and  said,  "Come,  I  want  to  show 
you  something."  And  he  took  him  to 
the  battlements  and  he  said,  "Look  down 
yonder.  What  do  you  see?"  "I  see  a  very 
dark  world."  "Look  and  see  if  you  know 
it."  "Why,  yes,"  he  said,  "that  is  the 
world  I  have  come  from."  "What  do  you 
see?"  "Why,  men  are  blindfolded  there; 
many  of  them  are  going  over  a  precipice." 
"Well,  will  you  stay  here  and  enjoy  heav- 
en, or  will  you  go  back  to  earth  and 
spend  a  little  longer  time  and  tell  those 
men  about  this  world?"  He  was  a  worker 
who  had  been  discouraged.  He  awoke 
from  his  sleep  and  said,  "I  have  never 
wished  myself  dead  since."  —  D.  L. 
Moody. 

When  His  Canary  Sang 

A  well-known  Christian  said  that  the 
"joy  and  peace  in  believing"  always  re- 
minded him  of  his  canary.  "This  bird," 
he  said,  "never  sings  its  best  until  I  have 
given  him  his  bath,  but  after  these  occa- 
sions the  song  is  perfect."  Just  so  with 
the  sinner.  When  he  has  experienced  the 
cleansing  of  the  precious  blood  of  Christ 
his  song  should  be  at  its  best,  producing 
wondrous  joy  and  peace  in  the  heart. 
C.  H.  Spurgeon  used  to  say:  "Joy  is 
peace  dancing:  and  peace  is  joy  resting!" 
— Exchange. 

At  the  Switch 

Two  boys,  Bob  and  Fred,  were  standing 
at  the  railroad  station,  watching  the  ac- 
tivities of  a  busy  railroad  yard.  They 
were  fascinated  by  the  sight  of  a  rail- 
road terminal.  As  they  stood  there  a 
train  moved  out  along  the  track,  bound 
for  the  mountains.  After  it  had  gone  a 
switchman  turned  a  switch  and  another 
train  started.  But  this  one  turned  off 
in   another   direction. 

"Isn't  it  interesting?"  Bob  remarked. 
"He  just  moved  that  rail  a  few  inches 
but  it  sent  those  trains  in  opposite  di- 
rections." 

A  switch  is  interesting.  It  has  many 
possibilities.  Our  daily  lives  have  many 
switches.  Every  time  we  have  to  make 
a  decision  we  are  at  a  switch.  A  slight 
turn  one  way  or  the  other  may  mean  a 
change  in  the  direction  of  a  whole  life. 

Every  day  we  are  called  on  to  decide 
whether  we  will  follow  the  road  of  self- 
ish indulgence  or  of  unselfish  service. 
The   switch   is   there.    We   must   turn   it. 

"Choose   you    this   day   whom    ye   will 


serve. 

Carelessness  at  the  switch  may  mean 
the  difference  between  wreck  and  safety. 
Let  us  give  thought  when  we  stand  at 
the  switch. — S.  S.  Messenger. 

What   Followed 

A  young  man,  arrested  for  swindling 
his  employer  out  of  $30,000.00,  sat  alone 
in  a  criminal's  cell  out  of  which  daylight 
had  faded.  Cowering  on  his  hard  bed, 
he  pictured  himself  with  the  world  out- 
side full  of  light  and  comfort.  The  ques- 
tion came  to  him  sharply,  "How  came 
you   here?" 

Was  it  really  for  the  stealing  of  this 
great  sum? 

Yes,  and  no. 

Looking  back  twenty  years  he  saw 
himself  a  schoolboy,  ten  years  old.  He 
remembered  his  Uncle  John  —  such  a 
queer,  kind,  forgetful  old  man.  That  very 
morning  his  uncle  had  sent  him  to  pay 
a  bill  at  the  country  store  and  there  were 
seventy-two  cents  left,  and  Uncle  John 
did  not  ask  for  it.  When  they  met  at 
noon  this  boy,  now  in  prison,  stood  there 
under  the  beautiful  blue  sky,  and  a  great 
temptation  came.  He  said  to  himself, 
"Shall  I  give  it  back  to  him,  or  shall  I 
wait  till  he  asks  for  it?  If  he  never  asks 
for  it  that  is  his  lookout.  If  he  does, 
why,   I   can   get  it   together  again." 

He   never   gave   back   the  money. 

A  theft  of  $30,000.00  brought  this 
young  man  to  prison;  but  when  a  boy  he 
turned  that  way  when  he  sold  his  honesty 
for    seventy-two   cents. 

That  night  he  sat  disgraced,  an  open 
criminal,   in   his   chilly   cell. 

Uncle  John  was  dead  long  ago.  The 
old  home  was  desolate,  his  mother  broken- 
hearted. The  prisoner  knew  that  what 
brought  him  there  was  not  the  man's 
deed,  but   the  boy's. 

Had  the  ten-year-old  boy  been  true 
to  his  honor,  life  now  would  have  been 
different.  One  little  cheating  was  the 
first  of  many  until  his  character  was 
eaten  out,  could  bear  no  test,  and  he 
wrecked  his  manliness  and  his  life.  — 
Budget. 

How  Much   Have  You? 

The  story  is  told  of  one  little  boy  who 
attended  Sunday  School  many  years  ago, 
and  according  to  the  custom  of  those 
days,  memorized  many  passages  of  Scrip- 
ture. When  he  became  a  young  man  he 
drifted  away  from  the  church  and  led 
a  sinful  life.  One  day  he  was  taken  ill 
and  was  in  deep  distress,  expecting  to 
die,  when  this  verse  of  Scripture,  which 
had  been  "hid  away  in  his  heart,"  came 
to  him:  "Call  upon  me  in  the  day  of 
trouble:  I  will  deliver  thee,  and  thou 
shalt  glorify  me."  He  called  upon  God, 
was  converted,  recovered  from  his  illness, 
(Continued  on  page   31) 
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ELL,  this  is  our  meeting  night  for 
our   training  class.   Is  that   voices   I 
hear  outside?" 

"Good  evening,  boys  and  girls,  come 
right  in.  I  hope  you  are  all  well  and  happy 
tonight  and  ready  for  a  good  meeting. 
I'm  sure  you  have  bjen  thinking  some 
since  last  week.  Now  I'm  wondering  just 
what  is  on  your  mind  this  week.  We  are 
so  glad  to  see  some  new  faces." 

Mary:  "Well,  as  our  church  believes  in 
the  three  distinct  steps  in  the  plan  of  sal- 
vation, these  boys  and  girls  would  like  to 
understand  just  what  sanctification 
means  and  how  to  obtain  it.  You  helped 
us  to  see  what  it  means  to  come  to  Jesus 
and  be  saved  last  week  and  we  want  all 
the  Lord  has  for  us." 

Answer:  "Well,  children,  this  is  a  great 
question  and  I  feel  that  I  need  the  help 
of  the  Lord  very  much  to  be  able  to 
make  this  clear  to  you,  for  theie  are  so 
many  different  views  on  the  subject.  Of 
course,  we're  going  to  explain  it  the  way 
we  sec  it  and  then  you  must  study  your 
Bible  very  closely  on  the  subject  to  see 
whether  I  am  right  or  not.  In  the  first 
place  I  think  sometimes  we  use  so  many 
words  to  express  these  different  experi- 
ences that  it  makes  the  plan  of  salvation 
seem  too  complicated,  when  it  is  so  simple 
that  'the  wayfaring  men,  though  fools, 
shall  not  err  therein,'  Isa.  3  5:8.  We  use 
regeneration,  justification,  sanctification 
and  other  words  which  are  all  right  in 
their  place,  but  we  are  going  to  try  to  use 
a  simpler  way  of  bringing  this  teaching 
to  you. 

"The  first  thing  we  want  you  to  see  is 
that  it  is  scriptural  to  be  sanctified.  Ellen, 
will  you  please  get  the  dictionary  over 
there  on  the  table  and  let  us  see  what  the 
word,  sanctify,  means?  Here  it  is,  'To 
make  holy;  to  purify  from  sin.'  Now  let 
us  see  if  the  Bible  teaches  that  there  were 
sanctified  people  in  Bible  times.  Oh  yes, 
here  it  is  in  1  Cor.  1:1,  2,  "Paul  called  to 
be  an  apostle  of  Jesus  Christ  through  the 
will  of  God,  and  Sosthenes  our  brother. 
Unto  the  church  of  God  which  is  at  Cor- 
inth, to  them  that  are  sanctified  in  Christ 
Jesus,  called  to  be  saints,  with  all  that  in 
every  place  call  upon  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord,  both  their's  and  our's.' 
Now,  since  we  know  it  is  scriptural  to  be 
sanctified,  we  will  try  to  explain  how  it 
is  done. 

"I  am  going  to  ask  James  to  please  go 
to  the  basement  and  bring  me  a  glass  jar 
and  let  me  fill  it  with  honey  for  him." 

James:  "All  right,  I'll  go — Here  it  is, 
Sister  Harrison.  I  couldn't  find  any  ex- 
cept this  one  and   it   is   filled   with   dirt. 


but  I  brought  it  on  anyway." 

Answer:  "Oh,  that  is  all  right,  I'll  soon 
fix  that  up.  I'll  empty  the  dirt  out  and 
wash  the  jar  .in  a  jiffy  and  then  it  will 
be  ready  for  the  honey. 

"Here  is  the  thought,  God  sends  the 
Holy  Spirit  to  this  world  to  get  vessels 
for  His  use.  He  goes  to  John  Jones  and 
tells  him  He  has  need  of  him.  But  John 
says,  'Oh,  I'm  not  fit  to  be  a  vessel,  I'm  a 
great  sinner.'  But  the  gentle  voice  of  the 
Holy  Spirit  says,  'That  is  all  right.  Come 
on,  Jesus  will  fix  you  up.  He  died  and 
shed  His  precious  b!ood  for  that  pur- 
pose.' John  says,  'All  right,  if  He'll  take 
me  just  as  I  am,'  and  so  he  falls  at  the 
Master's  feet  and  says, 

"  'Just  as  I  am!  without  one  pica, 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou   bidd'sf    me    conic   to 

Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come!' 
"  'All  that  the  Father  giveth  me  shall 
come  to  me;  and  him  that  cometh  to  me 
I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out,'  John  6:37. 

"Come  now,  and  let  us  reason  together, 
saith  the  Lord:  though  your  sins  be  as 
scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as  snow; 
though  they  be  red  like  crimson,  they 
shall  be  as  wool,"  Isa.   1:18. 

"So  Jesus  never  turns  the  blackest  sin- 
ner away.  He  accepts  him  and  makes  him 
His  child.  Yes,  He  writes  his  name  on  the 
Lamb's  book  of  life.  Then  He  cleanses 
him  and  then  fills  him  with  the  Holy 
Spirit.  Now  you  know  the  Holy  Spirit 
will  not  abide  in  an  unclean  temple.  Isn't 
that  simple?  And  yet  people  are  some- 
times months  and  years  seeking,  because 
they  do  not  understand." 

Jane:  "Yes,  I  know  a  man  who  has  been 
seeking  the  Holy  Spirit  baptism  for  years. 
What  do  you  think  is  wrong  with  him?" 

Answer:  "Well,  there  might  be  more 
reasons  than  one.  When  James  brought 
me  the  jar  he  had  to  turn  it  over  to  me 
and  leave  it  in  my  hands  so  that  I  might 
empty  and  cleanse  it.  So  when  God  ac- 
cepts a  boy  (or  girl)  he  must  be  perfect- 
ly pliable  in  His  hands  so  that  He  can 
cleanse  him.  He  brings  first  one  thing  and 
then  another  before  him  that  is  in  his  life 
that  he  must  give  up.  If  he  readily  obeys 
then  God  can  complete  the  work  in  an  in- 
stant of  time,  but  if  he  does  not  obey  and 
yield,  then  He  cannot  complete  the  work. 
Right  here  is  the  place  where  many  back- 
slide and  return  to  the  world  and  its 
pleasures.  It  takes  a  yielded  life,  a  life  of 
obedience  to  the  will  of  God  to  reach  a 
sanctified  experience." 

Robert:  "Well,  now  I  understand  some 
of  my  experience  better.  It's  been  awfully 
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hard  for  me  to  keep  from  partaking  of 
some  of  the  old  worldly  pleasures  I  used 
to  partake  of  before  I  got  saved. 
Last  Sunday  one  of  my  unsaved 
boy  friends  insisted  that  I  go  fishing 
with  him  and  I  almost  decided  to 
go  and  something  within  said  'No,  you'd 
better  go  to  Sunday  School.'  Well,  I  did, 
but  I'm  sure  I  haven't  cut  loose  from  the 
world  as  I  should.  I'm  going  to  try  to 
yield  my  life  more  and  more.  I  surely 
want  all  of  you  to  pray  for  me  for  I 
want  to  be  sanctified  or  cleansed  from  all 
bad  habits  and  worldly  pleasures  so  that 
I  may  invite  the  Holy  Spirit  to  take  up 
His  abode  in  my  heart." 

Answer:  "Yes,  if  you  are  ever  a  soul 
winner  that  is  just  what  must  happen,  for 
Jesus  said,  'Ye  shall  receive  power,  after 
that  the  Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon  you: 
ye  shall  be  witnesses  unto  me  both  in  Je- 
rusalem, and  in  all  Judea,  and  in  Samaria, 
and  unto  the  uttermost  part  of  the 
earth.'  It  is  that  power  that  helps  you  to 
witness  for  the  Master.  Without  His 
power  anything  you  may  do  or  say  will 
be  as  sounding  brass  or  a  tinkling  cymbal. 
There  are  a  great  many  people  today  who 
have  been  members  of  churches  for  years 
and  never  remember  of  winning  a  soul 
for  Christ." 

Alice:  "A  man  told  me  recently  that 
these  people  in  the  upper  room  had  never 
been  saved  and  that  this  was  just  a  saved 
experience.   How  about  that?" 

Answer:  "It  is  evident  that  something 
had  happened  in  their  lives,  Alice,  for  in 
Luke  10:20  we  have  Jesus'  own  words, 
'Notwithstanding  in  this  rejoice  not,  that 
the  spirits  are  subject  unto  you;  but 
rather  rejoice,  because  your  names  are 
written  in  heaven.'  Then  in  Luke  24:5  0- 
5  3  we  find  this  group  of  people  was  en- 
joying the  presence  of  the  Lord.  Let  us 
see  what  Jesus  says,  'And  he  led  them  out 
as  far  as  Bethany,  and  he  lifted  up  his 
hands,  and  blessed  them.  And  it  came  to 
pass,  while  he  blessed  them,  he  was  parted 
from  them,  and  carried  up  into  heaven. 
And  they  worshipped  him,  and  returned 
to  Jerusalem  with  great  joy:  And  were 
continually  in  the  temple,  praising  and 
blessing  God.'  But  we  see  that  God  was 
not  satisfied  with  their  experience,  for  in 
Luke  24:49  He  said  to  them,  'And,  be- 
hold, I  send  the  promise  of  my  Father 
upon  you:  but  tarry  ye  in  the  city  of 
Jerusalem,  until  ye  be  endued  with  power 
from  on  high.'  So  you  can  be  saved  and 
cleansed  from  all  sin  and  then  not  have 
the  baptism  with  the  Holy  Spirit." 

Ellen:  "I  am  wondering  if  this  is  not 
what  is  wrong  with  many  church  mem- 
bers today,  they  have  stopped  short  of 
God's  best  for  them.  They  are  still  empty 
vessels." 

Answer:  "Yes,  I  am  sure  it  is.  Just  a 
few  days  ago  a  clipping  fell  into  my 
hands.  May  I  read  it  to  you? 

(Continued    on    page    30) 
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Fifteen  years  ago,  when  I  wrote  "So- 
phie's Sermon,"  I  had  little  thought  of 
the  wide-spread  circulation,  or  of  the 
great  good  that  would  be  accomplished 
through  it.  It  is  another  testimony  of 
the  truth  of  1  Corinthians  1:27,  28, 
that  God  hath  chosen  the  foolish  things 
of  the  world  to  confound  the  wise,  God 
hath  chosen  the  weak  things  of  the  world 
to  confound  the  things  which  are  mighty. 

It  was  with  pleasure  and  profit  I  lis- 
tened to  Sophie's  second  sermon,  which 
I  herewith  pass  on  to  the  reader,  with  a 
prayer  that  it  may  be  owned  of  God 
for  still   greater   blessings. 

The  passing  years  had  changed  her  but 
little,  there  was  the  same  happy,  con- 
tented  face   and   manner. 

I  said,  "Sophie  you  have  grown  stout 
since   I   saw   you    last." 

"Oh,  yes,"  said  she,  "why  shouldn't 
I?  Jesus'  religion  vas  no  lean  religion. 
I  haf  love  for  breakfast,  joy  for  dinner, 
und  peace  for  supper.  Last  year  I  spend 
not  a  penny  for  meat,  und  at  the  end 
of  the  year,  I  had  on  my  back  thirty 
pounds  more  alretty,  und  a  missionary 
in  Africa  on  what  1  saved." 

"Do   you   work   as   hard   as  ever?" 

"Oh  yes,  you  know  I  vas  called  to 
scrub  and  preach.  1  vas  a  borncd  preacher, 
und  as  I  vas  poor,  1  learned  to  work. 
There  are  some  people  who  are  conse- 
crated— all  but  their  hands,  they  don't 
vant  to  vork,  but  I  represent  a  toiling 
Jesus. 

"He  vasn't  afraid  to  work.  His  hands 
vas  rough  und  when  my  hands  get  hard 
playing  on  my  piano,  that's  what  I  calL 
my  washboard,  I  say  they  are  like  Jesus' 
now. 

"Washing  clothes,  brutter,  is  working 
for  purity,  und  the  more  purity  you  haf 
the  more  power  you  haf,  in  spiritual 
things. 

"Well,  I  work  so  hard,  the  defel  he 
gif  me  a  backache,  he  takes  you  in  the 
back,  or  head,  or  anywhere.  You  know 
he  put  Job  mit  boils  from  his  feets  to 
his  head.  So  1  gets  me  a  rocking-chair, 
but  I  no  time  to  sit  in  it,  und  I  vas  al- 
ways falling  over  the  rockers.  Father 
said,  'You  gif  that  chair  to  the  poor  sick 
man  next  door,  you  can  lean  back  on 
Me,  I  will  be  your  Rocking-Chair.' 

"A  woman  1  wash  for  said,  Sophie, 
vill   you   wash   for   me   in   heaven?' 

"I  said,  'You  got  to  get  washed  before 
you  get  there.'  She  vas  always  finding 
fault.  I  call  her  Mrs.  Hurry  Worry,  there 
is   a    large    family   of    those    peoples. 

"She  would  say,  'Hurry,  Sophie,  hurry.' 

"I    tell    you,    brutter,    hurry-worry    is 


the    defel's    doctrine,    peace    and    quiet    is 
the  Lord's. 

"I  used  to  travel  on  the  hurry-worry 
train,  when  I  lived  in  the  Seventh  of 
Romans,  but  I  moved  out  of  that  neigh- 
borhood into  Thanksgiving  Avenue,  and 
now  I  starts  my  train  from  the  Eighth 
of  Romans,  where  there  is  no  condemna- 
tion. Jesus  is  the  Engineer,  and  there  is 
no  collisions  on   that  road. 

"Veil  my  lady  vas  on  the  hurry  train, 
und  got  no  time  for  prayers,  till  the 
wash  vas  out.  She  don't  care  lor  God  in 
the  morning,  but  when  it  gets  dark  she 
says,   'Sophie,   I   guess  you  better  pray.' 

"She  vant  God  to  keep  her  over  night, 
but  we  mustn't  stop  to  pick  the  crooked- 
ness out  of  peoples  or  you  get  cross-eyed. 
When  my  lady  found  fault,  1  say,  'Now, 
Lord,  this  is  you  working  for  this  wom- 
an. There  is  six  tubs  to  get  out.  Now, 
if  she  says  'hurry'  again,  don't  you  no- 
tice  her.' 

"That's  the  way  I  keep  patient.  If  you 
lose  patience,  you  lose  ground,  und 
ground  is  property,  und  you  don't  vant 
to   lose   that. 

"It's  a  good  thing  to  haf  God  in  you 
und  round  you,  above  you  und  beneath 
you,  to  keep  you  cool  in  summer  und 
warm   in   winter. 

"I  don't  haf  to  go  to  camp  meeting 
to  get   warmed   up  or  stewed  over. 

"1  take  a  whole  Christ.  He  is  my 
holiness. 

"Some  peoples  are  so  wholly  sancti- 
fied that  they  are  disagreeable  to  live 
mit.  They  are  Church  angels  und  home 
defels,  there  is  a  big  difference  between 
Churchianity  und  Christianity.  Some 
what  are  sweet  at  Church  are  quite  sour 
at  home.  I  vant  a  doorstep  religion.  One 
I   can   talk  about  on  my  own   doorstep. 

"All  Christians  ought  to  be  sweet, 
they  are  a  preserved  people,  'preserved 
in  Christ,'  but  some  of  them  must  haf 
fell  into  the  pickle  jar,  they  are  so  sour. 

"I  find  the  only  way  to  lead  the  right 
life  is  to  commit  suicide  every  day.  You 
haf  to  die  daily  und  go  to  your  own 
funeral.  You  die  to  mean  sell,  und  then 
you  haf  to  up  und  die  to  good  self, 
und  the  sooner  you  die,  the  better  you 
live. 

I  went  to  my  own  funeral  und  come 
back  alive.  1  vas  buried  und  corned  up 
on  the  other  side.  The  resurrection  lite 
is   the  one  I  live  now. 

"A  man  said  to  me,  'There  is  no  here- 
after.' 'Veil,'  I  said,  'there  is  a  bright 
now  if  you  serve  Jesus.' 

"He  said,  'Which  you  rather  haf,  a 
guilt)-    conscience    und    a    million    dollars 
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or  a  clear  conscience  mitout  the  million?' 
"I   told   him   I   vas  a  lucky  child,   for 
I    got    a    clear    conscience    und    vas    the 
child   of   a   Millionaire. 

"That's  better  than  hafing  the  million 
yourself,  you  don't  haf  the  worry  und 
care  of  the  money,  und  all  you  haf  to 
do  if  you  vant  something  is  to  say,  'Fa- 
ther, please,  I  vant  so  und  so,'  und  He 
gif  it. 

"Sometimes  I  may  be  short  in  pocket, 
but  I  haf  always  a  full  heart  und  a  rich 
Father. 

"Some  Christians  are  like  a  child,  when 
you  shake  a  stick  at  it,  away  it  goes 
crying;  such  peoples  lose  ther  religion 
when  they  see  trouble  coming  their  way. 
They  are  showery  Christians — the  cloudy 
kind,  mit  eyes  full  of  rain. 

"I  try  to  haf  lots  of  sunshine  mit 
me,  und  if  you  want  to  shine  for  Jesus, 
you  must  let  Him  put  the  sunshine  in 
you. 

"The  girls  where  I  work  say,  'Here 
comes  Sunshine.  Gif  us  one  of  those 
hallelujahs,  Sophie.' 

"Of  course  the  defel  tries  me.  He 
got  a  permit  to  try  Job,  but  the  Lord  put 
a  hedge  around  Job,  und  all  the  defel 
could  do  vas  to  make  corns  on  his  feet 
trotting  around  the  hedge,  he  couldn't 
touch  Job.  So  he  gets  a  permit  to  try 
Sophie,  but  when  he  comes  ringing  my 
bell,  I  always  send  Jesus  to  the  door. 

"I  say,  'Lord,  you  tend  the  bell. 
There's  that  old  fellow  there  und  you 
know  how  to  settle  mit  him.' 

"He  tries  to  send  up  his  visiting  card. 
You  know,  brutter,  discouragement  is 
the  defel's  visiting  card,  but  I  don't 
took  it. 

"They  have  so  sugared  him  up  these 
days  that  you  hardly  know  him,  but  he 
is  around  just   the  same. 

"His  promises  are  like  cream  puffs, 
mitout  the  cream — puffed  up,  but  holler 
inside. 

"He  comes  to  me  and  says,  'How  you 
feel,   Sophie,  how   you   feel?' 

"I  say,  'Nefer  you  mind;  I  don't  as- 
sociate mit  your  Mrs.  Feel.  I  walk  mit 
Mrs.  Faith.'  That's  the  way  I  lead  the 
eagle  life.  God  puts  wings  on  me  und 
I  can  soar  above  the  defel,  und  God  will 
put   wheels  in   you   to  keep  you   going. 

"That's  my  bikesickle;  it  don't  knock 
peoples  down,   it  lifts  them  up. 

"When  I  vas  washing  the  other  day, 
Father  said,  'You  take  a  text  and  let  it 
soak  in.  I  vill  talk  it  into  you,  then 
you  can  talk  it  out.'  You  see  we  can't 
talk  all  the  time.  We  must  be  mummies 
sometimes. 

"I  said,  'Father,  I  hab  no  meeting  to 
go  to,  but  you  know  my  number,  if 
you  vant  me  anywhere  you  send  for 
me.' 

"When  I  got  home  there  was  a  call 
(Continued  on  page  21) 
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Reaching  For  You 

Don't  you  hear  the  voice  of  Jesus  call- 
ing you?  He  is  calling  tonight  for  you 
poor  sinner!  Give  Him  your  heart  and  let 
Him  come  in  to  abide  with  you.  He  will 
never  leave  you  comfortless  but  will  stay 
with  you.  He  is  standing  with  His  blessed 
outstretched  hands  asking  you  to  come 
unto  Him  and  let  Him  make  you  happy. 
There  is  nothing  in  sin  but  trouble.  You 
may  have  pleasures  for  a  little  while  and 
then  your  heart  is  heavy  with  a  burden  of 
sin.  You  don't  understand  but  Jesus  does. 
Listen  to  His  sweet  tender  voice!  Can't 
you  hear  Him  calling  you?  If  I  could  just 
get  you  by  the  hand  and  carry  you  to  Je- 
sus I  surely  would,  but  I  can't.  I  can  on- 
ly pray  to  God  for  you.  If  you  will  tell 
Him  that  you  are  tired  of  sin  and  you 
want  to  cast  your  burden  upon  Him,  then 
your  burden  will  roll  away  and  you  will 
be  happy.  You  can  lie  down  and  say  it 
is  well  with  my  soul.  Thank  God,  it  is 
sweet  to  trust  in  Jesus.  I  am  looking  for 
Him  to  come  in  the  clouds  of  glory, 
aren't  you?  Are  you  ready?  It  pays  to  be 
ready. 

I  love  the  Lord  and  His  work  with  all 
my  heart.  I  desire  to  work  for  Him.  He 
has  been  so  good  to  me  and  healed  me 
many  times.  I  have  been  serving  Jesus 
about  five  years.  I  am  almost  twenty-six 
years  old  and  how  I  regret  my  life  that 
was  wasted  for  the  devil.  I  have  had  more 
joy  and  pleasure  living  for  Jesus  than  all 
the  years  I  lived  for  the  devil.  The  thing 
which  brought  me  to  God  was  the  prayers 
my  dear  old  mother  prayed. 

Young  people,  I  loved  the  world  as 
well  as  you  do,  but  listen,  there  is  noth- 
ing but  sorrow  and  disappointment,  dis- 
grace and  trouble.  While  in  the  world  I 
was  wild  about  it.  I  would  go  car  riding 
at  nights  and  to  the  dance  halls  and  other 
worldly  places  while  my  dear  mother  was 
at  home  walking  the  floor,  praying  and 
crying.  I  loved  my  mother  and  didn't 
realize  how  I  was  grieving  her  heart.  If 
it  were  not  for  my  mother's  prayers  and 
others,  I  might  have  been  in  hell  this 
morning.  Thank  God  for  a  praying 
mother. 

I  was  well  and  strong,  my  cheeks  were 
red  and  rosy,  my  eyes  were  bright  in  one 
way,  but  I  was  blind  in  sin.  I  had  never 
been  sick  a  day  since  a  small  child.  Mother 
kept  praying  for  God  to  save  her  girl 
some  way;  she  didn't  know  how  God  was 
going  to  answer  her  prayer.  One  day  I 
took  very  ill.  A  great  affliction  was  sent 
on  me  because  of  my  disobedience  to  God 
and  mother.  If  I  could  just  call  back  the 
days  I  spent  in  sin  I  would  give  all  my 


life  to  the  blessed  Savior. 

Dear  girls  and  boys,  please  accept  Jesus 
now  and  let  Him  make  you  happy.  My 
days  serving  the  dear  Lord  are  my  hap- 
piest days.  I  intend  to  keep  Jesus  in  my 
life  as  long  as  I  live  and  when  I  depart  I 
shall  be  with  Jesus  forevermore. 

I  feel  the  fire  in  my  soul  right  now. 
You  may  say,  What  kind  of  fire?  It's  that 
heavenly  fire  that  makes  you  know  you 
are  a  child  of  the  great  King.  Don't  you 
want  this  blessing  today?  It  is  for  you  if 
you  will  seek  the  Lord.  2  Chron.  7:14,  "If 
m,y  people,  which  are  called  by  my  name, 
shall  humble  themselves,  and  pray,  and 
seek  my  face,  and  turn  from  their  wicked 
ways;  then  will  I  hear  from  heaven,  and 
will  forgive  their  sins,  and  will  heal  their 
land."  Oh,  how  sad  to  think  how  chil- 
dren rise  up  against  their  parents  and  put 
them  to  death,  even.  Brothers  will  rise 
up  against  brothers  and  fathers  against 
sons  and  sons  against  fathers.  The  Bible 
tells  us  that  this  will  happen  in  the  last 
days.  You  may  say,  Well,  I  wouldn't  do 
anything  like  that.  You  don't  know  what 
you  will  do  when  you  are  a  slave  to  sin. 
There  have  been  many  precious  lives  lost 
in  a  moment  of  time. 

Jesus  said,  "I  called  and  you  refused,  I 
stretched  out  my  hand  and  you  regarded 
it  not."  Oh,  those  blessed  nail-pierced 
hands.  Can't  you  see  them  reaching  to 
you?  Please  accept  Him  as  your  person- 
al Savior.  Today  is  the  day  of  salvation, 
harden  not  your  heart.  Matt.  7:7,  8. 
"Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you;  seek,  and 
ye  shall  find;  knock,  and  it  shall  be 
opened  unto  you:  For  every  one  that  ask- 
eth  receiveth;  and  he  that  seeketh  find- 
eth;  and  to  him  that  knocketh  it  shall  be 
opened."  Thank  God  for  the  blessed 
promise  Jesus  gave  us.  "Come  unto  me, 
all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and 
I  will  give  you  rest.  Take  my  yoke  upon 
you,  and  learn  of  me;  for  I  am  meek  and 
lowly  in  heart:  and  ye  shall  find  rest  unto 
your  souls.  For  my  yoke  is  easy,  and  my 
burden  is  light." 

That  is  the  greatest  rest  you  will  ever 
find.  Oh,  come  and  drink  of  the  waters 
of  life  freely.  Jesus  said,  "Blessed  are  they 
that  do  hunger  and  thirst  after  righteous- 
ness, for  they  shall  be  filled." 

May  God  bless  every  one  who  reads 
this.  I  hope  to  meet  you  in  glory. 
Look  for  me  for  I  will  be  there. — Mes- 
sage of  love  from  a  Greenville  girl. 

LOST 

I  well  remember  when  but  a  small 
child  living  far  out  in  the  country  we 
children  had   to  walk  a  long  distance  to 


school.  We  were  very  poor  and  othei 
children  picked  and  nagged  at  us.  On 
one  afternoon  as  we  were  returning  from 
school,  the  other  children  had  gone  on 
ahead  and  crossed  the  creek.  After  they 
crossed  they  took  the  footplank  away 
so  we  would  have  to  wade  through  the 
cold  water.  When  we  saw  the  plank  had 
been  removed  we  decided  to  go  around 
the  creek  and  reach  the  other  side.  We 
walked  and  walked  but  could  not  reach 
the  other  side.  Finally  we  realized 
we  were  lost.  Mother  was  a  devot- 
ed Christian  and  had  taught  us  tc 
pray  so  sister  said  to  me,  "Ida,  let 
us  pray."  I  can  now  see  three  children 
as  they  went  down  on  their  knees  tc 
pray.  We  had  not  prayed  long  until  we 
heard  a  voice  call,  "What  is  the  matter 
with  you  children?"  How  glad  we  were 
to  be  directed  to  our  home.  While  yet 
a  distance  from  the  house  we  could  see 
mother  out  in  the  yard  looking  for  us. 
and  how  good  it  was  to  see  our  mothei 
again. 

For  days  and  nights  after  this  we  were 
worried  about  being  lost  and  that  ha* 
never   faded  from  my  memory. 

My  younger  brother,  who  was  with 
us  on  the  afternoon,  is  at  present  lost  ir. 
sin.  Will  you  join  me  in  special  prayei 
that  God  will  save  his  soul  before  it  is 
eternally  too  late? 

Also,  let  us  do  our  very  best  to  reach 
every  poor  boy  and  girl  who  are  out 
of  the  ark  of  safety  and  heip  them  tc 
the  fold.  Remember  the  harvest  is  white 
but  the  laborers  are  few. — Ida  Mont- 
gomery,  Greenville,   S.   C. 


Tried  and  Tempted 

When  you  are  sad  and  blue  and  the  way 

is  dark, 
You  get  down  upon  your  knees  and  pray 

unto  the  Lord; 
He  will  make  the  way  bright  and  clear. 
For   He   has    heard    and    answered    every 
prayer. 

When  you  are  discouraged  and  it   seems 

you  can't  be  true, 
Just  read  the  words  of  Jesus  and  it  will 

comfort  you; 
Oh,  don't  give  up,  Jesus  is  pleading, 
Oh,  can't  you  see  His  scars  still  bleeding? 

He  died  for  you  and  every  man, 

Don't  loose  your  grip  on  His  unchanging 

hand. 
After  you  have  gone  the  last  mile  of  the 

way, 
Jesus  will  meet  you  on  that  day. 
You'll   inherit   a   mansion   on   a   street   of 

gold, 
And    there   you    will    live    while    eternity 

shall  roll. 


-LeRoy  Kent,  Lindale,  Ga, 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  was  reading  the  June  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  I  felt  as  though  I 
should  write  to  you  and  the  good  paper, 
which  I  believe  is  the  best  paper  ever 
printed. 

While  I  was  reading  the  story,  "Under 
Whose  Wings,"  and  the  Sinner's  Page  a 
weeping  spirit  came  over  me  for  sinners 
who  have  not  accepted  Christ.  Christians, 
if  there  ever  was  a  time  to  pray  it  is  now. 
I  believe  we  won't  have  to  spend  but  a 
few  more  days  on  this  earth  until  our 
Savior  Jesus  Christ  will  come  and  catch 
away  His  saints.  Oh,  how  I  praise  God 
for  this  old   time  salvation. 

Although  my  father  never  prayed  for 
me  I  thank  God  for  a  good  Christian 
mother.  She  has  reared  us  two  girls  up  in 
the  Church  of  God.  She  has  carried  me 
many  times  to  church  when  just  a  baby. 
I  am  twenty  years  of  age  now.  I  don't 
regret  one  hour  or  minute  that  I  have 
worked  for  my  Savior.  1  want  to  be  on 
the  battle  field  for  my  Lord  every  day. 

As  I  want  to  attend  Bible  School  next 
fall  I  desire  every  one's  prayers  that 
God  will  provide  a  way  for  me  to  at- 
tend. We  need  more  of  the  Word  of  God 
every  day.  Oh  praise  God  for  His  Word. 

Sister  Harrison,  I  don't  know  what 
makes  me  write  this  way  but  if  I  never 
get  to  see  you  again  on  this  earth  I  in- 
tend, by  the  help  of  God,  to  shake  hands 
with  you  in  heaven.  We  think  of  you 
and  your  untiring  efforts  you  are  put- 
ting forth  to  our  good  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  am  glad  that  I  can  say  I  am  a  Gideon. 

We  are  praying  for  you  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway  here  at  Princeton. 
Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  that  we  will 
step  out  on  His  promises  and  let  God 
use  us  as  He  wills. 

Every  reader  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
pray  for  me  that  I  will  be  an  overcomer. 
— Miss  Ethel  Lee  Dowdy. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  you  for  the  Lighted  Pathways 
you  sent  me.  I  have  never  read  anything 
that  I  enjoyed  as  much  as  I  do  these 
papers.  I  keep  them  on  my  bed  and  sleep 
with  them  at  my  head  at  night.  I  read 
some  to  the  others  who  cannot  read,  some 
are  blind.  I  pray  that  I  will  get  better  so 
I  can  read  the  Bible  also,  and  sing  two  or 
three  songs  in  the  evening. 

I  have  been  sick  ever  since  the  first  of 
March.  I  can  only  sit  up  a  little  at  a  time. 
Please  pray  for  me  that  I  will  get  closer 
to  the  Lord. 

Again  I  want  to  thank  you  for  those 
wonderful  Lighted  Pathways. — Mrs.  J.  D. 


Reed,  Teetersville,  Ky. 

NOTE:  This  letter  comes  from  the 
old  folks'  home.  God  bless  our  dear  sis- 
ter. A  letter  from  some  of  our  women  or 
young  people,  or  a  post  card  shower  from 
some  Y.  P.  E.  would  be  a  great  blessing  to 
her. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  from  the  Oklahoma  state. 
We  wish  to  let  you  know  about  a  won- 
derful young  people's  band  we  have  here. 
We  started  with  thirteen  in  number  in 
March  and  now  our  attendance  has 
reached  one  hundred  and  twenty  and  of 
this  number  there  are  about  thirty  who 
are  Christians  and  several  have  the  Holy 
Ghost  blessing.  We  have  them  divided  in 
groups.  Brother  Alvin  Arter  is  in  charge 
of  the  boys  and  Sister  Mary  Arter,  his 
wife,  in  charge  of  the  girls.  Pray  for  us  at 
Lindsay,  Oklahoma. — Brother  and  Sister 
U.  E.  Hopkins,  pastor  and  leader. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  Church  of 
God  and  for  its  young  people's  paper,  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Both  have  been  such 
a  blessing  to  me  by  awakening  and  in- 
spiring me  to  the  better  spiritual  things 
of  life. 

Starting  at  your  God-given  editorials 
to  the  last  page  of  Glints  of  Knowledge 
such  good  articles  give  nourishment  to  my 
soul. 

I  am  a  delivered  Catholic  whom  God 
has  brought  into  the  glorious  light  of 
truth.  Having  just  completed  our  Bible 
Correspondence  Course,  I  find  myself 
more  eager  than  ever  to  be  whole-hearted- 
ly working  for  our  Lord  and  Savior  Jesus 
Christ  in  these  last  evil  days. 

God  bless  every  one  of  your  efforts  and 
pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  in  Baltimore. — Al- 
berta Schwartz,  Baltimore,  Md. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name.  I  want  to  stop 
here  and  praise  the  Lord  for  you  and  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  Through  reading  it  I 
am  helped  to  Christ. 

I  now  think  of  the  grand  things  I 
missed  before  Sister  B.  S.  Moody  brought 
those  Lighted  Pathways  to  me  one  year 
ago  in  St.  Vincent  hospital.  Really  I  have 
enjoyed  my  salvation  better  since  I 
started  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
can  hardly  wait  from  one  issue  to  the 
next. — Gladys  Clurry,  Doctors  Inlet,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  finished  reading  the  Ma}' 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  it  has 
helped   me   so  much.    I   think   there   is  no 


other  paper  printed  like  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. It  has  been  so  much  help  to  me. 
When  I  am  tempted  to  turn  back  I  turn 
to  the  Helps  for  Tempted  and  Tried  page 
and  read  the  good  words  and  they  seem  to 
say  "fight  on,  fight  on."  The  Bible  lesson 
on  temptations  made  me  realize  that  I 
could  go  on  if  I  would  put  my  trust  in 
God  and  pray  more.  Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at 
Ladonia  is  doing  fine.  The  only  thing  we 
need  is  more  young  people  filled  with  the 
Holy  Ghost.  May  God  bless  you  in  your 
work  and  please  pray  for  me  to  have  a 
closer  walk  with  God. — Mrs.  John  White, 
Commerce  St.,  Ladonia,  Tex. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  thought  many  times  of  writing 
you  to  try  to  express  my  appreciation  for 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  seems  like  every 
copy  gets  better.  It  certainly  has  been  a 
blessing  to  me,  it  comes  in  so  handy  in 
getting  up  programs  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  It 
also  helps  to  encourage  and  inspire  me 
so  I  just  can't  help  but  appreciate  it.  I 
enjoy  selling  the  Lighted  Pathway  too. 

i  praise  the  Lord  for  what  He  really 
means  to  me,  for  saving  me  from  a  life 
of  sin  and  showing  me  this  good  holiness 
way  and  adding  me  to  the  Church  of 
God.  I  want  to  live  a  life  before  this 
world  that  people  can  see  Jesus  in  me.  I 
want  to  be  a  better  worker  for  the  Y.  P. 
E.  Jesus  is  soon  coming  and  if  there  ever 
was  a  time  we  Church  of  God  people 
needed  to  work  for  the  Lord  it  is  now. 

Pray  for  me  that  I'll  ever  stand  true 
and  be  a  worker  for  Jesus  and  a  booster 
for  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  the  Lighted  Path- 
way.— Miss  Elizabeth  McDaniel,  Dillon, 
S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  would  be  an  injustice  to  our  feelings 
if  we  did  not  write  to  express  our  grate- 
fulness to  Elder  C.  Hughes  for  introduc- 
ing to  us  the  Lighted  Pathway.  As  we 
read  the  various  articles  we  have  been 
greatly  inspired.  We  enjoy  reading  the 
vital  truths,  which  encourage  us  to 
launch  further  into  the  depths  of  Christ. 
We  will  not  let  it  die  but  will  pass  it  on 
to  those  who  are  desirous  to  live  a  life  hid 
with  Christ  in  God  and  further  still,  to 
those  who  are  without  Christ  in  their 
life,  that  they  through  its  inspiration  may 
seek  Him  and  find  Him  as  their  personal 
friend  and  Savior. 

Our  hearts  rejoice  to  know  that  our 
feet  are  on  this  lighted  pathway. 

May  God  continue  to  bless  you  and  give 
you  strength  day  after  day. — Martha  Wil- 
liams, Pembroke,  E.  Bermuda. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  praise  the  Lord  because  I  can  say  we 
have  a  Y.  P.  E.  at  Jasper,  Ala. 

Although  I  have  never  written  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  show  my  apprecia- 
(Continued   on   page   20) 
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through, 
The  greatest  and  best  friend  I  ever  knew, 
My  Savior. 


Our  &  2>  S.  <£oets 


Conversion 

Emma  Sue  Sublette 


( 14  years  old) 

Dear  friends,  if  you  will  listen, 
A  beautiful  story  I'll  tell, 
How  Jesus  Christ  the  Son  of  God, 
Came  in  my  heart  to  dwell. 

It  was  the  year  of  thirty-nine, 
And  Sunday  was  the  night, 
That  Jesus  was  revealed  to  me 
And  I  received  my  sight. 

Though  blind  in  sin  and  darkness, 
The  Savior  bade  me  come; 
"There's  nothing  I  require  of  you, 
The  work's  already  done." 

And  I  was  really  born  again, 
Of  God  through  His  dear  Son, 
It  was  so  very  simple 
When  my  trust  He  once  had  won. 

He's  been  a  loving  Savior, 
He  keeps  me  day  by  day, 
He's  made  me  free  and  happy 
And  changed  my  night  to  day. 

Each  day  He  grows  still  sweeter, 
My  all  on  Him  is  laid; 
He  is  my  Lord  and  Master, 
Since  He  my  ransom  paid. 

This  world  no  longer  charms  me, 
He  is  my  hope,  my  stay, 

0  sinner,  won't  you  trust  Him? 
There  is  no  other  way. 

The  Shining  Way 

By  B.  M.  Hensley 

Father,  help  us   to  work,  help   us   to  be 

true, 
Keep  us  and  lead  us  closer  to  you; 
Knowing  that  you  will  soon  appear 
This  hope  helps  us  to  keep  ever  near, 
Knowing  sometime  along  the  way 
We  will  make  a  step  to  a  more  perfect 

day. 

We   think   of   the   traveler   with   a   heavy 

load, 
Not  knowing  just  where  he  is  to  make  his 

abode, 
But  I  hope  today  that  we  might  say 
Something  that  would  help  him   to  find 

the  way, 
Jesus  says,  "I  am  the  way," 
Just  keep  clean  and  follow   today. 

1  used  to  drink  and  gamble  too; 
Jesus  can  make  a  man  of  you! 


Give  up  your  habits  and  walk  upright, 
And  Jesus  will  show  you  this  wonderful 

light. 

He  will  feed  you  in  pastures  green, 
He  will  show  you  things  you  have  never 

seen; 
He  will  keep  you  in  time  of  need, 
He  will  make  you  to  love  His  creed. 

Don't  Forget  to  Pray 

Sometimes  we  are  too  busy 
And  our  thoughts  run  far  away, 
We  heed  not  the  Master's  calling, 
Yes,  we  forget  to  pray. 

So  when  the  tempter  is  near  you 
And  trials  fill  the  day, 
Just  get  alone  with  Jesus 
And  don't  forget  to  pray. 

Let  us  heed  the  command  of  Jesus, 
What  He  told  His  disciples  one  day, 
"What  I  say  unto  you,  I  say  unto  all, 
Watch  and  pray." 

St.  Luke  18:1,  "And  he  spake  a  parable 
unto 

Them  to  this  end, 
Men  ought  always  to  pray, 

And  not  to  faint." 

Pray  without  ceasing. 
— Mrs.  Laura  I.  Taylor,  Baltimore,  hid. 

Thanks 

We  thank  thee,  precious  Jesus, 
For  good  salvation  free, 
For  prayer  that  draws  us  closer, 
And  thanks  to  God  for  Thee. 

We  also  thank  you  for  your  life, 
Which  you  gave  upon  the  cross 
That  we  might  all,  with  great  delight, 
Get  rid  of  all  our  dross. 

We  also  thank  you  for  your  love, 
And  every  blessing  too; 
For  every  promise  that  you've  promised, 
And  every  Christian  true. 

And  thanks  to  you  for  every  trial, 
And  every  victory; 
For  every  moment  of  the  day, 
That  we  are  worshipping  Thee. 

There's   another   thing,   dear    Lord, 
And  faith  makes  us  believe 
That  you  will  help  us  in  this  world, 
To  be  more  thankful  to  Thee. 

— S.  D.  Weaver,  Kockmart,  Ga. 

My  Savior 

Someone  to  cheer  me  when  I  am  blue, 


Someone  to  keep  me  when  storms  arise, 

Someone  to  teach  me  and  make  me  wise, 

Someone  who'll  take  me  beyond  the  skies, 

My  Savior. 

Someone  to  clothe  me  when  I  am  bare, 
Someone  on  whom  I  may  cast  my  care, 
Someone  who  will  my  burdens  bear, 
My  Savior. 

Someone  who'll  lead  me  night  and  day, 
And  direct  my  path  in  the  narrow  way, 
With  Him  I'm  determined  to  always  stay, 
My  Savior. 

Someone  who  some  day  will  say,  "Enough 
You've   traveled   the  road,   though   steep 

and  rough, 
Henceforth  I've  a  crown  for  you  laid  up, 
In  heaven." 

— Earl  Golden. 


Peace 

Peace  within  my  heart  and  soul 

Is  joy  beyond  compare; 
Peace  more  precious  than  all  gold, 

Peace  the  world  cannot  share. 

Peace  not  brought  about  by  man, 

But  peace  that  is  wrought  with  love, 

Peace  the  world  can't  understand 
This  peace  from  above. 

Peace  while  battlefields  do  rage, 

Peace  while  the  ages  roll, 
Peace  the  world  cannot  take  away 

Is  the  peace  within  my  soul. 

— Beulah  L.  Carter,  Asheboro,  N.  C. 


The  Master's  Design 

When  we  look  at  evening  o'er  the  hill- 
tops and  see 

The  golden  sun  sinking  into  the  far-off 
West, 

Then  we  catch  a  vision  of  the  glory  to  be 

And  know  that  the  Master  has  planned  it 
best. 

He  put  the  rainbow  in  the  clouds  above, 

He  gave  the  birds  every  sweet  song  of 
love, 

All  the  flowers  that  bloom  with  their 
sweet  perfume; 

He  made  the  stars  to  twinkle  out  His 
great  love, 

He  made  the  dewdrops  fall  softly  from 
above, 

Just  to  you  and  me  He  will  give  His 
great  love, 

The  sun  and  the  rain  and  the  bright  gold- 
en grain, 

His  hands  designed  them  all. 

— Hoyle  E.  Welshan,  Maryville,  Tenn. 
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It's  You 


the    kind    of 


"If  you   want   to   work 
church 

Like  the  kind  of  church  you  like, 
You  needn't  slip  your  clothes  in  a  grip 

And  start  on  a  long,  long  hike. 

"You'll  only  find  what  you  left  behind, 
For  there's  nothing  that's  really  new; 

It's  a  knock  at  yourself  when  you  knock 
your  church, 
It  isn't  your  church — it's  you! 

"Real   churches  aren't      made      by      men 
afraid 

Lest  somebody  else  go  ahead; 
When  everyone  works  and  nobody  shirks, 

You  can  raise  a  church  from  the  dead. 

"And   if   while   you    make   your    personal 
stake 
Your  neighbor  can  make  one,  too, 
Your  church   will   be   what  you   want    to 


It   isn't   your   church — it's   you. 


-Sel. 


Deliberate  Action 

Acts  8:22. 

Folks  call  him  "Rusty"  because  of  his 
friendly  qualities — it  is  a  term  of  endear- 
ment. Rusty  is  a  supply  minister  in  Kan- 
sas. The  Rev.  M.  A.  Dawber  was  driving 
with  this  minister  when  they  were  en- 
gaged in  a  conversation  concerning  sin. 
Suddenly,  they  saw  sliding  across  the  dus- 
ty road  just  ahead  of  them  a  big,  black 
snake. 

"See  that  fellow?"  said  Rusty.  "Well, 
preaching  about  sin  is  just  like  this.  If  I 
run  over  the  snake's  tail  at  the  rate  we 
are  going  we  shall  hardly  touch  him. 
Sometimes  we  preachers  are  like  that — get 
over  sin  so  quickly  we  don't  even  touch 
it." 

"But  watch  me  kill  that  snake!"  Slow- 


ing down  the  car  and  putting  on  the 
brakes,  he  ran  over  the  snake's  head. 
"That's  the  way  to  kill  snakes,"  said  Rus- 
ty, "and  that's  the  way  to  kill  sin,  also. 
Go  slow,  and  hit  it  square  on  the  head." — 
W.  J.  Hart. 

A  Transfiguring  Text 

The  famous  English  preacher.  Dr.  G. 
Campbell  Morgan,  told  his  great  West- 
minister congregation  how,  a  great  many 
years  ago,  his  entire  ministry  was  altered 
as  the  result  of  a  text  of  Scripture.  "I  had 
read  it  a  thousand  times,"  he  said,  "had 
preached  from  it,  theorized  about  it;  but 
on  this  occasion,  when  I  read  it  again,  it 
gripped  me.  I  can  describe  it  as  nothing 
else  than  a  revelation.  The  words  of  the 
text  were:  'But  when  He  saw  the  multi- 
tudes, He  was  moved  with  compassion.'  1 
seemed  suddenly  to  see  into  the  very  core 
of  the  heart  of  God.  It  changed  every- 
thing in  my  life  and  in  my  ministry.  I 
cried,  'O  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me! 
Touch  me  also  ivith  that  compassion!'  " 

Dr.  Morgan  is  not  the  only  man  whose 
life  has  been  transfigured  by  a  great  shaft 
of  light  from  the  revealing  Word  of  God. 
Millions  have  found  guidance,  comfort, 
and  power  in  its  messages  of  wisdom,  of 
healing,  of  compassionate  love.  The  Word 
of  God  is  quick  and  powerful.  It  is  indeed 
the  Sword  of  the  Spirit,  which  searches 
out  the  deep  things  of  man's  heart,  and 
which  summons  him  to  fight  the  good 
fight  of  faith.  And  is  any  of  its  ministries 
more  beautiful  or  more  necessary  today 
in  this  weary,  war-torn  world  than  to 
bring  to  us  the  selfless  love  which  was  in 
Him  who,  when  He  saw  the  multitudes, 
was  moved  with  such  wondrous  compas- 
sion that  He  laid  down  His  life  for  His 
brethren?  Surely  what  the  world  needs 
pre-eminently    is   an   outpouring   of   love. 


The  multitudes  are  even  yet  as  sheep  not 
having  a  shepherd,  and  many  among  them 
are  unloving  and  unlovable.  But  those 
who  would  do  the  work  of  the  redeeming 
Christ  are  helpless  to  win  them  unless  they 
are  "moved  with  compassion."  Until  then, 
no  man  can  really  see  into  the  heart  of 
God. — Reformed  Messenger. 

How  to  Help  the  Preacher 

If  you  want  to  make  your  preacher  the 
best  preacher  that  ever  lived,  try  some  of 
the  things  listed  below: 

Regularly  attend  prayer  meeting. 

Always  attend  Sunday  evening  service. 

Sacrifice  to  be  at  the  morning  service. 

Habitually  be  on  time  at   the  services. 

Consider  the  church  service  your  most 
important  engagement. 

Show  yourself  friendly  to  all  present. 

Be  cordial  with  your  pastor. 

Call  often  at  the  parsonage. 

Sometimes  thank  the  pastor  for  the  ser- 
mon. 

Tell   him   you  appreciate  his  efforts. 

Offer  to  help  him. 

Let  him  feel  you  enjoy  his  sermons  as 
well   as  others  you  hear. 

Make  him  feel  that  you  appreciate  his 
being  your  pastor. 

Speak  well  of  him  to  strangers  and  out- 
siders. 

Speak    well   of   him    before   your   child. 

Make  him  welcome  when  he  calls. 

Invite  him  if  he  doesn't  call  often 
enough. 

Don't  criticize  him  and  his  family's 
dress. 

Don't  criticize  his  wife  for  not  mixing 
in  everything. 

Don't  tell  folks  his  wife  is  trying  to 
run   things. 

Take  your  Sunday  company  to  church. 

Let  him  know  when  you  are  sick. 

Pray  as  much  as  you  can. 

Love  him  and  pray  for  him. — Sel. 

Preaching  Doesn't  Mean  Much 

Ministers  as  well  as  laymen  too  often 
entertain  this  idea.  Dr.  Charles  R.  Brown 
tells  of  leaving  his  pulpit  one  Sunday 
evening  rather  discouraged.  The  attend- 
ance was  unusually  small.  It  seemed  as  if 
the  sermon  hadn't  "gone  across." 

The  preacher  went  to  his  study,  closed 
the  door  and  sat  down  to  think  of  his 
failure.  After  a  few  moments  there  was 
a  timid  knock  at  the  study  entrance  and 
a  young  man  entered.  After  seating  him- 
self wearily,  his  arms  on  Dr.  Brown\ 
desk,  he  poured  out  his  heart. 

"I  came  to  church  tonight  with  a 
heavy  load  upon  my  heart.  You  know,  I 
work  at  a  bank  several  blocks  from  here, 
and  for  nearly  six  months  I  have  been 
taking  small  amounts  of  money  from  my 
cage  and  using  it  to  gamble  with.  I  have 
been  able  to  'doctor'  the  books  so  far,  but 
sooner  or  later  the  examiners  will  find  me 
(Continued  on   page   26) 
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Suggested    Books   for   the   Month 

YOUNG  PEOPLE 

"Mhos/,"  by  A.  M.  Anderson.  Other 
books  written  by  the  author  have  received 
a  cordial  welcome  by  the  public.  This 
book  has  its  purpose  and  message.  It  is 
hoped  that  the  book  will  accomplish  its 
mission  and  that  its  readers  will  be  sym- 
pathetic in  their  conclusions.  Price,  $1.00. 

"A  Call  to  Prayer,"  by  Vivian  Ahrandt. 
Brimming  over  with  the  experiences,  as- 
pirations, and  testimonies  of  Christians, 
this  book  is  a  definite  aid  to  personal 
prayer  and  devotional  life.  It  will  enrich 
the  spiritual  lives  of  all  who  use  it.  Price, 
$1.00. 

"Illustrated  Story  of  Jesus,"  by  Rev. 
Jesse  Lyman  Hurlbut,  D.D.  In  the  prepa- 
ration of  this  volume,  the  aim  in  view 
was  to  tell  the  story  of  Jesus  Christ  in  a 
manner  that  would  be  attractive  to  both 
young  and  old.  Price,  $2.00. 

"George  Midler,  the  Man  of  Faith,"  by 
Frederick  G.  Warne.  Price,  5  0c. 

"My  Beloved  Armenia,"  by  Marie  S. 
Banker.  Price,  $1.2  5. 

FICTION 

"At  the  Crossroads,"  by  Minnie  E. 
Ludwig.   Price,    $1.00. 

"The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,"  by 
Jack  Lynn.  Price,   5  0c. 

"Under  Whose  Wings,"  by  Zenobia 
Bird.  Price,  $1.00. 

"The  Return  of  the  Tide,"  by  Zenobia 
Bird.   Price,   $1.00. 

"In  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye,"  by 
Sidney  Watson.  Price,  $1.2  5. 

SOMETHING  NEW 

About  the  first  thing  every  young  per- 
son wants  after  he  has  given  his  heart 
to  God  is  a  nice  Bible,  and  usually  there 
is  a  desire  to  have  something  that  is  dis- 
tinctive. We  have  arranged  for  you  to 
have  that  very  thing  in  t  Harper,  clear- 
black  Bible,  leather  lined  to  edge,  and 
with  the  Y.  P.  E.  insignia  stamped  in  gold 
on  the  back.  This  is  a  wonderful  Bible. 
Few  Bibles  in  the  $5.00  class  are  so  well 
bound.  The  print  is  real  good  and  very 
easily  read  because  of  the  special  paper 
on    which   it   is   printed. 

The  Y.P.E.  insignia  is  a  cross  and  shield 
with   Y.P.E. ,    all   stamped   in   gold.    This 


Bible  makes  a  beautiful  gift  for  birthday, 
Christmas,  graduation  or  any  other  oc- 
casions where  gifts  are  in  order.  It  also 
makes  a  beautiful  prize  to  be  offered  in 
contests.  A  minister  just  the  other  day 
ordered  one  as  a  prize  to  his  little  girl 
for  having  read  the  New  Testament 
through. 

By  special  arrangement  with  the  Har- 
per Bible  Company,  we  have  bought  three 
hundred  of  these  so  we  can  sell  them 
to  you  with  this  insignia  with  no  addi- 
tional   cost.    The   price   is   just    $5.00. 

BIBLES  FOR   CHILDREN 
No.    1405C.   Type   that  eye  specialists 

approve.   Page   size   4'/2    x   Gx/z.   Genuine 

leather.  Price,   $2.75. 

No.    140 1C.   Same   as   above,   imitation 

leather.    Price,    $1.75. 

No.    1400C.  Black  cloth.  Price,  $1.25. 

"The  Apocalypse,"  by  J.  E.  Seiss, 
D.  D. 

A  series  of  special  lectures  on  the 
revelation  of  Jesus  Christ  with  revised 
text.  Complete  in  one  volume.  Price, 
$3.50. 

"Deeper  Experiences  of  Famous  Chris- 
tians," by  James  Gilchrist  Lawson.  Price, 
$1.50. 

Order  from  Church  of  God  Publishing 
House. 


Bible    Readings   for 

Morning 
Esther      1-   2 


August 
August 
August 
August 
August 
August 
August 
August  8 
August  9 
August  10 
August  1 1 
August  12 
August  13 
August  14 
August  1 5 
August  16 
August    17 


Esther  3-4 
Esther  5-  7 
Esther      8-10 


Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 
Job 


1-   2 

3-   4 

5-    6 

7-    8 

9-10 

11-12 

13-14 

15-16 

17-18 

19-20 

21-22 

23-24 

25-26 


August 

Evening 
Prov.  12 
Prov.  13 
Prov.  14 
Prov.  15 
Prov.  16 
Prov.  17 
Prov.  18 
Prov.  19 
Prov.  20 
Prov.  21 
Prov.  22 
Prov.  23 
Prov.  24 
Prov.  25 
Prov.  26 
Prov.  27 
Prov.   28 


August 

18 

Job 

27-28 

Prov. 

29 

August 

19 

Job 

29-30 

Prov. 

30 

August 

20 

Job 

31-33 

Prov. 

31 

August 

21 

Job 

34-35 

Rom. 

1 

August 

22 

Job 

36-37 

Rom. 

2 

August 

23 

Job 

38-39 

Rom. 

3 

August 

24 

Job 

40-41 

Rom. 

4 

August 

25 

Job 

42 

Rom. 

5 

August 

26 

Eccles. 

1-   2 

Rom. 

6 

August 

27 

Eccles 

3-  4 

Rom. 

7 

August 

28 

Eccles. 

5-   6 

Rom. 

8 

August 

29 

Eccles 

7-    8 

Rom. 

9 

August 

30 

Eccles. 

9-10 

Rom. 

10 

August 

31 

Eccles 

11-12 

Rom. 

11 

A  Monkey's  Meditation 

Author   Unknown 

A   monkey   musing   in  his   cage 
Upon    the    progress   of   the   age, 
Half  whispered  as  I  happened  by, 
"This   evolution   is   a   lie." 

Surprised   to  hear  him  speak  so  plain, 
I  paused,  profounder  truths  to  gain. 
Unconcious    I    was    there    to   heed, 
He    thus   continued   with   his   creed. 

"For  mortal   man  to  try   to  trace 
Descent  from  our  illustrious  race 
Is  rank  injustice  to  our  clan, 
The  monkey  much  surpasses  man. 

"In  bloody  wars,  men  butcher  men; 
They  slander  both  with  tongue  and  pen; 
They   cheat,    they   lie,    they    swear,    they 

steal; 
And  wild  with  wine,  they  rock  and  reel. 

"They  trample  justice  in  the  dust; 
They  loll  in  luxury  and  lust; 
They   sell    their   very   selves    for   gold, 
Their    men,    their    women,    their    young 
and  old. 

"They  laugh  at  law,  they  twist  the  truth, 
They  crucify   the   dreams   of   youth; 
Their  hearts  are  hard  as  solid  stone, 
They   worship   God    with    lips    alone. 

"Man  thus  has  left  a  trail  of  crime 
Too    foul    to   sanctify   with    time; 
The  record  of   the   human   race 
Brings   flaming   blushes   to  my   face. 

"The   monkey   leads   the   simple   life, 
Is  loyal  to  his  wedded  wife; 
No  lady  monkey  yet,  of  course, 
Has  ever  sued   to  get  divorce. 

"The   monkey   home   is   still   serene, 
The    father,    king,    the   mother,   queen, 
The   little   monkeys,   too,   obey 
Their  parents  in  the  good  old  way. 

"We  have  no  haunts  of  sin  and  shame, 

No  racketeers  our  banks  defame; 

Our  record  stands  an  open  book 

At   which   the  world   has   leave   to   look. 

"No    self-respecting    monkey    can 
Admit   himself   akin   to   man; 
By   all   the   gods   that   reign   on   high, 
This  evolution  is   a   blatant  lie." 


August,  1940 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 

Comfort  for  every  sorrow, 
Sunshine  and  joy  after  rain. 

God  is  in  every  tomorrow, 

Planning  for  you  and  for  me; 
E'en  in  the  dark  will  I  follow, 

Trust  where  my  eyes  cannot  see. 
Stilled  by  His  promise  of  blessing, 

Soothed  by  the  touch  of  His  hand. 
Confident  in  His  protection. 

Knowing  my  life-path  is  planned. 

God  is   in  every   tomorrow; 

Life   with  its   changes   may   come, 
Ho  is  behind  and  before  me, 

While  in  the  distance  shines  Home! 
Home — where  no  thought  of  tomorrow 

Ever  can   shadow   my  brow, 
Home — in  the  presence  of  Jesus 

Through    all    eternity — now. 

—Sri. 

Tell  Him  So 

If  you  hear  a  kind  word  spoken 
Of  some  worthy  soul  you  know, 

It  may  fill  his  heart  with  sunshine 
If  you  only  tell  him  so. 

If  a  deed,  however  humble. 

Helps  you  on  your  way  to  go, 

Seek  the  one  whose  hand  has  helped  you, 
Seek  him  out  and  tell  him  so! 

If  your  heart  is  touched  and  tender 
Toward  a  sinner,  lost  and  low, 

It  might  help  him  to  do  better 
If  you'd  only  tell  him  so! 

O  my  sisters,  O  my   brothers, 
As  o'er  life's  rough  path  you  go, 

If  God's  love  has  saved  and  kept  you! 
Do  not  fail  to  tell  men  so! 

— Unknown. 

He  Who  Knows 

He  who  knows  not,  and  knows  not   that 

he  knows  not,  is  a  fool,  shun  him. 
He  who  knows  not,  and  knows  that  he 

knows  not,  is  a  child,  teach  him. 
He  who  knows,  and   knows   not   that   he 

knows,  is  asleep,  wake  him. 
He  who  knows,  and  knows  that  he  knows, 

is  wise,  follow  him. — Persian  Proverb. 

Horse  Sense 

A   horse  can't  pull  while  kicking; 

This   fact   I   merely   mention. 
And  he  can't  kick  while  pulling. 

Which  is  my  chief  contention. 

Let's  imitate  the  good  old  horse 
And  lead  a  life  that's  fitting; 

Just  pull  an  honest  load,  and  then 
There'll  be  no  time  for  kicking. 

— Unknown. 


Mary  Elizabeth  Harrison 

My  Evening   Prayer 

If  I  have  wounded  any  soul  today, 
If  I  have  caused  one  foot  to  go  astray, 
If  I  have  walked  in  my  own  wilful  way — 
Good  Lord,  forgive! 

If  I  have  uttered  idle  words  or  vain, 
If  I  have  turned  aside  from  want  or  pain, 
Lest  I  myself  should  suffer  through  the 
strain — 

Good  Lord,  forgive! 

If   I   have  craved   for   joys    that    are  not 

mine, 
If  I  have  let  my  wayward  heart  repine, 
Dwelling  on   things  of  earth,   not  things 

divine — 

Good  Lord,  forgive! 

If  I  have  been  perverse,  or  hard,  or  cold, 
If  I  have  longed  for  shelter  in  Thy  fold, 
When  thou  hast  given  me  some  part  to 
hold- 
Good  Lord,  forgive! 

Forgive  the  sins  I  have  confessed  to  Thee, 
Forgive  the  secret  sins  I  do  not  see, 
That    which    I    know    not,    Father,    teach 
Thou  me — 

Help  me  to  live. 

— Charles  H.  Gabriel. 

God  Is  in  Every  Tomorrow 

God  is  in  every  tomorrow, 

Therefore  I  live  today, 
Certain  of  finding  at  sunrise, 

Guidance  and  strength  for  the  way: 
Power  for  each  moment  of  weakness, 

Hope  for  each  moment  of  pain. 


Worfh   While 

It  is  easy  enough  to  be  pleasant, 

When  life  flows  by  like  a  song, 
But  the  man  worth  while  is  one  who  will 
smile, 

When  everything  goes  dead  wrong. 
For  the  test  of   the  heart  is  trouble 

And  it  always  comes  with  the  years, 
And  the  smile  that  is  worth  the  praises  of 
earth 

Is  the  smile  that  shines  through  tears, 

It  is  easy  enough  to  be  prudent, 

When  nothing  tempts  you  to  stray, 
When  without  or  within  no  voice  of  sin 

Is  luring  your  soul  away; 
But  it's  only  a  negative  virtue 

Until  it  is  tried  by  fire, 
And  the  life  that  is  worth  the  honor  on 
earth 

Is  the  one  that   resists  desire. — Sel. 

A  Creed 

There  is  a  destiny  that  makes  us  brothers, 

None  goes  his  way  alone; 
All  that  we  send  into  the  lives  of  others 

Comes  back  into  our  own. 

I  care  not  what  his  temples  or  his  creeds, 
One  thing  holds  firm  and  fast — 

That    into  his   fateful    heap   of   days   and 
deeds 
The  soul  of  man  is  cast. 

— Edwin  Markham. 


A  Proyer  For  Every  Day 

Make  me  too  brave  to  lie  or  be  unkind, 

Make  me  too  understanding,  too,  to  mind 

The  little  hurts  companions  give,  and 
friends, 

The  careless  hurts  that  no  one  quite  in- 
tends. 

Make  me  too  thoughtful  to  hurt  others 
so. 

Help  me  to  know 

The  inmost  hearts  of  those  for  whom  I 
care, 

Their  secret  wishes,  all  the  loads  they 
bear, 

That  I  may  add  my  courage  to  their  own. 

May  I  make  lonely  folks  feel  less  alone, 

And  happy  ones  a  little  happier  yet. 

May  I  forget 

What  ought  to  be  recalled,  each  kindly 
thing, 

Forgetting   what   might   sting. 

To  all  upon  my  way, 

Day  after  day, 

Let  me  be  joy,  be  hope!  Let  my  life  sing! 

— Mary  Carolyn  Danes. 

Charity 

There  is  so  much  good  in  the  worst  of  us, 
And  so  much  bad  in  the  best  of  us, 
That  it  ill  behooves  any  of  us 
To  find  fault  with  the  rest  of  us. 

— Unknown. 
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SEND  THE  LIGHT 

Fannie  S.  Foshee 

Church  (Dressed  in  long  white  robe, 
seated  on  throne;  a  cross  stands  near  by; 
crown  on  her  head  with  letters,  "The 
Church") :  "Oh,  isn't  life  wonderful! 
Great  to  even  be  alive.  When  I  think 
how  our  ministers  used  to  suffer  and 
how  we  all  bore  a  great  deal  of  persecu- 
tions, it  makes  me  appreciate  this  mo- 
ment more.  Our  crowds  have  increased, 
and  financially  we  are  one  hundred  per 
cent  better  off  now  than  then.  God  is 
good  to  us  to  let  us  enjoy  this  prosperity. 
I  can't  think  of  a  thing  to  worry  my 
mind,  so  I'll  just  take  life  easy."  (Props 
both  hands  under  head  and  goes  to  sleep.) 

Missionary  (Enter  boy  representing 
missionary,  sign  across  his  breast,  draws 
near  and  says  to  himself) :  "Well,  she  is 
actually  asleep!  I  must  awaken  her  and 
tell  her  again  of  my  burden.  (Gently 
touches  her  shoulder)  May  I  speak  a  few 
words   to   you,   dear   Church?" 

Church  (Rousing) :  "What  is  it?  Oh, 
it's  you  again.  Well,  I  guess  you  may, 
but  you  know  our  conversations  are  not 
usually    pleasant!" 

Missionary:  "No,  I  agree  they  are  not, 
but  they  should  be.  I  must  speak  to  you 
once  again  about  this  matter.  As  you 
know,  my  heart  is  burdened  with  the 
millions  who  know  not  God.  They  are 
calling  me  but  I  cannot  go  to  them,  for, 
as  you  know,  I  have  not  the  money  to 
finance  such  a  trip.  Won't  you  please 
help  me?" 

Church:  "You  know  what  1  told  you 
before.  I  have  no  money  to  waste  on 
them.    Frankly,    I'm    not    interested." 

Missionary:  "Not  interested?  Have  you 
forgotten  the  commission  of  the  Lord? 
Has  the  vision  of  the  lost  vanished  for- 
ever  from  your   view?" 

Church:  "Begone  sir!  I  have  no  more 
time  to  waste  with  you." 

Missionary:  "Very  well,  madam,  I  shall 
go,  but  only  to  the  cross  to  pray  God 
to  open  your  eyes  to  the  pressing  need 
on  the  foreign  field."  (Church  waves  him 
out  impatiently.  Missionary  kneels  by  the 
cross.) 

Song  behind  the  curtain  by  quartet. 
"Work  For  the  Night  is  Coming,"  two 
verses. 

Church:  "The  pesky  little  fellow.  For- 
ever harping  on  missions.  He  knows  how 
little  I  care  about  those  things.  I  just 
have  no  interest  in  such  matters."  (Re- 
sumes position.) 

(After  a  few  moments  an  angel  quiet- 


ly  enters  and  goes  over  to  Church,  sees 
her  asleep,  shakes  her  head  sadly;  goes  to 
missionary  and  touches  his  shoulder.  He 
looks  surprised.) 

Angel:  "Worry  thyself  no  more.  Thy 
request  is  heard  and  granted,  only  be- 
lieve!" 

(Walks  to  the  Church,  shakes  her 
shoulder  roughly!  Church  awakes,  sees 
angel  and  throws  up  her  hands  in  horror.) 

Angel:  "Shame  on  you,  thou  sleeper! 
Art  thou  content  to  sit  here  while  mil- 
lions die  without  God?  What  shall  thy 
Master  say  to  thee  on  the  last  day?  Why 
hast  thou  not  obeyed  the  command  of 
the  Lord?  The  day  is  far  spent  and  the 
night  is  at  hand.  Work  for  the  night 
cometh  when  no  man  can  work.  All 
heaven  is  grieved  over  thy  carelessness. 
Thou  knowest  it  will  not  be  long  until 
the  wrath  of  God  will  be  poured  out  on 
the  inhabitants  of  this  earth.  Art  thou 
willing  to  go  to  the  judgment  with  their 
blood   on    thy   hands?" 

Church  (  bows  her  head  in  shame) : 
"Oh,  forgive  me.  I  must  have  lost  the 
vision    for   the   unsaved." 

Angel:  "Evidently  thou  hast  lost  the 
vision.  But  look  and  I  will  show  thee  the 
need.  First  in  Japan  which  is  a  country 
whose  doors  were  fast  closed  to  the  gos- 
pel fifteen  years  ago  but  today  are  swung 
wide  and  are  pleading  for  the  gospel 
light." 

Japan  (Enter,  boy  dressed  in  Japanese 
costume,  addresses  Church,  bowing  po- 
litely) :  "My  name  is  Bo  Chan.  In  our 
land  we  have  many  pagodas,  shrines  and 
temples.  All  of  them  are  monuments  to 
gods  of  some  kind.  Yes,  there  are  many 
gods,  great  and  small,  but  we  have  found 
out  they  cannot  answer  prayer.  Will  you 
please  send  some  one  to  tell  us  about  your 
great  God  who  can  satisfy  the  longing  in 
our  poor  souls,  and  give  to  us  that  peace 
of  heart  that  satisfies  the  soul?"  (Holds 
hands  out  pleadingly,  exit.) 

Angel:  "Hast  thou  heard  the  call  of 
Japan?  Then  listen  to  China's  teeming 
millions  who  are  longing  for  a  God  who 
can  save  them  from  their  superstition 
and    fears." 

China  (Enter,  little  girl  dressed  in 
Chinese  costume.  Addresses  the  Church) : 
"I  come  to  you  from  the  land  of  the  ris- 
ing sun.  We  also  have  many  gods,  many 
altars,  and  shrines.  We  may  buy  pa- 
per prayers  from  the  priest  and  put  them 
in  a  mill  and  grind  them  as  long  as  we 
may  choose,  hoping  to  gain  merit.  We 
often   go  on   a   pilgrimage   for  miles   and 
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miles,  stopping  at  every  wayside  temple 
to  worship,  trying  to  find  peace,  but  al- 
ways we  come  back  with  that  same  emp- 
ty feeling  that  makes  us  know  that  it 
has  all  been  in  vain.  Must  we  continue 
on  in  this  manner  when  we  have  heard 
that  you  know  of  a  great  God  who  really  \ 
does  answer  prayer?  Must  we  go  out  to 
meet  the  great  unknown  God,  without 
a  chance  to  know  more  about  Him?  Oh, 
please  send  some  one  to  help  us.  The  way 
before  us  is  so  dark,  so  dark!"  (Holds 
hands  outstretched  toward  Church.) 

Angel:  "Didst  thou  not  see  the  eager 
look  on  that  child's  poor  face?  Shame 
on  thee  that  thou  hast  not  already  sent 
them  help.  Now  look  at  Mexico,  a  land 
dominated  by  Catholic  priests,  who  are 
making  paupers  out  of  those  poor  people. 
Every  prayer  a  priest  prays  is  well  paid 
for.  They  are  keeping  those  poor  souls 
in  spiritual  darkness.  Are  you  willing 
that  they  perish  while  you  remain  idle?" 

Mexico  (Boy  enters  dressed  in  the 
Mexican  costume;  bows  politely  and  ad- 
dresses Church)  :  "My  name  is  Pedro.  I 
am  come  to  you  from  Mexico  to  plead 
the  cause  of  my  people.  We  have  churches 
and  we  go  to  church,  but  we  get  no 
satisfaction.  We  are  taught  many  prayers, 
and  say  them  often,  counting  our  prayer 
beads  as  we  pray,  and  yes,  we  kiss  the 
crucifix,  which  hangs  about  our  neck, 
many  times,  but  all  these  things  seem 
so  empty  and  useless.  When  my  father 
died  there  were  many,  oh  so  many  candles 
burned  around  his  casket,  and  many 
prayers  were  said  by  the  priest,  until  all 
my  poor  mother's  money  had  been  spent 
and  still  we  are  not  sure  that  he  found 
rest.  To  me  it  all  seems  so  uncertain.  We 
have  heard  that  your  God  loves  you  and 
that  no  prayers  have  to  be  offered  for 
your  departed  loved  ones.  Oh,  such  good 
news!  If  it  is  really  so,  tell  it  to  my 
people!"  (Holds  hands  outstretched  to- 
ward  Church.) 

Angel:  "Now  can  you  not  see  the 
need  for  the  gospel  light  in  Mexico? 
Now  take  a  look  at  India's  child  widows, 
hated,  despised  and  mistreated  even  by 
their  own  kin." 

India  (Enter,  girl  representing  India. 
Bows  to  the  Church  and  then  speaks.) 
"My  name  is  Pandita.  I  come  to  represent 
my  people  of  India,  who  are  bound  by 
caste,  superstition  and  fear.  I  am  one  of 
India's  many  child  widows  who  must  al- 
ways go  through  life  a  slave  to  their 
dead  husband's  kinspeople.  The  man  my 
father  sold  me  to  was  a  very  old  man, 
and  one  day  he  died.  His  people  caught 
me  and  cut  my  lovely  black  hair  off, 
stripped  me  of  my  jewels,  then  beat  me 
until  I  was  unconscious.  I  did  not  know 
why  he  died,  but  they  said  I  bewitched 
him,  thus  I  must  go  through  life  trying 
to  atone  to  his  people  for  his  death.  I 
(Continued   on   page   24) 
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Christine  Lennox  had  been  ill  a  fort- 
night. "I  can't  see  that  there's  much  the 
matter,"  she  told  the  doctor.  "I  believe 
you  are  keeping  me  abed  just  to  make  me 
rest,"  and  she  laughed  up  at  him. 

The  physician  was  the  cheeriest  of  men, 
but  now  he  had  no  smile  of  response.  He 
had  been  the  girl's  friend  since  her  baby- 
hood, and  he  looked  at  her  tenderly. 

"Christine,"  he  said,  "I  have  never 
lied  to  you,  and  I  am  going  to  tell  you 
the  truth.  You  are  not  as  well  as  you 
think." 

Her  startled  eyes  searched  his  own. 

"Do  you  mean — ?"  she  began. 

"I  mean,  my  child,  that  all  I  can  do 
is  to  make  you  comfortable  for  a  little 
while."  His  eyes  were  wet. 

"How  long?"  she  asked  softly. 

"Probably  about  ten  days." 

She  drew  a  quick  breath.  "Do  the  rest 
know?" 

The  physician  nodded. 

"Poor  mother!"  she  murmured. 

Then  she  looked  up  with  a  smile.  "I 
thank  you  for  telling  me." 

Her  father  sat  with  her  at  the  noon 
hour.  Her  slender  fingers  nestled  in  his 
big,  warm  hand. 

"Will  you  ask  Uncle  Norman  to  come 
up  to  see  me?"  she  said.  "This  evening 
will  be  a  good  time." 

The  man's  face  darkened.  He  and  his 
brother   had    not    spoken   for    five   years. 

"You'd  better  send  a  note." 

"I'd  rather  you'd  take  the  message — 
please." 

"All  right,  I'll  tell  him,"  and  the  girl 
felt  a  tear  on  her  cheek  as  he  stooped  to 
kiss  her. 

"If  only  I  could  see  them  friends  be- 
fore I  go,"  she  whispered  to  herself. 

Her  longing  was  granted.  At  her  bed- 
side the  barrier  of  years  was  broken  down, 
and  the  two  were  brothers  again. 

Christine's  favorite  cousin  was  at  col- 
lege. He  was  not  making  the  best  of 
himself,  and  friends  were  anxious.  A  note 
from  her  brought  him  home  for  a  part- 
ing visit. 

"Do  you  know  the  meaning  of  your 
name?"  she  asked. 

"No.   Something   I'm   not,    I   presume." 

"Something  you  can  be,"  the  gentle 
voice  replied.  "It  is  powerful  among  the 
people,  and  I  think  it  is  beautiful.  Only 
one  cannot  be  that,  you  know,  unless 
one  is  master  of  himself,  and  is  true  to 
the  best,  to  the  highest.  I  wish  you'd 
think  about  it  when  I'm  away." 

The  boy  did  think  and  he  became  a 
power  for  good  among  his  fellows. 

So  full  were  those  ten  days!   Through 


the  influence  of  the  dying  girl  two  es- 
tranged lovers  were  united,  a  home  was 
provided  for  a  destitute  cripple,  a  church 
contention  was  resolved  into  harmony, 
and  a  despairing  woman  found  peace  and 
joy.  Besides  this  there  were  uncounted 
deeds  of  love  that  lived  in  many  hearts 
after  the  doer  of  them  had  passed  from 
sight. 

Ten  days!  They  are  waiting  just  ahead. 
One  by  one  they  will  come  into  the  grasp 
of  all  of  us.  Shall  they  be  filled  with 
frivolities  or  blessed  by  deeds  of  love  and 
Christian    service?    Shall   days   which   are 


to  be  dedicated  to  God  be  only  the  last 
ten  days  of  life,  or  shall  they  be  the  next 
ten  days,  and  every  ten  that  follow  them? 
—Selected. 

Color   Scheme   of  Alcohol 

A  physician  with  great  wit  is  reported 
to  have  said,  "Beverage  alcohol  gives  you 
a  red  nose,  a  black  eye,  a  white  liver,  a 
yellow  streak,  a  green  brain,  a  dark 
brown  breath,  and  a  blue  outlook."  But 
who  wants  that  color  scheme  in  his  life? 


Those  who  have  submitted  a  thing  will 
not  continue  to  bring  it  up  for  discussion 
and  rehearsal  but  are  willing  to  let  Provi- 
dence settle  it,  and  have  all  the  time  He 
wants  to  do  it. 


\v   ^C.M.TRuESDELLiDANANORTM^^ 


— After  his  a  'rtst^Jt^ '/nat&i  wrtk  tteam  ot^el 

THE  AN&EL, LIVABLE  T&  PREVAIL  AC/AINJST  HIAA, 
TOUCHED  THE  HOUOA'  OF  WIS  THIGH.  IT  BECAME 
OUT  OF  JOINT  AND    THE    SINEW   SHRANK. 

THE  CHILDREN  Of  ISRAEL,  \N  ME.MC-CV  WOULD  NOT 
EAT  Of  THAT  SINEW,  giOWSE:  IT  JURANk.  (gatJl24-J2) 


WASN'T  A'SUCklER-' 

Sut  /tePaid  tie  3i^ 

Peter,  had  vo  money  for.  the  tan 
ccllectoq..  he  cast  his  hook  in 
the  sea  of  oalilee  at  jesus'  advice  and 
the  first  fish  caught  had  the  tribute 
coim  in  iri  mouth.  Peter  then  tcov 

THE-  COIN   AND  GAVE    IT  TO  THOSE 
WHO  RECEIVED    TRIBUTE  MONEY. 
i    l'.;:c.    7:24-27) 


■    0~cS    FEARFUL  SOLDIERS    IN 

THE    EARLV  ARAM  E 5   OF    ISRAEL 
WERE    EXCUSED    FROM  SERVICE 

AND     TOLD   TO  CrO    HO.WE  ■ 

LEST    THEY    SHOULD   CAUSE    THEIR 
FELLOW   SOLDIERS    TO    LOSEL 
COURj\CrE     ALSO.    — . 

(Deuteronomy  10  3  ' 
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Y.  P.  E.  CONVENTIONS 

of  the  service  Saturday  night  a  play  was 
given  by  the  Columbus  Y.  P.  E.,  "So- 
lemn Promise."  The  altar  was  full,  some 
prayed  through  to  victory  and  many 
were  blessed. 

Sunday  morning  service  opened  with 
prayer  by  all.  Report  of  Sunday  School 
and  Y.  P.  E.  by  the  superintendent, 
Brother  Douglas.  A  gain  over  last  year 
was  reported. 

Sunday  School  discussed  by  our  pas- 
tor, W.  H.  Black,  and  Brother  Griffin, 
Thomaston  pastor. 

A  wonderful  message  by  Brother 
Douglas,  "Response  to  Your  Responsibil- 
ity." The  Lord  came  down  and  blessed 
us  in   a  mighty   way   during   the  service. 

At  noon  a  fine  dinner  was  served  at 
the  church  and  enjoyed  by  all.  After 
noon  Brother  Vance  Perkins,  Macon  pas- 
tor, gave  us  a  short  talk. 

Services  closed  with  testimony  meeting 
conducted  by  Brother  Black.  The  con- 
vention was  a  great  one  and  we  thank 
God  for  our  state  superintendent  and 
wife  who  work  so  faithfully  with  us. — 
Mrs.    Raymond   Hitchcock. 


Phenomenal  Convention  of  the 
Toccoa,  Go.,  District 

This  convention  convened  with  the  La- 
vonia  church,  one  of  which  the  people  ex- 
pressed themselves  as  the  best  yet  of  its 
kind  on  the  district.  The  mighty  Holy 
Ghost  was  with  us  in  a  mammoth  way. 
Above  is  a  picture  of  part  of  the  dele- 
gates. Left  hand  corner  is  the  ministry  of 
that  district,  Rev.  G.  S.  Scott,  district 
pastor,  Rev.  H.  M.  Duck,  district  Y.  P. 
E.  superintendent,  Rev.  A.  C.  Culpepper, 
Rev.  Gettie  Chitwood,  Rev.  McLendon, 
Rev.  Maulin,  and  Rev.  Roy  Douglas, 
state  superintendent,  kneeling  with  Bible. 
We  were  also  privileged  to  have  the  La- 
vonia  string  band  with  us,  which  played 
a  great  part  in  the  success  of  the  con- 
vention. We  certainly  appreciate  the 
ministry  and  laity  of  that  district.  — 
Rev.   Roy  Douglas,  state  superintendent. 

Idaho  Rally 

The  Idaho  state  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  rally  convened  Friday  night,  June 
14,  at  Stites,  Idaho.  The  church  was  well 
filled  with  a  good  representation  from 
each  of  the  churches  in  the  state.  Our 
beloved  overseer,  Brother  J.  B.  Camp, 
and  family  were  present,  and  above  all 
God  was  in  our  midst  in  a  very  special 
way.  We  are  feeling  encouraged  to  fight 
the  battle  on  till  Jesus  comes. 

Pray  for  the  work  in  Idaho.  It  is  small 
but  growing. — Frances  L.  Dekle,  Idaho 
state  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  super- 
intendent. 

Sunday  School  and  Y.  P.  E.  Conv'n. 

The  Thomaston,  Ga.,  dist.  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  School  convention  convened  at 
Thomaston  Saturday  night  and  Sunday, 
May  2  5-26.  The  services  opened  with 
singing  and  praying.  Brother  Roy  Doug- 
las,  our   superintendent,   was   in  charge. 

The  welcome  address  was  given  by 
Brothers  A.  H.  Griffin,  Joe  Marion  and 
William  Yawn.  Singing  was  rendered  by 
the  Macon  quartet  and  the  Columbus 
trio  during  the  convention.  At  the  close 


Augusta,  Ga.,  District  Y.  P.  E.  and 
Sunday  School  Convention 

The  Augusta,  Ga.,  district  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  convention  convened 
at  Matthews  church,  June   29-30. 

Saturday  night  service  began  with  the 
presence  of  God  felt  by  all  attending. 
After  the  welcome  address  was  given  by 
the  pastor,  Ira  J.  Hand,  response  came 
by  Brother  J.  K.  Degolyer.  By  this  time 
all  were  feeling  that  holy  atmosphere. 
Next  was  the  message  by  Brother  Roy 
Douglas,  state  superintendent,  which  God 
certainly    blessed. 

Sunday  morning  services  began  at 
10:00  o'clock.  After  devotional,  review 
of  Sunday  School  lesson  by  pastor.  At 
11:00  o'clock  Brother  Douglas  gave  us 
an  address  on  Sunday  School,  after  which 
Brother  J.  K.  Degolyer  gave  us  a  mes- 
sage. 

At  noon  we  adjourned  for  lunch  and 
met  back  at  2:00  for  reports  of  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.  At  3:00  Brother 
C.  B.  Morgan  gave  us  a  message.  All 
who  know  him  know  that  he  can  really 
preach.  Next  was  a  short  talk  by  Brother 
G.  M.  Williams,  pastor  at  Downs.  He's 
a  real  man  of  God  too.  'Twas  now  time 
for  handshakes  and  good-byes  which 
brought  the  convention  to  a  close. 

We  can  never  forget  Brother  Douglas 
and  wife.  They  mean  so  much  to  the 
Sunday  Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's  in  Georgia. 
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tion,  it  gives  me  the  greatest  pleasure  at 
this  time.  We  only  have  a  few  members 
in  our  Y.  P.  E.  but  we  are  trusting  the 
Lord  who  knows  all  things  and  is  able  to 
bring  lost  and  wandering  souls  to  the  fold. 

The  Lighted  Pathway  surely  is  a  bless- 
ing to  us  all.  It  is  a  great  help  in  the  pro- 
grams each  Friday  night. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E. — Myralay  Col- 
vin,  Manchester,  Ala. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  here  at  Prichard  is  grow- 
ing wonderfully  by  the  help  of  God.  God 
is  surely  blessing  us.  Please  pray  that  He 
will  continue  to  smile  on  our  feeble  ef- 
forts which  we  put  forth  and  that  we 
will  go  over  the  top  for  Him. 

I  really  enjoy  your  paper  as  indeed  I'm 
sure  everyone  who  reads  it  does. 

We  have  a  grand  president.  She  is  the 
wife  of  our  pastor,  Rev.  C.  T.  Dunn. 
She  is  so  humble  and  submissive  to  God's 
will.  Brother  Dunn  is  such  a  Spirit-filled 
man,  he  is  a  great  help  to  our  Y.  P.  E. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  rest  upon 
you,  your  paper  and  the  whole  staff  who 
is  working  for  the  paper.  Pray  for  our 
Y.  P.  E.— Miss  Onida  Bruhl,     Prichard, 

Ala.  

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  am  a  member  of  the  Church  of  God 
at  Hope  Mills,  N.  C.  I  am  glad  this  after- 
noon for  Jesus  and  the  Lighted  Pathway. 
I  surely  enjoy  reading  the  Editor's  Mes- 
sage and  "Under  Whose  Wings."  It  brings 
tears  to  my  eyes  to  read  the  wonderful 
messages.  Pray  for  me  and  our  Y.  P.  E. 
in  Hope  Mills. 

Any  one  desiring  to  write  me,  my  ad- 
dress is,  Mrs.  Myrtle  West,  Hope  Mills,  N. 

C.  

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  Church  of  God  and  Y.  P.  E.  here 
at  McLeansboro,  111.,  are  thankful  to  re- 
port victory  in  our  souls  through  Christ. 

We  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  to 
read  it  is  joy  unspeakable. 

Thank  God  that  He  has  made  it  pos- 
sible through  sinners  and  other  Chris- 
tians that  we  can  increase  our  sales  one 
hundred  per  cent  this  month  over  last 
month.  He  said  that  if  we  would  plant 
and  water,  He  would  give  the  increase. 

May  the  Lord  richly  bless  you. — Clar- 
ence C.  Heil.     — 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  was  reading  the  Prison  Page  in  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  you  said  that  you 
would  like  to  hear  from  boys  and  girls  in 
prison. 

I  am  happy  to  say  that  I  am  free  and 
have  the  blessing  of  God  in  my  life,  but 
I  would  be  glad  to  help  other  young  boys 
who  do  not  know  God.  I  have  been  in 
prison  and  know  that  the  devil  has  sor- 
row, pain  and  grief  for  those  who  follow 
him. 

My   father   died   January,    1926,   and   I 


August,  1940 


Page  21] 


would  have  been  seventeen  in  July  after- 
wards. Like  most  young  boys  1  wanted  to 
have  a  good  time.  1  began  to  run  around 
with  other  boys  and  hang  around  a  corner 
store  and  it  was  not  long  until  I  was 
drinking.  One  day  I  found  myself  in  the 
jail  house  and  my  poor  mother  had  to  pay 
me  out.  Then  I  began  to  sell  whiskey  and 
was  put  in  jail  again.  My  poor  mother 
came  to  the  rescue  and  helped  me  get  out 
again.  This  time  the  judge  said  I  would 
have  to  go  to  Sunday  School  for  two 
years  and  report  the  first  Monday  in  ev- 
ery month  with  my  teacher  to  let  the 
court  know  that  I  was  going  to  Sunday 
School,   but   I  didn't  do  it. 

I  went  on  having  a  good  time,  1 
thought,  with  the  devil  but  it  didn't  last 
long,  for  all  that  he  can  give  is  a  little 
pleasure  and  a  lot  of  trouble,  sorrow  and 
grief.  It  wasn't  long  until  I  left  home  and 
went  to  live  with  a  man  who  made  and 
sold  whiskey.  I  worked  all  day  and  most 
of  the  night  but  I  wasn't  satisfied;  why? 
because  the  devil  cannot  satisfy  you  and 
he  always  has  something  for  you  to  do 
that  will  cause  you  trouble.  It  wasn't  long 
until  I  was  stealing  and  one  night  I  broke 
into  a  store  and  was  cast  into  jail  for  it. 
My  mother  and  some  other  people  got  me 
out.  Not  long  after  this  another  fellow,  a 
girl  and  I  were  out  together  and  the  man 
and  I  broke  into  a  filling  station  and  were 
later  put  in  jail.  When  we  were  tried  we 
were  sentenced  to  serve  two  years  in  the 
chain  gang.  In  August  we  were  placed  in 
Mecklenburg  county  jail  to  serve  the  two 
years.  It  was  very  hot  there. 

About  four  months  and  my  buddy 
was  freed  and  I  was  held  to  serve  all  the 
term.  Now,  young  boys,  please  listen 
to  what  the  devil  has  to  offer  you.  They 
put  on  me  a  long  chain  with  fourteen 
links  from  one  leg  to  the  other  and  it  was 
put  on  with  rivets  and  a  hammer  and  had 
to  be  cut  off  with  a  chisel  and  hammer 
and  I  was  chained  to  a  long  rod  at  the 
foot  of  my  bed  at  night  and  on  Sundays. 
We  worked  by  the  sun  and  in  the  summer 
we  went  to  bed  about  nine  o'clock  and 
got  up  about  three  in  the  morning.  In  the 
winter  we  worked  all  day  long  without 
fire  in  the  cold  and  in  the  snow.  I  stayed 
there  fifteen  months  and  one  day.  While 
I  was  there  I  saw  many  men,  black  and 
white,  whipped.  They  had  a  piece  of 
leather  on  a  stick  they  used  to  whip  with 
and  I  can't  tell  you  how  bad  it  was,  but 
don't  follow  the  devil  for  he  may  lead  you 
there. 

After  I  had  served  fifteen  months  and 
one  day  I  got  a  parole  and  was  freed.  I 
thank  God  for  this. 

God  has  saved  me  and  given  me  a  good 
Christian  home.  I  am  married  and  have 
two  children. 

So,  young  man,  if  you  are  out  in  sin 
and  don't  know  God  please  give  your 
heart  to  Him,  for  one  day,  mother,  father 
and  the  mercy  of  God  will  be  gone.  There 
will   be  no  parole  board   to   meet.   There 


will  be  no  one  there  to  help  you  when  you 
stand  before  God,  but  you  will  hear  Him 
say,  "Depart  from  me."  Young  man,  it 
will  be  too  late  then  for  God  says  in 
Prov.  1:26,  "I  also  will  laugh  at  your  ca- 
lamity; 1  will  mock  when  your  fear  Com- 
eth." So  don't  trust  your  soul  with  the 
devil. — Tommy  L.  Clark,  196  Young  St., 
Concord,  N.  C. 

SOPHIE'S   SECOND    SERMON 

(Continued  from  page  11) 

for   a   Brooklyn   meeting. 

"So  I  fix  up  a  little.  I  tell  you,  brutter, 
God  is  a  good  dressmaker,  if  you  only 
try  Him  once.  He  is  very  economical 
und  makes  go  a  great  ways. 

"Now  this  tie  I  got  on — it  was  a  night- 
cap once.  Father  suggest  I  make  it  over. 
I  wear  my  every  day  clothes  now,  but 
when  I  get  to  heaven  I  haf  my  Sunday 
clothes    und    you    won't    know    me. 

"When  I  got  by  Brooklyn  my  memory 
slipped  off  und  I  couldn't  tell  the  street. 

"1  stood  in  the  road  und  said,  'Fa- 
ther, I  work  hard  all  day  on  the  scrub, 
und  I  can't  go  back  home  for  the  street, 
vill  you  please  be  so  kind  as  to  tell  me 
the  place;  you  know  all  things.'  No 
doubt  the  Lord  smiled  on  me  while  I 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  but 
by  and  by  He  said,  'My  child,  it  is  Pros- 
pect Place,  one  block  around  the  corner.' 
1    thanked    Him    und   go. 

"I  haf  a  God  you  can  talk  mit  in  the 
street.  You  don't  haf  to  wait  till  you 
get    to  prayer  meeting. 

"He  is  an  everyday  God,  not  a  Sun- 
day God  only.  1  vant  a  Monday  God 
und  one  that  vill  go  mit  me  all  the 
week. 

"An  Italian  said  to  me,  'Why  you  no 
haf  any  gods  on  your  church  walls?'  I 
said,  1  haf  a  God  in  my  heart,  that  vas 
better  as  on  the  walls.  Your  gods  on 
the  walls  can't  hear  prayer,  my  God  in 
my  heart  does.' 

"Everybody  has  a  god.  Some  people's 
god  is  good  clothes,  others  is  their  stom- 
achs, others  just  make  a  god  of  them- 
selves und  worship,  but  these  vas  not  the 
living  God.  I  haf  a  live  God,  und  He 
dwells  mit  me. 

"Say,  brutter,  the  man  what  don't 
got  the  Holy  Spirit  in  him,  vas  a  walking 
corpse,  that's  all. 

Veil,  alter  the  meeting,  a  lady  tooked 
me  home  mit  her.  She  said,  'Sophie,  you 
must  be  very  tired,  take  a  sup  of  this 
wine,  it's  homemade.' 

"  'No,'  said  I,  'those  homemade  defels 
are  just  as  bad  as  any.  We  must  be  care- 
ful. You  see  the  drunkard  haf  one  po- 
liceman to  watch  him  but  the  Christian 
haf  six  peoples  to  watch  him — when  he 
is  out  of  Church.' 

"My  boss  said,  'Sophie,  where  you  vas 
last  night?  did  you  go  fishing?' 

'Yes,    I    vas   down   in   the   Diamond 


Patch,  that's  what  I  call  Chinatown. 
There  are  so  many  diamonds  in  the  rough 
that  you  can  get  out  und  polish  up  for 
Jesus,  it's  a  good  place  to  fish — they  haf 
meetings  there  till  midnight;  so  I  can 
work  days  for  myself  und  nights  for  the 
Lord.' 

"A  wealthy  woman  on  Fifth  Avenue, 
where  I  work,  gif  me  a  bag,  when  I  vas 
leaving.  She  said,  'That  will  do  for  your 
Sunday  dinner,  Sophie,  und  save  your 
buying.'  So  I  got  the  bag,  und  if  there 
vasn't  only  three  crusts  of  bread  in  it; 
they  vas  as  hard  as  the  woman's  heart. 
I  wouldn't  haf  her  disposition  for  the 
world. 

"I  thought,  if  I  eat  that  bread  I  break 
my  store  teeth,  und  cost  me  then  three 
dollars  to  get  them  mended,  but  I  soak 
the  bread  und  save  five  cents  und  ride 
to  the  mission. 

"Suppose  I  don't  haf  a  good  supper; 
I  can  feast  on  Jesus.  He  is  a  Dining  Room 
what  is  open  day  and  night.  He  is  Hon- 
ey in  the  comb. 

"In  the  car  vas  a  rich  man.  I  gif 
him  a  tract.  He  said,  'You  think  you  can 
convert  me?' 

"I  said,  'It  won't  spoil  your  complexion 
if  you  get  converted.' 

"He  said,  Myr,  but  you  are  a  smooth 
article.' 

"I  said,  'Why  shouldn't  I  be?  The 
Lord  has  been  sandpapering  me  for  thirty 
years.  It's  about  time  He  got  the  edges 
off.' 

"That's  the  way,  brutter,  preach  as 
you  go.  I  keep  it  up  now  for  thirty 
years. 

"They  all  know  nie  around  the  mis- 
sion. Some  of  the  men  say,  'Hello,  Mutter, 
can't  you  gif  me  a  cup  of  coffee?'  I 
say,  'Yes,  my  boy,  then  you  come  to 
the  meeting.'  They  come,  und  the  poor 
fellows  all  go  to  sleep,  but  they  say, 
'When  Sophie  speaks,  push  me,'  and 
you  can  see  them  begin  to  knock  each 
other  awake  when  I  get  up.  They  all  want 
to  hear  me,  because  they  know  I  love 
them.  I  love  everybody  —  not  because 
they  are  lovely,  but  because  Jesus  loves 
them. 

"I  go  into  saloons  und  get  people  to 
the  meeting.  I  tell  you  the  Christians  are 
behind  the  times.  They  grumble  about 
the  gas  bills  during  revival  meetings, 
while  the  saloon  keeper  keeps  thirty 
lights  burning  all  night  und  nefer  grum- 
ble. He  gets  the  introducements  to 
draw  the  young  men,  und  to  be  to  date 
up.  Veil,  I  ask  them  to  come  to  the 
meeting.  One  saloon  keeper  said:  'I  come, 
I  haf  an  ice  cooler.  I  bring  that.'  'All 
right,'  said  I,  'but  when  you  go  to  Hell, 
you  can't  bring  your  ice  cooler  there.' 
Oh,  yes,  I  can  talk  to  anybody  about 
Jesus.  Why  shouldn't  I?  He  said,  'Preach 
My  Gospel  to  every  creature.'  So  you 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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**************************** 
OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo- 
ments of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
Tt  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
they  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to   the   altar   of   prayer    and    accept    Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 

**************************** 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  "God's  Perfect  Love" 

Pauline  Weaver 
Scripture  lesson:    1    Cor.    13:1-7. 

Thoughts  for  Leader 
We  find  in  the  first  four  verses  of  this 
chapter,  that  even  though  we  have  every- 
thing else — all  manners  of  faith,  tongues, 
prophesying,  goodness  and  all,  we  are 
nothing  worth  while  unless  we  have  love. 
I've  been  feeling  since  the  other  day  when 
I  accidentally  turned  to  this  chapter  that 
perhaps  we  need  to  attach  more  impor- 
tance and  not  lose  our  first  love.  And  I 
don't  believe  we  really  stop  to  think  what 
love  is.  People  declare  they  love  but  do 
they  stop  to  realize  what  love  is — and  do 
they  love  the  Church  and  its  members  as 
they  should?  Do  we  really  have  God's 
perfect  love? 

Charity  Suffereth  Long  and  Is  Kind 
Just  how  kind  are  we?  Just  how  much 
do  we  suffer  before  we  rebel?  We  do 
many  unkind  things,  little  things  with- 
out thinking,  that  hurt  our  friends,  and 
that  is  just  one  thing  which  shows  that 
we  do  not  have  perfect  love.  If  we  had 
perfect  love  we  would  never  be  unkind, 
not  even  by  the  slightest  word  or  act,  and 
we  would  not  be  so  quick  to  criticize 
about  what  people  do  to  us.  We  are  sup- 
posed to  suffer  long,  or  as  we  say  in  ev- 
eryday words,  "take  and  take  and  take." 


Envieth  Not,  Vaunteth  Not  Itself, 
Not  Puffed  Up 

How  easy  it  sometimes  is  to  slightly 
envy  our  brother's  or  sister's  talents.  Have 
you  ever  found  yourself  slightly  envious 
when  you  saw  your  friend  so  friendly  and 
sweet  that  everyone  liked  him  or  her, 
while  you  didn't  seem  to  be  half  so  pop- 
ular? Or  have  you  ever  been  slightly  en- 
vious when  someone  sang,  read  or  did 
other  things  better  than  you?  I  some- 
times think  that  the  reason  we  have  so 
little  is  because  it  would  take  so  little  to 
cause  us  to  be  proud,  vaunted  or  puffed 
up.  Maybe  if  we  would  just  be  more  hum- 
ble, Jesus  would  allow  us  to  have  more 
worldly  goods. 

Seeketh  Not  Her  Own,  Not  Easily 
Provoked 

How  often  we  feel  we  do  not  get  what 
we  deserve,  the  praise,  the  honor,  the 
blessing,  etc.  But  that  is  just  another 
proof  that  we  do  not  have  enough  of 
God's  perfect  love;  for  if  we  did  we 
would  not  even  seek  our  own!  And  some- 
times we  get  angry  or  provoked.  Per- 
haps someone  says  something  that  we  take 
entirely  different  from  the  way  it  was 
meant.  Oh,  that  we  had  more  of  God's 
perfect  love;  be  less  easy  to  get  provoked 
and  expect  less  from  the  world. 
Thinketh  No  Evil 

How  many  of  us  does  that  strike!  How 
easy  it  is  to  think  something  evil  about 
someone — very  often  our  dear  church 
members.  We  think  they  do  things  they 
shouldn't.  We  think  they  say  things  they 
shouldn't — we  think,  we  think,  we  think. 
This  proves  our  lack  of  perfect  love;  but 
we  don't  stop  at  that.  After  thinking 
evil,  don't  we  sometimes  put  our  evd 
thoughts  into  words  and  pass  them  on  to 
a  "telltale"  tongue? 

Beareth  All,  Believeth  All,   Hopeth   All, 
End urc fh  All  Things 

Surely  if  nothing  else  proved  that  love 
was  the  greatest  thing  in  the  world  this 
verse  in  the  Bible  would.  It  is  so  awfully 
hard  sometimes  to  believe  good  things, 
hope  for  good  things,  no  matter  what  the 
outlook,  and  then  bear  and  endure  all 
things.  As  I  write  this  my  heart  says, 
"God  give  us  more  of  your  perfect  love, 
the  kind  that  will  help  us  to  believe  and 
hope,  even  though  it  seems  the  devil  will 
win — help  us  to  believe  God  will  bless,  to 
believe  He'll  answer  prayer — help  us  to 
endure,  to  bear  all  the  hard  things!"  We 
do  need  God's  perfect  love.  Let's  not  lose 
our  first  love,  let's  acknowledge  our 
faults  along  these  lines  and  beg  God  to  fill 
us  with  the  greatest  thing  in  all  the  world, 
"charity." 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  "Backsliding" 

Mrs.   Maggie  Lowe 
Scripture  lesson:  Rev.  2:1-5;  2  Cor.  11: 
3;  1  John  4:4. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 


Wc  notice  first  in  our  lesson  that  there 
is  a  possibility  of  backsliding.  Paul  re- 
membered how  the  devil  had  deceived 
Eve  in  the  garden.  He  knew  the  subtility 
of  Satan,  so  he  is  warning  the  church  at 
Corinth.  He  had  a  fear  for  his  brethren. 
If  it  is  impossible  for  a  person  to  back- 
slide and  be  lost  after  he  is  really  born  of 
the  Spirit  of  God  and  become  a  child  of 
God,  why  was  Paul  warning  the  church 
at  Corinth?  He  knew,  "The  soul  that 
sinneth,  it.  shall  die."  Ezek.  18:4;  33:18; 
3:20. 

We  realize  today  the  power  of  sin  and 
Satan.  Many  are  falling  away  from  the 
truth,  but  we  are  glad  that  we  do  not 
have  to  backslide.  Although  the  dark 
clouds  may  hang  low,  temptations  may 
come,  hard  trials  and  tests  may  come,  let 
us  remember  that  He  will  not  allow  us 
to  be  tempted  above  that  that  we  are  able 
to  bear,  and  with  every  temptation  He 
will  make  a  way  for  our  escape.  Jesus 
says,  "These  things  I  have  spoken  unto 
you,  that  in  me  ye  might  have  peace.  In 
the  world  ye  shall  have  tribulation:  but 
be  of  good  cheer;  I  have  overcome  the 
world,"   John    16:3  3. 

John  takes  into  account  the  powers  of 
evil.  He  is  aware  of  the  fact  the  spirit  of 
antichrist  is  abroad  in  the  world,  and  that 
many  are  going  down  under  the  on- 
slaught of  these  subtle  foes.  However,  in 
the  face  of  this  he  stands  and  shouts  to 
the  child  of  God,  "Ye  are  of  God,  little 
children,  and  have  overcome  them:  be- 
cause greater  is  he  that  is  in  you,  than  he 
that  is  in  the  world,"  1  John  4:4. 
Signs  of  Backsliding 

The  first  sign  we  will  notice  is  losing 
a  love  to  study  the  scriptures.  Anyone's 
life  is  usually  influenced  by  the  things  he 
reads.  So  if  we  will  read  and  study  God's 
Holy  Word,  we  will  be  more  than  apt  to 
live  according  to  the  things  we  learn  from 
the  scriptures. 

So  many  young  girls  and  boys  have 
made  a  wreck  of  their  lives  by  reading  the 
wrong  kind  of  literature.  It  is  only  natu- 
ral that  we  will  practice  the  things  we 
read  and  study  on.  We  should  read  only 
good  wholesome  literature. 

We  must  study  the  Word  to  know 
God's  will   for   us.   John    5:30,    3  9. 

The  second  sign  of  backsliding  is  neg- 
lecting to  pray.  When  we  fail  to  pray  the 
enemy  is  sure  to  trap  us.  We  should  watch 
and  pray  lest  we  enter  into  temptation. 
Jesus  prayed  to  His  Father  often.  So 
many  times  He  prayed  all  night.  If  Christ 
needed  to  pray  all  night,  how  much  more 
do  we  need  to  pray  in  this  evil  day?  In 
Matthew  6:6,  we  find  a. real  example  of 
how  to  pray.  "But  thou,  when  thou  pray- 
est,  enter  into  thy  closet,  and  when  thou 
hast  shut  thy  door,  pray  to  thy  Father 
which  is  in  secret;  and  thy  Father  which 
seeth  in  secret  shall  reward  thee  openly." 
Secret  prayer  is  the  strength  of  the  Chris- 
tian.  When   we   lose   a   love      for      secret 


August,  1940 


[Page  23 J 


prayer,    wc   soon    find   ourselves   slipping. 

When  we  fail  to  pray,  we  cease  to  praise 
God.  Remember  we  overcome  by  the 
word  of  our  testimony  and  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb.  Jesus  wants  our  praise,  so  let's 
praise  Him.  Ps.  34:1;  47:1;  Luke  6:22, 
23. 

The  fourth  sign  of  backsliding  is  losing 
a  desire  to  go  to  church  and  Sunday 
School.  We  lose  all  interest  in  the  Y.  P. 
E.,  whether  it  grows  or  not  matters  little 
to  you.  There  are  thousands  of  young 
people  who  need  help.  Maybe  just  your 
presence  and  sweet  smile  would  help  to 
make  the  pathway  brighter  for  some  boy 
or  girl.  Remember  we  all  have  an  influ- 
ence. Somebody  is  following  you  and  pat- 
terning his  life  after  yours.  So  let's  be 
present  at  every  service  doing  all  the  good 
we  can.  Heb.  10:2  5,  "Not  forsaking  the 
assembling  of  ourselves  together,  as  the 
manner  of  some  is;  but  exhorting  one  an- 
other: and  so  much  the  more,  as  ye  see 
the  day  approaching." 

God's   Warning  to  the  Backslider 

There  is  nothing  we  can  say  that  is 
more  impressive  than  God's  own  word  of 
warning  to  the  backslider.  "Now  the  just 
shall  live  by  faith:  but  if  any  man  draw 
back,  my  soul  shall  have  no  pleasure  in 
him,"  Heb.   10:38. 

"For  it  had  been  better  for  them  not 
to  have  known  the  way  of  righteousness, 
than,  after  they  have  known  it,  to  turn 
from  the  holy  commandment  delivered 
unto  them,"  2  Peter  2:21. 

"Therefore  to  him  that  knoweth  to  do 
good,  and  doeth  it  not,  to  him  it  is  sin," 
James  4:17.  "Take  heed,  brethren,  lest 
there  be  in  any  of  you  an  evil  heart  of 
unbelief,  in  departing  from  the  living 
God,"  Heb.   3:12. 

"I  have  overthrown  some  of  you,  as 
God  overthrew  Sodom  and  Gomorrah, 
and  ye  were  as  a  firebrand  plucked  out 
of  the  burning:  yet  have  ye  not  returned 
unto  me,  saith  the  Lord,"  Amos  4:11. 

"Therefore  thus  will  I  do  unto  thee,  O 
Israel:  and  because  I  will  do  this  unto 
thee,  prepare  to  meet  thy  God,  O  Israel," 
Amos  4:12. 

"So  then  because  thou  art  lukewarm, 
and  neither  cold  nor  hot,  I  will  spue  thee 
out  of  my  mouth,"  Rev.   3:16. 

If  you  are  cold  and  indifferent,  and 
have  fallen  into  sin,  you  will  never  be 
truly  happy  or  have  peace  in  your  soul, 
until  you  confess  your  sins  and  return 
unto  the  Lord,  because  God  says,  "There 
is  no  peace  ....  unto  the  wicked,"  Isa. 
48:22.  "The  backslider  in  heart  shall  be 
filled  with  his  own  ways,"  Prov.   14:14. 

How  He  May  Return  to  the  Lord 
First,  submit  to  God  and  He  will  for- 
give. "Go  and  proclaim  these  words  to- 
ward the  north,  and  say,  Return,  thou 
backsliding  Israel,  saith  the  Lord;  and  I 
will  not  cause  mine  anger  to  fall  upon 
you:  for  I  am  merciful,  saith  the  Lord, 
and  I  will  not  keep  anger  for  ever. 


"Only  acknowledge  thine  iniquity,  that 
thou  hast  transgressed  against  the  Lord 
thy  God  and  hast  scattered  thy  ways  to 
the  strangers  under  every  green  tree,  and 
ye  have  not  obeyed  my  voice,  saith  the 
Lord. 

"Turn,  O  backsliding  children,  saith 
the  Lord;  for  I  am  married  unto  you:  and 
1  will  take  you  one  of  a  city,  and  two  of 
a  family,  and  I  will  bring  you  to  Zion," 
Jer.   3:12-14. 

"I  will  heal  their  backsliding,  1  will 
love  them  freely:  for  mine  anger  is 
turned  away  from  him,"  Hosea  14:4. 

Second,  confess  to  God.  "I  acknowl- 
edged my  sin  unto  thee,  and  mine  iniquity 
have  I  not  hid.  I  said,  I  will  confess  my 
transgressions  unto  the  Lord;  and  thou 
forgavest  the  iniquity  of  my  sin,"  Psa. 
32:5.  "If  we  confess  our  sins,  he  is  faith- 
ful and  just  to  forgive  us  our  sins,  and  to 
cleanse  us  from  all  unrighteousness,"  1 
John  1:9. 

Third,  turn  to  God. 

"Therefore  turn  thou  to  thy  God:  keep 
mercy  and  judgment,  and  wait  on  thy 
God  continually,"  Hosea  12:6. 

"If  thou  return  to  the  Almighty,  thou 
shalt  be  built  up,  thou  shalt  put  away 
iniquity  far  from  thy  tabernacles,"  Job 
22:23.  "And  he  is  the  propitiation  for  our 
sins:  and  not  for  our's  only,  but  for  the 
sins  of  the  whole  world,"  1  John  2:2. 

Backslider,  return  unto  the  Lord,  for 
He  will  abundantly  pardon. 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  "Spiritual  Biography" 

Grace   Churchman 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

A  biography  is  the  story  of  a  person's 
life.  Then,  a  spiritual  biography  would  be 
the  story  of  a  person's  spiritual  life. 

Did  you  ever  think  that  we  all  have 
a  spiritual  life  which  is  much  the  same? 
Of  course,  some  may  have  been  deeper  in 
sin,  while  some  may  be  nearer  to  God 
than  others,  yet  the  outline  for  our  biog- 
raphy would  be  the  same.  So  we  shall  dis- 
cuss a  biography  which  will  be  my  life  or 
your  life,  i.  e.,  a  "spiritual  biography." 
Without  Christ 
Eph.  2:12 

"At  that  time  .  .  .  (while  living  in 
sin)  ye  were  without  Christ,  ....  hav- 
ing no  hope,  and  without  God  in  the 
world."  Is  not  this  your  biography  as  well 
as  mine? 

"At  that  time" — before  we  were  saved 
— while  living  in  sin,  with  no  hope,  and 
without  God.  That  is  the  beginning  of 
our  spiritual  biography.  We  were  in  sin 
without  God  and  without  hope;  we  had 
no  hope  for  a  reward  for  we  were  bur- 
dened down  with  the  cares  of  this  world. 
Without  God  we  cannot  have  hope,  but 
with  Him  we  can  have  hope  that  reaches 
beyond  this  world  of  disappointments.  Wc 
can  have  hope  beyond  the  grave,  for  our 


hope  is  in  heaven.  Without  God  we  were 
miserable;   with  Christ  we  are  happy. 
In  C/jrist 
2   Cor.    5:17 

"If  any  man  be  in  Christ  he  is  a  new 
creature:  old  things  are  passed  away,  be- 
hold all  things  are  become  new." 

When  we  are  saved  we  are  in  Christ 
and  are  new  creatures.  Yes,  we  still  have 
the  same  body,  but  there  has  been  a 
change  in  our  hearts,  therefore,  \:e  do  not 
the  things  we  once  did.  We  are  new  crea- 
tures— old  things  have  passed  away,  for 
there  is  not  room  for  Jesus  and  the  world 
both  in  the  heart. 

If  we  are  in  Christ  we  must  and  will 
give  up  the  things  we  once  did  which  are 
not  pleasing  to  Him.  The  "once  did" 
things  were  pleasing  to  the  devil,  but  now 
we  are  a  new  creature  and  should  do 
things  to  please  God. 

For  Christ 
2  Cor.  5:20 

"Now  then  we  are  ambassadors  for 
Christ,  as  though  God  did  beseech  you  by 
us:  we  pray  you  in  Christ's  stead,  be  ye 
reconciled  to  God." 

An  ambassador  is  an  accredited  repre- 
sentative of  a  state  in  the  court  of  an- 
other. An  accredited  person  is  a  person 
who  is  authorized.  So,  we  are  now  a  repre- 
sentative of  Christ  and  heaven,  in  the 
world,  working  for  the  interest  of  God. 
Once  we  did  things  for  ourselves;  now 
we  do  things  for  Christ.  Our  thoughts, 
our  words,  and  our  actions  are  all  for 
Christ.  As  Paul  once  said  when  he  was 
faced  with  death,  "For  me  to  live  is 
Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain,"  Phil.  1:21. 
Every  moment  of  the  day  is  an  oppor- 
tunity for  us  to  do  something  for 
Christ,  our  Savior.  What  are  we  doing? 
With  Christ 
Phil.  1:23 

"Having  a  desire  to  depart  and  be  with 
Christ,  which  is  far  better."  If  we  live  in 
Christ  and  for  Christ,  then  some  day  we 
shall  be  WITH  CHRIST.  This  is  the 
climax  of  our  spiritual  biography.  It  is 
not  the  closing  of  our  biography  because 
we  shall  be  with  Christ  throughout  eter- 
nity, but  it  will  be  the  turning  point.  We 
once  were  "without  Christ,"  once  lived 
"in  Christ"  and  "for  Christ"  on  this 
earth,  but  when  we  shall  reach  this  stage 
of  our  biography  we  shall  change  to  that 
heavenly  land  where  Christ  is  the  light. 
We  shall  be  with  Christ  in  heaven  where 
all  is  joy  and  happiness.  Truly  it  will  be 
a  wonderful  time  when  we  shall  be  with 
Christ. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:  "Liberty" 

By  Esther  Holland 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

We  like  to  think  of  the  day  when  our 

Declaration  of   Independence  was  signed 

and  of  the  freedom  and  liberty  provided 

thereby.  We  have  enjoyed  this  liberty  for 
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a  number  of  years;  yet  as  the  clouds  of 
trouble  and  war  bedim  our  sunlight  and 
fear  grips  our  hearts  that  this  beloved  lib- 
erty may  be  taken  from  us,  we  can  look 
up  and  realize  that  there  is  freedom  in 
Christ,  perhaps  not  national  liberty,  nor 
international  liberty,  but  for  the  individ- 
ual who  dares  trust  in  God,  there  is  that 
freedom  and  liberty  that  thrills  our  inner- 
most beings.  It  was  THE  MISSION  OF 
CHRIST  TO  PROCLAIM  FREEDOM. 
Isa.  61:1,  "The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  God 
is  upon  me;  because  the  Lord  hath 
anointed  me  to  preach  good  tidings  unto 
the  meek;  he  hath  sent  me  to  bind  up  the 
brokenhearted,  to  proclaim  liberty  to  the 
captives,  and  the  opening  of  the  prison 
to  them  that  are  bound."  God  anointed 
His  Son  to  bring  freedom  to  those  who 
were  in  sin,  in  darkness  of  unbelief  and 
ignorance.  We  may  still  have  this  free- 
dom, and  do  have  it  as  we  take  it  from 
God,  through  faith.  He  saw  the  great 
need  of  His  people  whom  Satan  had  de- 
ceived and  through  His  great  love  Jesus 
came  to  preach  good  tidings  of  salvation 
and  forgiveness  to  those  who  were  guilty, 
and  to  bind  up  those  broken  hearts  which 
have  been  broken  by  sin  and  its  results. 
His  message  is  just  the  same  to  those  who 
need  Him  today  as  when  He  was  here  in 
person  and  preached  along  the  shores  of 
Galilee.  He  came  for  that  specific  purpose, 
and  that  purpose  is  accomplished  through 
faith  in  Him. 

The  Truth,  the  New  Law  of  Life 
Sets  Free 

John  8:32,  "And  ye  shall  know  the 
truth,  and  the  truth  shall  make  you  free." 
Rom.  8:2,  "For  the  law  of  the  Spirit  of 
life  in  Christ  Jesus  hath  made  me  free 
from  the  law  of  sin  and  death."  Jesus,  the 
Word  of  God,  which  was  made  flesh  and 
dwelt  among  us,  is  the  truth.  He  said  we 
would  know  this  truth  and  this  that  we 
know  shall  make  us  free.  Free  from  sin, 
free  from  the  desire  to  sin,  free  from  the 
bonds  of  Satan.  The  law  of  sin  and  death 
has  no  power  over  the  soul  that  has  ac- 
cepted Christ  and  His  freedom,  for 
through  faith  in  Him,  we  plunge  beneath 
His  precious  blood  and  feel  the  cleansing 
effect  upon  our  hearts,  and  as  we  become 
clean  we  feel  free  from  the  bonds  that 
had  held  us  captive  for  so  long.  The  bur- 
den of  sin  leaves  and  the  joy  ot  a  new  lite 
comes  in  and  floods  our  beings  and  this 
liberty  is  enjoyed  as  long  as  we  abide 
therein.  Let  us  not,  therefore,  be  negli- 
gent that  we  depart  from  this  liberty 
through  unbelief  and  doubt,  but  let  us 
press  on  to  God  and  the  goal  He  has  set 
which  we  can  reach  through  the  won- 
derful TRUTH  of  LIBERTY  in  Christ 
Jesus. 

The  Abuse  of  This  Liberty 

1  Cor.  8:9,  "But  take  heed  lest  by  any 
means  this  liberty  of  your's  become  a 
stumblingblock  to  them  that  are  weak." 
Gal.   S:13,  "For,  brethren,     ye  have  been 


called  unto  liberty;  only  use  not  liberty 
for  an  occasion  to  the  flesh,  but  by  love 
serve  one  another."  We  can  enjoy  the  lib- 
erty of  salvation  and  do  appreciate  it 
greatly,  but  there  must  be  times  when 
this  liberty  which  we  enjoy  can  be 
abused.  We  find  that  in  the  country 
there  are  those  who  abuse  the  liberty  of 
the  state  and  must  be  brought  before  the 
courts  and  be  tried,  etc.  We,  too,  can 
abuse  the  liberty  we  have  through  Christ 
by  doing  things  that  we  feel  are  harmless, 
yet  to  our  weak  brother  who  is  not  so 
strong  in  the  faith  this  would  be  a  great 
sin.  We  do  not  live  unto  ourselves  accord- 
ing to  Paul's  writings,  and  should  realize 
that  someone  is  looking  to  us  for  light, 
for  an  example  of  the  Christian  life,  and 
only  through  our  works  do  they  see 
Christ  or  fail  to  see  Him.  Let  us  exercise 
the  greatest  of  care  that  we  live  in  and 
enjoy  this  liberty  which  Christ  has  pur- 
chased with  His  own  blood  in  such  a  way 
as  to  prove  to  the  world  that  we  know  it 
is  holy,  and  if  it  is  holy,  we  must  be  holy 
to  appropriate  it,  thus  by  so  doing,  others 
will  be  led  to  see  the  light  and  liberty  of 
Christ  and  desire  it  because  you  and  I 
have  been  faithful. 

Conclusion 
In  view  of  the  tragic  conditions  of  our 
world  today,  our  influence  should  be  such 
that  will  bring  men  and  women  to  see 
there  is  a  hope  of  escape  from  the  great- 
est terror,  the  tribulation,  and  that  by 
living  the  life  in  Christ,  we  can  have  a 
part  in  the  rapture  and  not  be  left  to  face 
this  great  trouble.  Much  prayer  should 
be  sent  up  for  our  feilowmen  and  those 
in  authority  and  for  the  Jews  that  we 
might  be  instrumental  in  hastening  the 
liberty  for  all  who  will  believe  in  the 
thousand  years'  reign  with  Christ  after 
the  tribulation.  Then,  and  only  then,  will 
our  joy  be  complete  and  we  will  under- 
stand more  fully  the  price  Christ  paid 
for  our  redemption. 

Send  the  Light 

(Continued  from  page  18) 
am  so  weary  of  it  all.  I  am  still  very 
young  but  I  have  to  look  forward  to 
always  going  the  rest  of  my  life  with 
half  enough  to  eat,  working  until  my 
poor  back  aches  and  being  kicked  and 
beaten  every  time  I  turn  around.  My 
people  serve  a  cruel  god  who  loves  to 
torture  his  people.  Yes,  Mohammed  is 
the  god  of  my  people.  They  say  that  it 
is  his  will  that  I  be  punished  this  way, 
that  it  is  the  only  way  that  I  can  be 
released  from  the  awful  crime  that  I  have 
committed.  But  I  don't  understand!  I 
have  heard  that  you  serve  a  God  of  love 
and  that  you  don't  sell  your  girls,  nor 
blame  them  for  the  death  of  their  people. 
"I  have  heard  too,  that  your  God  gives 
peace  to  the  heart.  If  you  really  have  a 
God  like  this,  why  haven't  you  told  my 
people  before?  Send  my  people  the  good 


news  before  they  perish." (Holds  hands 
outstretched   toward   Church.) 

Angel  (Looking  sternly  at  Church) : 
"Hearest  thou  the  plea  of  India's  mil- 
lions? Look  at  your  watch.  Every  time 
it  ticks  some  one  goes  out  to  meet  God, 
in  India.  Souls  are  slipping  through  your 
fingers  while  you  are  idle.  Now  look  at 
a  lad  from  Africa.  Hear  his  pitiful  plea." 

Africa  (Boy  enters  dressed  in  white) : 
"I  am  the  son  of  a  missionary  to  Africa, 
one  sent  out  by  your  board  years  ago 
and  long  forgotten.  He  has  labored  all 
these  years,  under  trying  circumstances, 
spreading  as  best  he  could  the  gospel  sto- 
ry. He  begged  you  to  send  help,  to 
lessen  the  strain  on  his  frail  body,  but 
you  never  even  bothered  to  answer.  Later 
he  became  very  sick  and  mother  wrote 
again  for  money  to  send  him  out  on  the 
coast  away  from  the  terrible  heat  where 
he  could  recover,  but  you  wrote  you  had 
no  money  to  waste  on  such  things.  Well 
daddy  died,  and  the  last  words  he  said 
were,  'Son,  if  no  missionary  arrives,  you 
take  daddy's  place,  and  tell  them  all 
you  know  about  God.'  Well,  no  one  ever 
came,  so  for  two  years  I've  tried  to  tell 
them  the  way  to  live,  but  I  am  so  small 
and  there  are  so  many  things  that  I  do 
not  understand.  They  need  your  help. 
I  bring  a  message  from  them  to  you. 
'Send  us  the  gospel  light,  how  much 
longer  must  we  wait?'  And  I  say  again 
from  the  depth  of  my  heart,  'Send  the 
blessed  gospel  light  and  let  it  shine  on 
Africa's  shore.'  "  (Holds  out  hands 
pleadingly. ) 

Angel:  "Shame  on  thee!  Letting  a  child 
bear  such  a  burden,  when  you  know  many 
young  men  and  women  are  standing  ready 
and  longing  to  go.  And  shame  on  thee, 
thou  sleeper.  Now  I  open  the  door  to 
the  South  American  Indians.  They  wor- 
ship trees,  animals,  moon,  sun  and  in 
fact,  everything  but  God.  They  would 
worship  Him  if   they  only  knew." 

South  America  (Indian  girl  enters  and 
bows  very  low) :  "I  am  come  to  represent 
the  Indians  of  your  neighbor  country, 
South  America.  My  people  live  in  grass 
huts  in  the  heart  of  the  jungle.  We  wor- 
ship the  sun,  for  is  he  not  a  god  of  light? 
The  nights  are  so  long  and  dark  in  the 
forest.  When  the  sun  comes  up,  oh  what 
peace  and  joy  comes  to  my  people.  We 
sing  and  dance  and  praise  the  great  sun 
god  for  sending  the  sun  to  drive  the 
darkness   away.  « 

"All  day  we  go  about  our  work  or 
play  happy,  for  we  have  our  god  smiling 
down  on  us.  But  all  too  soon  our  god 
leaves  us  alone  in  the  dark  fastness  of 
the  jungle  night,  when  animals  prowl 
and  our  lives  are  in  constant  danger.  We 
have  heard  that  you  have  a  God  that 
never  leaves  you,  even  in  the  darkest 
night,  that  He  gives  sweet  peace  to  the 
heart.  If  you  have  a  God  like  this  why 
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haven't  you  told  us  before?  We  have  tried 
our  gods  and  they  cannot  satisfy  the 
soul.  But  you  have  found  a  God  that  does 
satisfy.  How  can  you  withhold  the  good 
tidings  from  us?  Send  us  a  teacher  to 
show  us  the  way!"  (Hands  outstretched.) 
Angel:  "Now  can't  you  see  the  need? 
Don't  you  remember  that  God  has  said, 
'Go  ye  into  all  the  world  and  preach 
the  gospel  to  every  creature'?  Have  you 
dared  to  forget  the  command  of  our 
God?  The  day  is  far  spent  and  the  night 
is  at  hand  when  no  man  can  work.  Your 
chance  to  win  souls  will  soon  be  forever 
gone.  The  judgment  is  just  ahead,  and 
you  must  give  account  to  God  for  the 
way  you  have  spent  your  time.  Listen 
as  these  countries  sing  that  plea  again." 
(All  file  back  on  dimly-lighted  plat- 
form, three  on  one  side  and  three  on  the 
other.  They  have  in  o-nc  hand  a 
three-cornered  sign  telling  the  country 
they  represent,  and  in  the  other  an  un- 
it gh  fed  candle.  The  sign  may  be  placed 
on  a  small  stick  so  they  can  hold  it 
where  everyone  can  see  it.  They  sing 
"Send  the  Light,"  1st,  2nd,  4th  verses, 
looking  toward  the  Church  pleadingly.) 
Church  (Lights  candle  in  her  hand 
while  she  speaks  to  the  angel) :  "Oh,  how 
foolish  I  have  been!  Can  you  ever  for- 
give me  for  this  shameful  neglect?  I 
must  have  forgotten.  Help  me  never  to 
forget  again.  (Turns  to  the  missionary 
who  has  been  standing  beside  her  since 
the  others  have  come  back  together,  and 
says)  Come,  missionary!  (Missionary 
steps  near  while  the  Church  lights  his 
candle  by  her  own.)  Now  go,  kind  mis- 
sionary, to  the  dying  souls,  and  spread 
the  gospel  light  from  pole  to  pole.  I 
did  not  realize  the  burden  on  your  heart, 
forgive  me  but  hasten  to  them  quickly 
ere  it  is  too  late." 

(Church  sings  the  third  verse  by  her- 
self as  she  stands  to  her  feet.  They  all 
join  on  the  chorus,  as  missionary  goes 
from  one  to  another  lighting  each  candle. 
When  all  the  candles  are  lighted  the 
missionary  steps  to  the  front  holding  his 
candle  high,  all  the  other  children  step- 
ping to  the  front  on  each  side  of  mission- 
ary. The  Church  stands  directly  behind 
them,  hands  outstretched  over  them  as 
they  all  sing  the  first  verse  and  the  chorus 
again.  The  angel  is  standing  on  an  elevat- 
ed place  directly  behind  the  Clrurch  with 
her  hands  folded  on  her  breast.) 
Curtain 

CALLING    ALL   Y.P.E.    MEMBERS! 

Mrs.  Katherine  Thompson 
Boys  and  girls  of  the  Church  of  God 
Y.P.E. ,  what  are  you  planning  to  do 
with  your  time  this  summer?  Do  you 
know  that  your  time  is  not  your  own, 
you  are  bought  with  a  price,  therefore 
you  should  use  your  time  to  glorify  God? 
I   know   many  of   you  are  thinking  of 


the  good  times  you  can  have  on  your 
vacation,  but  are  you  thinking  of  some 
important  work  that  you  can  do  this 
summer?  I  know  some  of  you  are  doing 
good  work,  helping  build  a  church  or 
parsonage,  some  are  helping  some  boy 
or  girl  attend  Bible  School.  I  wonder  if 
we  are  thinking  of  our  little  black  broth- 
ers over  the  sea?  Do  you  know  that  Je- 
sus gave  them  to  us  by  adoption,  when 
He  said,  "Go  into  all  the  world  and 
preach  the  gospel  to  every  creature"?  He 
made  us  responsible  for  those  who  don't 
have  the  opportunity  which  we  have  to 
hear  the  gospel.  Some  of  you  young  peo- 
ple have  already  heard  the  call  to  "Go" 
and  preach  the  gospel,  but  not  many 
got  that  last  part,  "to  every  creature," 
which  leaves  out  no  one.  Of  course,  you 
have  said,  "I  can't  go,"  and  true  many 
of  you  can't  go.  But  you  still  have  a 
responsibility.  You  can  "send."  We  can 
all  have  a  part  in  God's  great  plan  of 
preaching  the  gospel  to  every  creature, 
and  many  of  us  think  we  have  so  little 
to  give.  Nothing  we  give  to  God  is  too 
small  to  be  unnoticed.  And  no  small 
thing  that  we  can  do  will  be  excused. 
God  wants  our  talent.  Because  it  happens 
to  be  small  does  not  excuse  us  in  any 
way. 

Think  of  the  widow  who  gave  the 
mite,  less  than  a  penny,  yet  she  was 
more  blessed  than  them  all  because  she 
gave  all.  That  is  what  God  wants  of  us, 
our  all.  Is  anything  too  good  for  God, 
or  do  we  have  anything  we  cannot  trust 
Him   with? 

Our  heart  was  so  touched  when  we 
read  Brother  Tharp's  report  of  the  mis- 
sions in  Haiti.  How  they  are  suffering 
and  sacrificing  for  the  lost  souls  there. 
Many  of  the  poor  people  could  not  at- 
tend the  convention  because  they  had 
nothing  to  wear,  absolutely  nothing. 
Their  best  dresses  wer|e  made  of  un- 
bleached cotton.  I  thought,  These  are 
our  brothers  and  sisters,  the  same  gospel 
that  saves  us  saves  them.  Can  we  neglect 
our  family  just  because  they  happen  to 
live  in  Haiti?  I  thought  of  the  words 
of  Jesus,  "I  was  naked  and  ye  clothed 
me.  .  .  .  Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it 
unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  my 
brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  me."  A 
dime  is  a  little  thing,  yet  I  feel  sure 
that  each  one  of  us  can  give  a  dime  for 
this    great    cause. 

We  could  make  a  dime  drive.  Are  you 
willing  to  do  this  to  help  those  poor 
people  who  could  not  attend  church  be- 
cause they   were  naked? 

Then  another  thing  every  Y.P.E.  group 
can  do.  You  are  out  of  school.  You  could 
spend  a  little  time  collecting  used  clothes 
from  your  neighbors  and  relatives.  Many 
people  have  good  clothes  and  hose  with 
a  runner  in  them,  that  are  waiting  for 
the    ragman    now.    Why    not    use    a    little 


of  our  time  and  collect   them  for  a  good 
cause? 

We  can't  say  there  is  nothing  we  can 
do,  when  there  is  so  much  to  be  done, 
and    so   few   laborers. 

When  sending  mission  clothes  for 
Haiti,  please  address  your  packages  to 
this  address: 

Mission  Circle 

cjo   Mrs.    Chester   Maxwell 

Somerstown   Road 

Ossining,    New    York. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from   page  l) 
and  threw  the  bright  penny  as  far  as  he 
could  down  a  deep  bank  into  a  piece  of 
woods.  It  was  never  seen  after  that. 

The  lad  who  had  been  treated  thus  un- 
kindly stood  for  a  moment  with  fist 
tightly  clenched.  He  was  tempted  to 
strike  the  one  who  had  robbed  him  of  his 
money.  Then  a  better  impulse  came  to 
him.  With  quivering  lips  but  with  vic- 
tory in  his  heart  he  turned  away  and  did 
not  say  a  word. 

The  boy  had  found  the  upward  path. 
There  it  stood  and  he  set  his  footsteps 
that  way.  He  had  lost  the  penny  which 
was  so  dear  to  him,  but  he  had  gained 
something  far  more  precious — mastery 
over  himself. 

The  pathway  of  us  all  comes  to  just 
such  a  place  some  time  or  other,  and  we 
must  decide  whether  we  shall  go  up  or 
down.  Paths  lead  in  many  directions. 
They  were  made  by  those  who,  like  you 
and  me,  have  had  their  moment  of  deci- 
sion. It  may  be  some  never  did  take  the 
way  upward  toward  the  best  there  is. 
How  will  it  be  with  those  who  are  now 
battling?  May  we  all  have  the  courage, 
the  manliness,  the  good,  pure  heart  to 
say,  "Mine  shall  be  the  upward  path.  I 
shall  keep  my  eyes  on  the  upward  path. 
I  shall  keep  my  eyes  on  the  cross." 

There  was  once  a  girl  who  wanted  to 
be  a  missionary — wanted  with  all  her 
heart  to  carry  the  message  of  love  across 
the  water  to  foreign  fields.  But  as  she  was 
preparing  herself,  she  was  stricken  down 
with  infantile  paralysis,  until  she  was 
doomed  to  remain  the  rest  of  her  life  in 
a  wheel  chair,  dependent  upon  other  peo- 
ple. Her  dream  for  her  life  was  defeated. 
But  in  its  place  she  looked  unto  the  hills 
and  built  another  dream.  She  would  be  a 
"sunshiny"  person.  Everyone  who  goes  to 
see  her  is  thrilled  and  helped  by  her  cheer- 
fulness and  humor.  Not  for  one  minute 
does  she  give  in  to  despair.  For  her  mis- 
sionary work,  she  has  substituted  a  beau- 
tiful little  ministry:  She  makes  scrap- 
books  of  poetry  and  pictures — dainty, 
beautiful  little  booklets,  which  she  dis- 
tributes generously.  There  is  always  one 
ready  when  someone  is  sick  in  the  hospi- 
tal, or  when  someone  needs  a  word  of 
cheer.  She  has  woven  the  loveliness  of  her 
own  personality  into  those  little  booklets, 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


until  the  very  receiving  of  one  is  a  joy. 

One  of  the  most  amazing  "unconquer- 
able souls"  in  the  world  today  is  that  little 
Japanese,  Kagawa.  He  just  can't  be 
downed.  When  he  decided  at  an  early  age 
to  be  a  Christian,  he  was  disinherited  by 
his  rich  uncle,  who  had  other  ambitions 
for  him.  Then,  when  he  wouldn't  be  sat- 
isfied to  live  in  comfort  in  the  city,  but 
rather  sought  out  the  worst  slums  of 
Tokyo,  fate  seemed  again  to  have  him  in 
its  clutches.  Living  there  amid  the  worst 
dirt  and  disease  conditions  in  the  world, 
he  contracted  trachoma,  one  of  the  most 
dreaded  eye  diseases,  and  suffered  also 
from  tuberculosis.  Again  and  again  doc- 
tors have  given  him  up,  or  given  him  at 
the  most  three  months  to  live.  But  is  he 
downcast?  No!  When  the  first  doctor  ad- 
vised him  to  rest  for  the  short  remainder 
of  his  life,  Toyohiko  Kagawa  answered, 
"If  I'm  only  going  to  be  here  for  a  short 
time,  I  must  fill  that  time  to  the  fullest." 

And  ever  since  he  has  been  filling  that 
time.  A  novelist  and  writer  of  tremendous 
output,  he  has  won  the  hearts  of  the  peo- 
ple of  Japan;  as  the  leader  of  the  great 
cooperative  movement  in  Japan  he  has 
marshalled  forces  for  right  comparable  to 
those  of  a  great  general.  As  a  speaker  and 
lecturer,  he  meets  an  unbelievable  num- 
ber of  engagements.  And  yet — poor  fel- 
low— he  might  have  been  in  a  hospital  for 
all  these  years,  lamenting  his  weakened 
condition,  for  doctors  say  that  he  has  not 
a  sound  organ  in  his  body.  When  admit- 
ted into  the  United  States  for  his  recent 
tour,  he  was  requested  to  carry  with  him 
everywhere  he  went  his  doctor  and  nurse. 
In  a  southern  city,  when  interviewed  at  a 
very  early  hour  by  admiring  friends,  he 
laughingly  remarked  that  his  doctor  was 
not  able  to  endure  his  heavy  schedule. 
Here  the  patient  was  already  up  and  feel- 
ing fine  and  the  doctor  had  to  rest!  Truly, 
he  is  an  "unconquerable  soul." 

There  are  different  kinds  of  "uncon- 
querables."  There  are  those  who  triumph 
over  physical  handicaps  that  are  discour- 
aging, and  live  useful,  abundant,  happy 
lives.  And  there  are  those  who  take  dis- 
couragements, and  seeming  defeat,  and 
triumph  still.  There  are  those  who  can 
still,  in  times  of  darkness,  have  faith 
that  "the  sun  will  shine  through  their 
cypress  trees." 

We  trust  these  few  thoughts  will  help 
you  to  stand  in  the  hard  places  and  that 
we  may  all  lift  our  eyes  unto  the  hills, 
rather  than  go  down  in  defeat  in  the  test- 
ing time.  Let  us  remember  this  one  thing, 
"the  way  up  is  always  clear." 

Preaching  Doesn't  Mean  Much 

(Continued  from  page   15) 

out.  When  they  do,  I  am  ruined.  My 
wife's  heart  will  be  broken,  I  shall  los.' 
my  position,  and  my  life  will  be  wrecked. 
You  are  the  only  man  in  the  world  to 
whom  I  have  told  this,  and  I  decided  to 


come  to  you  after  hearing  your  sermon 
tonight.  I  want  to  find  my  way  out  of 
this  situation  with  the  help  of  Jesus 
Christ." 

Dr.  Brown  knelt  down  and  prayed 
earnestly  with  and  for  the  young  man 
and  then  told  him  to  return  in  the  morn- 
ing. Together  they  went  down  to  the 
bank,  put  the  whole  matter  before  the 
president,  and  upon  a  promise  of  the  bank 
clerk  to  redeem  his  life  from  failure,  an 
arrangement  was  made  by  which  a  certain 
amount  could  be  taken  out  of  his  salary 
until  the  debt  to  the  bank  was  paid.  A 
young  man  and  his  family  were  saved  by 
the  preaching  of  the  gospel  of  Jesus 
Christ! 

"When  the  gospel  of  Christ  is  preached, 
it  can  mean  and  may  mean  more  than 
anything  else  in  the  world!  The  Christian 
church  is  dealing  constantly  with  critical 
life  situations.  Let  no  one  discount  what 
may  happen  when  the  redeeming  power 
of  God  in  Christ  is  proclaimed  to  a  world 
filled  with  sin-sick  souls. — Christian  Ad- 
vocate. 

Sophie's  Second  Sermon 

( Continued  from  page  21) 

can't  make  a  mistake. 

"I  knowed  a  man  that  was  going  to 
Africa  to  preach  und  the  Boards  won't 
send  him.  He  vas  full  mit  the  Holy 
Ghost  und  a  love  for  souls,  but  they  said 
he  vas  too  old  und  they  haf  not  much 
money.  Veil,  the  Lord  He  do  some 
things  the  Boards  won't  do,  und  He  said, 
'Sophie,  I  gif  you  work,  you  send 
that    man   out.' 

The  other  Boards  won't  take  him, 
so  i  sent  him  out  on  the  washboard. 
There  is  money  in  the  old  washboard  yet. 
Now  he  do  good  worK,  save  many  souls, 
hat   a  good  Church   for  many   years. 

"a  nctle  while  ago  Father  says,  'So- 
phie, they  want  an  organ  mit  that  man 
und  he  got  no  board  behind  him  except 
your  washboard.  I  gif  you  thirty  days' 
worn   und  you  buy  the  organ.' 

"So  I  got  it  und  when  I  play  on  my 
piano  (washboard)  here,  I  say  they  play 
on  that  organ  there,  und  when  I  am 
tired  t  listen  for  that  music  und  say, 
how  those  poor  heathen  enjoy  it. 

"Veil,  one  of  these  days  our  Lord  vill 
come  mit  power  und  great  glory,  as 
Brutter  Paul  says  in  Thessalonians  4:16, 
'und  we  shall  be  caught  up  to  meet 
him  in  the  clouds.'  Brutter,  see  that  you 
have  your  hand  on  some  sinner's  shoulder 
and   taive   him   mit   you. 

"I  made  a  resolution  und  you  know 
a  good  resolution  should  be  like  a  crying 
bauy  in  church,  it  should  be  carried  out. 
Veil,  my  resolution  vas — Oh,  there  vas 
my  car,  good-bye.  Hey,  Mr.  Conducter, 
pull  the  trolley,  stop  the  car,  I  vant  to 
tell  you  some  good  news." 

— Sent  in  by  Mrs.  E.  E.  Coleman. 


Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  in 

July  Total 

Alabama                          902  10,5  88 

Arizona                              14  154 

Arkansas  257  1,865 

California  121  1,170 

Colorado  ......                  14  112 

Delaware.....                    28  245 

Foreign                          410  2,677 

Florida    ...3,904  3  5,157 

Georgia  .                   .3,690  27,286 

Iowa   3  5  429 

Idaho    .                     .154  579 

Illinois     .                ...1,043  6,285 

Indiana   ..                       231  1,949 

Kansas    47  3  34 

Kentucky             .....2,227  14,871 

Louisiana               .....     217  1,301 

Maine    56  604 

Massachusetts  ..             42  342 

Maryland    326  2,752 

Minnesota  70  308 

Michigan    .         ______     186  1,934 

Mississippi  504  3,274 

Missouri    212  1,5  82 

Montana 154  1,237 

Nebraska    43 

New  Jersey 84  3  51 

New  Mexico 60  666 

North  Carolina   ....2,473  19,360 

North  Dakota  168  1,110 

Ohio  .524  3,92  5 

Oklahoma  :.    .     248  2,106 

Oregon   42  451 

Pennsylvania    5  52  5,753 

South  Carolina  5,218  41,719 

South  Dakota  105  1,5  82 

Tennessee    1,621  14,316 

Texas    533  4,727 

Virginia    682  5,836 

Washington   44  5  34 

Washington,  D.  C.       14  141 

West  Virginia 1,336  10,975 

Wyoming  1 

NOTICE:  Bound  Lighted  Pathways 
for  1939  have  all  been  sold.  We  still  have 
a  number  of  1938.  Send  us  your  order. 
Price,  5  0c. — Editor. 

Notice 

As  the  paper  is  going  to  press  a  day  or 
two  early,  it  will  not  be  possible  for  us  to 
give  the  names  of  the  winner  of  the  $5.00 
prize  or  the  Honor  Roll  for  the  month  of 
July.  We  will  give  this  in  next  issue. — 
Editor. 

The  Cost  of  Alcohol 

Speaking  at  a  luncheon  of  business  and 
profession  men  in  London  on  "Drink  Re- 
form," Lady  Astor,  M.  P.,  presented  these 
startling  facts  for  England:  expenditure 
on  drink  was  three  times  that  on  educa- 
tion, five  times  that  on  old  age  pensions, 
three  and  one-half  times  that  on  bread, 
and  three  times  that  on  milk. 
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Sunday  School 


Mrs.  J.  L.  McCoy 


"...  All  power  is  given  unto  me  in 
heaven  and  in  earth.  Go  ye  therefore,  and 
teach  all  nations,  baptizing  them  in  the 
name  of  the  Father,  and  of  the  Son,  and 
of  the  Holy  Ghost:  Teaching  them  to 
observe  all  things  whatsoever  I  have  com- 
manded   you:    .    .    ."    Matt.    28:18-20. 

Attention!  Receive  ye  the  words  of 
the  Lord  Jesus  as  recorded  by  St.  Mat- 
thew, for  in  so  doing  we  are  enabled  to 
grasp  the  fundamental  principle  of  all 
learning.  Truly  the  experience  Jesus  had 
with  the  questions  of  the  learned  and  un- 
learned followers  of  Himself  proved  un- 
mistakably the  great  necessity  of  man 
being  taught.  Thus  no  human  mind  can 
be  accredited  as  the  original  for  this  in- 
stitution. Sunday  School  is  not  a  modern 
institution  of  recent  birth,  but  rather 
dates  back  to  the  ancient  Israelites.  The 
Bible  has  many  references,  and  ancient 
Jewish  manuscripts  refer  to  schools  for 
instruction  in  the  Scriptures.  So  as  backed 
up  by  God's  Word  and  set  forth  in  the 
great  program  of  God's  Church,  we  carry 
on  the  great  commission  in  the  depart- 
ment   of    the    church,    "Sunday    School." 

To  define  what  Sunday  School  really 
is  I  find  the  definition  of  Sr.  John  H. 
Vincent  quite  acceptable.  "Sunday  School 
is  a  department  of  the  Church  of  God 
(he  states  Christ,  but  I  prefer  the  all 
inclusive  term),  in  which  the  Word  of 
God  is  taught,  for  the  purpose  of  bring- 
ing souls  to  Christ,  and  of  building  up 
souls  in  Christ."  With  such  a  truth  as 
this  we  can  never,  no  never,  neglect  it, 
one  of  the  greatest  departments  of  the 
Church,  for  neglect  will  pauperize  Chris- 
tianity for  future  generations.  Even  pres- 
ently I  fear  many  could  not  hold  the 
appraisal  of  Paul  to  Timothy  as  recorded 
in    2    Tim.    3:14;    1:5. 

Sunday  School,  as  we  know  it  today, 
seems  to  have  been  reborn  in  the  mind  of 
Robert  Raikes  where  it  was  first  put 
into  action  in  Gloucester,  England,  in 
1780.  The  same  idea  came  to  America 
about   four  years  later. 

May  we  not  forget  that  the  Sunday 
School  is  the  only  educational  institution 
of  our  time  which  provides  courses  of 
study  for  all  ages,  embracing  from  the 
Cradle  Roll  to  aged  patriarchs.  Herein 
we  depict  the  beauty  and  blessedness  of 
organization.  Whereas,  instead  of  being 
thrown  into  a  single  group  struggling  to 
discriminate,  we  have  a  department  for 
every  group  where  they  arc  taught  ac- 
cordingly. 

I  shall  not  try  to  define  the  work  of 
every  department  from  the  Beginners  to 
the  Adults  as  I  would  or  did  verbatim, 
but  I  would  like  to  pause  for  a  little  with 


the  Intermediate  group.  This  we  call  the 
period  of  adolescence,  that  is  from  four- 
teen to  twenty  years  of  age.  Up  to  this 
time,  usually,  the  child  is  taught  without 
Christ  and  now  (most  likely)  he  or  she 
will  make  his  or  her  decision  for  or 
against  Christ.  The  Sunday  School  is  the 
sole  survivor  to  help  this  child  to  make 
an  open  confession,  a  resolute  decision 
and  a  personal  acceptance  of  Christ  as 
their  personal  Savior.  Can  we  neglect? 
A  tremendous  responsibility  rests  upon 
the  Sunday  School  of  our  land.  This  is 
an  opportunity,  and  possibly  a  difficulty 
in  evangelism,  to  reach  a  people  who  may 
not    be   affiliated    with   any   church. 

Educational  institutes  no  longer  teach 
nor  tolerate  moral  instruction.  A  sad 
plight,  indeed,  but  true.  Parents  have 
forfeited  their  right,  neglected  their  duty 
and  have  forsaken  the  family  altar.  Dad 
is  too  tired  from  a  weary  day  of  heavy 
toil,  mother  is  continually  occupied  with 
the  never  ending  chores  of  home  life. 
Thus  the  child  lives  and  grows  untaught 
in  the  Holy  Scriptures.  Could  I  not 
truthfully  say  crime  is  committed  when 
God  is  omitted?  Can  we  expect  greater 
things  to  develop  and  materialize  from 
these  unfed,  staggering  skeletons  of  spir- 
itual devastation,  which  will  one  day 
haunt  the  bliss  of  what  once  was  home, 
sweet  home?  Are  you  guilty?  Therefore 
the    responsibility    falls    on    the    Church. 

What,  may  I  ask,  explains  the  unity, 
though  scattered  far  and  near,  the  aloof- 
ness, the  uniqueness  of  the  Hebrew  race? 
It  can  be  answered  in  simple  terms;  they 
have  not  departed  from  the  faith  of  their 
fathers.  I'm  afraid  they  excel  many  of 
our  own  precious  people  in  family  train- 
ing. They  begin  early  while  the  life  is 
yet  tender.  In  childhood  is  the  best  time 
to  invest  and  instill  in  the  intellect  the 
words   of   truth   of   life. 

Do  we  need  Sunday  Schools?  May  we 
recapitulate  and  review  a  statistical  re- 
port released  some  months  ago  from  the 
juvenile  courts  of  New  York.  Out  of 
one  hundred  boys  from  the  ages  of  four- 
teen to  twenty  years,  brought  in  question 
before  the  judge,  ninety-nine  had  never 
been  to  Sunday  School.  That  criminal 
arrests  today  are  climaxed  in  these  years 
is  a  staggering  admittance.  Can  we  do 
anything  about  it?  Wisdom  was  expressed 
when  quoted,  "Train  up  a  child  in  the 
way  he  should  go — "  and  not  "if  you 
train  up  a  child."  Parents,  that  one  quo- 
tation   bespeaks   responsibility. 

The  average  child  today  has  been  al- 
lowed to  cater  to  one  of  two  extremes. 
First:  When  the  child  becomes  fussy  and 
cross   about    going   to   Sunday    School   he 
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or  she  may  go  or  stay  from  Sunday  School 
just  as  he  or  she  chooses;  while  on  the 
other  hand,  children  are  greatly  disdained 
or  scorned  with  such  remarks  as,  "You're 
going  or  I'll  beat  you  to  death,"  or 
"You're  going  because  I  said  so."  There's 
a  right  way  to  do  the  right  thing.  Pa- 
rents, guardians,  would  it  not  be  more 
worth  while  to  take  time  off  and  explain 
to  the  child,  who  really  doesn't  know, 
why  he  should  go  to  Sunday  School?  Let 
him  know  it's  to  make  him  better  and 
to  qualify  him  for  life  and  death,  etc. 
You're  leading  the  same  curious  child  to 
Sunday  School  who  pulls  out  every 
drawer  and  wants  to  know  what  every 
item  is.  Human  nature  resents  force,  is 
it  not  proved  every  day?  Take  time,  give 
heed  to  the  more  weighty  matters  in 
your  life. 

In  discussing  this  blessed  work,  I'd 
like  to  discuss  teachers  briefly,  for  they 
are  a  very  important  part  of  this  work, 
in  fact,  so  important  that  God  gave  us 
teachers.  Somewhere  we  have  God-called 
teachers  as  well  as  preachers.  I  quote  Paul 
in  Eph.  4:11,  "And  he  gave  some,  apos- 
tles; and  some,  prophets;  and  some,  evan- 
gelists; and  some,  pastors  and  teachers." 
Note  the  markings  of  this  quotation.  I 
like  the  thought  that  pastors  and  teach- 
ers are  connected  and  not  distinctly  sepa- 
rated as  the  others.  Our  church  program 
has  not  deviated  from  the  Bible.  Christ 
was  a  teacher.  "There  was  a  man  of  the 
Pharisees,  named  Nicodemus,  a  ruler  of 
the  Jews:  The  same  came  to  Jesus  by 
night,  and  said  unto  him,  Rabbi,  we 
know  that  thou  art  a  teacher  come  from 
God,"  John  3:l-2a.  Paul  was  a  teacher. 
"Whereunto  I  am  ordained  a  preacher, 
and  an  apostle,  (I  speak  the  truth  in 
Christ,  and  lie  not)  a  teacher  of  the 
Gentiles  in  faith  and  verity,"  1  Tim.  2:7. 
Our  teacher  of  today  should  be  a  Chris- 
tian in  belief,  in  experience,  in  example, 
as  well  as  a  student  of  the  Word,  for 
teacher  and  student  alike  must  accept 
the  pre-eminence  of  God's  Word.  I  say 
too,  "The  power  and  success  of  a  Sunday 
School  lies  not  in  its  constitution  but  the 
energy  of  its  workers."  "Apt  to  teach," 
2   Tim.    2:24. 

HOW   TO   TEACH 

Know   your   student.    Teach   by   sight, 

imagination,  comparison,  and  knowledge. 

These   will   most   nearly  cover  the   varied 

need   of   the   student    to   learn.    Illustrate, 

for  the  Bible  is  beautifully  blended  with 

history    and    geography    which    makes    it 

more   easily    understood    and    appreciated. 

For  equipment  every  teacher  should  have 

a  complete  set  of  maps  and   blackboards. 

Does  the  church  need  a  Sunday  School? 

I  say,  Yes,  and  very  much  so.  It  needs 

it  for  its  Bible  instruction.  The  preacher 

preaches  and  not  teaches  from  his  pulpit. 

Sunday  School  is  exercise  to  church  mem- 

( Continued    on    page    30) 


[Page  28 J 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


*7i4e  fluffed  PcUU  HecdU  <Jlo*n& 


Hal  Morton  clattered  noisily  down  the 
uncarpeted  steps  in  the  decrepit  old 
rooming  house  that  had,  for  the  past  eight 
years,  been  home  to  him.  He  had  just 
heard  the  ancient  porch  steps  creak  and 
groan  under  the  weight  of  the  well-fed 
postman  as  he  mounted  them  to  deposit 
the  morning  mail  in  the  battered  tin  re- 
ceptacle nailed  to  the  porch  post.  Mrs. 
Patterson,  the  eccentric  owner  of  the  box- 
like rooming  house,  hurried  from  the  dis- 
tant kitchen,  a  soppy  dish  rag  in  one  hand 
and  soap  suds  dripping  from  the  other. 
She  glanced  depreciatingly  at  the  lanky 
youth  descending  the  stairs. 

"Now,  land  sakes!  Do  you  have  to 
make  so  much  noise,  Hal  Morton?  Seems 
to  me  you're  in  a  terrible  haste  to  get  the 
mail.  Do  you  think  I  wouldn't  bring  it 
up  to  you?" 

"Oh  now,  Mrs.  Patterson,  you  know  I 
wouldn't  suspect  anything  like  that.  1 
just  wanted  my  mail,  now."  Hal's  tone 
was  pleasant  and  somewhat  mollified  the 
irate  woman. 

The  old  tin  box  contained  four  white 
squares  and  a  small  package,  all  addressed 
to  Dr.  Hal  Morton.  Hal  grinned  broadly 
at  the  caption.  Mrs.  Patterson,  disap- 
pointed, walked  back  to  her  pile  of  dirty 
dishes,  and  Hal,  in  two  leaps  and  a  bound, 
ascended  the  stairs  and  entered  his  room, 
closing  the  door  behind  him. 

The  first  letter  bore  the  return  address 
of  a  famous  clinic  in  the  city.  Eagerly, 
Hal  slit  the  end  and  unfolded  the  expen- 
sive sheet  of  heavy  paper.  The  message 
was  brief  but  to  the  point.  It  was  an  ap- 
pointment to  him,  Hal  Morton,  to  become 
a  member  of  the  staff  of  physicians  at 
the  clinic.  He  would  report  on  duty  the 
first  of  the  month.  The  salary  was  such 
that  it  took  the  boy's  breath  at  first — 
what  couldn't  he  do  with  that  amount 
of  money.  It  would  mean  too  that  he 
could  afford  to  keep  up  the  friendship 
with  Rachel.  His  heart  sang  as  he  opened 
the  second  envelope  addressed  in  Rachel's 
bold  hand. 

"I'm  thrilled,  Hal,"  it  read,  "to  hear  of 
your  appointment  to  Rogers'  Clinic. 
What  a  grand  opportunity  that  will  mean 
for  you.  Now  you  won't  have  to  be  so 
crabby  about  not  letting  me  put  up  the 
treats,  for  you'll  have  plenty  of  money." 
Hal  winced.  He  did  not  like  the  sound  of 
that.  He  had  stubbornly  refused  to  let 
the  wealthy,  infatuated  society  girl  spend 
money  on  him.  It  was  a  question  of  honor 
and  he  disliked  to  have  it  spoken  of  so 
lightly.  He  liked  the  beautiful  girl  very 
much  but  he  did  wish  she  were  not  quite 
so  bold.  Oh  well,  he  sighed.  If  he  ac- 
cepted this  position,  which  of  course  he 
would,  he'd  have  to  learn  the  ways  of  the 
society  royal  that  patronized  Rogers' 
Clinic. 


He  hurried  through  the  remainder  of 
the  note,  then  placed  it  on  the  table  with 
the  letter  from  the  clinic.  The  next  let- 
ter was  a  fat  one  addressed  in  a  fine  hand. 
It  was  postmarked  "Valley  Junction,"  so 
it  must  be  from  some  one  back  home.  It 
was  a  touching  personal  letter  from  Rev. 
Maxwell,  the  silver-haired  veteran  of  the 
Valley  Junction  pulpit.  He  offered  con- 
gratulations, in  his  genteel  way,  to  Hal 
for  graduating  with  highest  honors  from 
his  long,  grinding  years  through  college 
and  medical  school.  At  last  Hal  came  to 
the  last  finely  written  page.  Were  his  eyes 
deceiving  him?  No.  The  firm  writing 
stood  out  clear  before  his  startled  gaze. 

"Mother  has  the  east  wing  of  the  house 
cleaned  and  waiting  for  you,"  it  read. 
"We  thought  you'd  like  the  big  room 
for  your  office  and  the  smaller  room  for 
your  bedroom.  Some  of  the  good  folks 
here  saved  some  money  and  sent  to  the 
city  for  a  big  desk  for  your  office  last 
week.  It  came  today,  and  we  moved  it  in. 
We  have  the  Axminster  rug  that  used  to 
be  on  your  mother's  parlor  floor  down  in 
your  office,  too.  God  has  been  good  to  see 
you  through  these  long,  hard  years.  We 
have  prayed  for  you  daily,  and  you're  al- 
ways remembered  in  our  cottage  prayer 
meetings.  Folks  have  been  so  happy, 
knowing  you'd  soon  be  with  us  again. 
Newell's  baby  died  last  week  because  the 
doctor  from  the  city  couldn't  get  here  in 
time.  When  you  are  our  doctor  here,  there 
will  be  many  broken  hearts  saved  a  fresh 
ache."  Tears  slipped  unbidden  down  Hal's 
white  cheeks.  Of  course  he  would  have  to 
disappoint  them,  but  they  were  such  good 
people.  He  read  on. 

"You  remember  Captain,  your  little 
spotted  pony,  don't  you?  He's  still  living 
— seems  like  he  is  just  waiting  for  you  to 
come  home  and  feed  him  one  more  lump 
of  sugar  before  he  gives  up.  He's  so  stiff 
and  old  he  can  hardly  walk  out  to  the  old 
tank  for  a  drink. 

"Well,  I  must  close  now.  Let  us  know 
when  you're  coming,  and  Mother  and  I 
will  hitch  old  Robin  to  the  buggy  and 
drive  to  the  Centers  to  meet  you." 

Hal's  long  fingers,  in  whose  sinews  lay 
the  power  of  life  over  death,  trembled  as 
he  reverently  laid  the  minister's  letter  on 
the  table  a  little  apart  from  the  other 
two.  He  must  not  let  himself  think.  He 
opened  the  last  letter.  The  dainty  white 
envelope  was  lined  with  blue,  and  a  scent 
of  the  white  lilacs  that  grew  in  profusion 
back  in  Valley  Junction  filled  the  room 
as  a  tiny  bunch  of  the  soft,  crushed  blos- 
soms fell  from  the  opened  pages.  The  mes- 
sage this  time  was  brief  and  sincere. 
Margie  Wilson,  the  sweetheart  of  child- 
hood days,  had  offered  in  her  own  sweet 
way  congratulations.  She  echoed  the  invi- 
tation of  Rev.  Maxwell  of  Hal's  home- 
coming.   It    was    signed    simply,      "Your 


friend,  Margie  Wilson."  A  short  post- 
script added  that  she  had  sent  a  little  gift 
she  hoped  he  would  enjoy. 

Hal  broke  the  cord  from  the  wrapping 
and  found  under  the  brown  folds  more 
white  lilac  blossoms  and  something 
wrapped  in  soft  white  tissue.  Tenderly 
he  untied  the  dainty  bow  of  lavender  and 
drew  back  the  tissue.  An  uncomfortable 
lump  filled  his  throat  as  he  beheld  the 
gift.  It  was  a  soft  leather-bound  Holy 
Bible.  On  the  flyleaf  in  a  dainty  script 
were  words,  "To  Hal  Morton  from  Mar- 
gie Wilson."  Under  this  was  written, 
"Let  this  be  your  guide  and  counsellor  in 
deciding  which  path  to  follow,  Hal.  If 
you  do,  you'll  be  doing  right  no  matter 
where  the  trail  may  lead." 

Holding  the  Bible  reverently  in  his 
hand,  the  young  doctor  let  his  mind  carry 
him  over  the  years  to  a  certain  stormy 
afternoon. 

He  saw  a  freckled-faced  boy  of  fifteen 
summers  stand  beside  the  open  grave,  as 
two  caskets  side  by  side  were  lowered  into 
the  hard  frozen  earth.  The  boy  was  brok- 
en-hearted. Hot  tears  poured  over  the 
freckled  cheeks.  The  slender  shoulders 
shook  as  he  sobbed.  A  kindly  arm  was 
thrown  around  the  thinly  clad  boy,  and 
a  deep  voice  gently  comforted  the  trou- 
bled soul. 

When  the  lad  left  the  lonely  cemetery 
that  day,  leaving  all  that  was  beloved  on 
earth  to  him  behind,  he  was  accompanied 
by  the  strange  minister.  Almost  before 
he  knew  what  was  happening  his  scanty 
belongings  were  moved  into  the  large  airy 
room  in  the  east  wing  of  the  minister's 
home,  and  he  was  taken  into  the  hearts  of 
the  childless  couple  as  though  he  were  a 
son  of  their  own  flesh  and  blood.  Cap- 
tain, the  old  spotted  pony,  was  brought  in 
from  the  deserted  farm  and  installed  in 
the  neat  red  barn  behind  the  rambling 
old  white  house.  Two  days  after  the  fun- 
eral, Rev.  Maxwell  found  the  lad  whom 
they  had  taken  as  their  own  son,  out  in 
the  barn.  His  arms  were  clutched  tight- 
ly around  the  shaggy  pony's  neck.  He 
was  sobbing  out  his  lonesome  little  heart 
to  the  understanding  friend  who  was  rub- 
bing his  velvety  nose  caressingly  on  the 
boy's  shoulder.  The  boy  had  turned  as  he 
sensed  the  minister's  presence.  For  a  mo- 
ment he  looked  unseeingly  before  him; 
then  he  spoke  in  a  strangely  calm  voice. 

"Preacher,  my  mom  and  daddy,  they 
wouldn't  a  died  if  there'd  been  a  doctor 
here,  would  they?" 

"No,  lad.  I  believe  a  good  doctor  could 
have  saved  them."  Maxwell  wondered 
what  the  boy  was  thinking.  The  slender 
shoulders  straightened,  and  a  manly  note 
of  determination  filled  the  lad's  voice.  He 
looked  the  kind  minister  squarely  in  the 
eyes. 

"Preacher  Maxwell,  I'm  going  to  be  a 
(Continued   on   page   30) 
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HARDEN  NOT  YOUR  HEARTS 

Mrs.  H.  L.  Hastings 

THERE  was  a  special  awakening  and 
religious  interest  in  all  the  churches 
in  the  village  of  C — .  Among  those  who 
boarded  in  the  family  with  me  was  a 
young  lady  of  superior  talents  and  ac- 
complishments, a  daughter  of  one  of  the 
first  families  in  her  native  town;  beauti- 
ful, brilliant,   gay,  and   thoughtless. 

I  had  frequent  conversations  with  her 
concerning  her  soul's  eternal  interests,  and 
in  writing  to  her  father,  who  was  a  Meth- 
odist class  leader,  she  mentioned  her  ac- 
quaintance and  association  with 
me.  I  soon  received  a  letter  from 
him  expressing  his  joy  that  his 
daughter  had  become  acquainted 
with  a  Christian  friend,  and  wish- 
ing me  to  take  special  interest  in 
her  welfare,  for  which  he  felt  a 
deep  anxiety. 

I  endeavored  by  every  appropri- 
ate means  to  engage  her  thoughts 
upon  the  subject  of  personal  re- 
ligion, but  she  had  become  proud 
and  vain;  and  having  found  the 
acquaintance  of  many  of  the  gay 
and  worldly  around,  she  at  length 
avoided  me  and  finally  left  the 
family  and  sought  another  board- 
ing place,  that  she  might  pursue 
her  course  of  pleasure  undisturbed. 

The  young  lady  attended  the 
Baptist  meeting,  and  shared  in 
deep  conviction  of  sin  which  was 
wrought  in  many  hearts  by  the 
power  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  but  she 
strove  to  resist  the  heavenly  influ- 
ence. She  had  four  young  compan- 
ions, gay  and  thoughtless  like  her- 
self. The  minister  at  the  church 
solemnly  and  faithfully  warned  the  un- 
godly of  their  danger,  and  told  them  that 
no  one  could  pass  through  that  revival 
without  feeling  the  influence  of  the 
Spirit  of  God.  These  five  young  ladies 
scoffed  at  the  idea,  and  promised  each 
other  to  resist  all  such  impressions;  and 
boasted  among  their  acquaintances  that 
they  would  show  them  that  they  could 
pass  through  the  revival  and  not  be  af- 
fected by  it. 

Accordingly  they  attended  the  meet- 
ings and  sneered  and  trifled  with  all  the 
tears  shed  and  prayers  offered  in  their  be- 
half. I  sent  a  note  to  the  minister,  re- 
questing special  prayer  for  this  young 
lady;  the  request  was  laid  before  the 
meeting,  no  name  being  mentioned;  but 
it  provoked  fresh  scoffing  from  them,  and 


they  seemed  determined  to  harden  their 
hearts  and  brave  it  out  against  all  con- 
victions, admonitions,  and  entreaties. 
But  "though  hand  join  in  hand  the 
wicked  shall  not  be  unpunished,"  and  "it 
is  a  fearful  thing  to  fall  into  the  hands  of 
the  living  God."  For  some  weeks  after 
this  young  lady  left  my  boarding  place 
to  avoid  my  entreaties,  I  did  not  meet 
her,  though  I  frequently  heard  of  her 
course,  and  did  not  fail  to  pray  for  her. 

One  morning  when  engaged  about  my 
daily  tasks,  a  lady  came  to  see  me  and 
said,  "Mary  Jane  C — y  is  dying,  and 
wants  to  see  you." 


THE  LOST  SOULS  SOLILOQUY 

Gone  are  the  hopes  that  once  cheered  me  onward. 
Gone  are  the  tears  that  once  dimmed  my  eyes, 
Gons  the  last  vestige  of  each  tender  motive, 
And   each    inclination   that   looked  to  the   skies. 

Fool   that   I  was  when   I   chose  sin's  allurements, 
Grasping  always  for  the  pleasures  at  hand, 
Ever  unwilling  to  think  of  tomorrow, 
Blind  to  the  joys  of  the  heavenly  land. 

Firmly   I  closed   every  door  to  the   Spirit, 
Carelessly  drifted  beyond  all  the  prayers, 
Cast  but  a  glance  at  the  cross  on  the  hillside, 
Trampled  the  blood  and  the  Book  unawares. 

Here  stand  the  loved  ones  and  gaze  in  my  coffin, 
Weep  o'er  my  clay  but  my  soul  is  not  there, 
Hell's  gates  are  yawning  and  I  must  be  going 
Down  to  the  pit  of  eternal  despair. 

Weep  no  more  for  me,  O  mother  that  bare  me, 
Let  no  more  tears  fall  on  that  dead  brow, 
Hell  and   its   horrors  will   torture  forever, 
Almighty  God   cannot  change   matters  now. 


and  horror,  but  this  was  the  most  awful 
scene  I  had  ever  beheld.  I  felt  relieved 
when  her  lips  were  sealed  in  death.  I 
looked  upon  her  face  as  she  lay  coffined 
and  shrouded, — the  most  beautiful  corpse 
I  ever  saw, — but  I  could  not  banish  from 
my  memory  those  awful  oaths  and  impre- 
cations which  marked  the  giddy  scoffer's 
closing  hours.  They  carried  her  to  the 
home  of  her  childhood, — that  home  she 
had  so  lately  left,  all  radiant  with  youth 
and  beauty  and  joy  and  hope,  and  buried 
her  out  of  their  sight.  It  fell  my  lot  to 
write  to  her  father  concerning  her  death; 
and  though  I  was  constrained  to  say  that 
I  feared  she  died  without  hope,  I  could 
not  distress  his  sorrowing  heart  with  the 
recital  of  the  fearful  details  of  the  dying 
scene. 

Another  of  this  giddy  circle,  Mary 
Jane's  most  intimate  associate,  was  taken 
sick  about  the  same  time  with  the  same 
disease — typhoid  fever — and  sank  beneath 
its  power.  Her  last  horrors  were 
mostly  passed  in  the  stupor  of  dis- 
ease. Now  and  then  she  would 
rouse  herself  from  her  lethargy, 
and,  gazing  about  her,  say,  "Am  I 
going  to  die?"  and  then  sink  back 
into  insensibility.  One  week  from 
the  time  of  poor  Mary  Jane's  aw- 
ful death,  she,  too,  died,  not  in 
the  wilderness  of  frenzy,  but  in 
despairing  stupor,  and  without 
Christ.  Her  death  broke  the  spell 
that  bound  these  proud  young 
ladies,  and  the  other  three  gave 
over  their  rebellious  scoffings, 
yielded  to  the  voice  of  mercy  and 
of  love,  and  confessed  themselves 
the  followers  of  Christ,  the  Son  of 
God.  "Today,  if  you  will  hear  his 
voice  harden  not  your  hearts." — 
Sel. 


One  final  glimpse  of  the  earth  and  its  beauty, 
One  fleeting  look  at  the  sky  with  its  light, 
Life,  love   and   peace   are   behind   me   forever, 
I'm    leaving   now   for   eternity's   night. — Sel. 


I  left  my  work  and  hastened  to  her 
boarding  place.  As  I  entered  her  room  she 
stretched  her  hands  frantically  towards 
me  and  said,  "You  have  come  to  see  me 
die,  but  don't  pray  for  me;  it's  of  no 
use."  I  tried  to  point  her  to  the  sinner's 
Friend  and  Savior,  but  she  spoke  of  her 
having  grieved  the  Holy  Spirit  away  and 
screamed,  "Don't  talk  to  me!  It  is  too 
late!"  I  tried  to  speak  to  her,  but  it  was 
in  vain.  Her  eyes  glared  wildly  in  their 
sockets,  her  cheeks  flushed  with  the  hues 
of  mortal  disease,  and  there  burst  from 
her  lips  a  torrent  of  cursing  and  blas- 
phemy such  as  I  had  never  heard  before. 
She  continued  this  until  her  voice  grew 
fainter  and  fainter,  and  she  soon  sank  in 
death  with  whispered  curses  on  her  lips. 
I   have  witnessed   many   sights  of  sadness 


Look  Out- 
John   18:15-27 
"And  Simon    Peter    stood    and 

warmed  himself." 

Satan    knows    how    to   kindle    a 

good  fire  on  a  cold  night  in  order 
that  some  child  of  God  may  warm  him- 
self at  it.  You  would  almost  think  that 
he  was  becoming  kind,  but  with  him  "the 
end  justifies  the  means."  When  you  have 
been  having  a  real  trying  time  among  the 
children  of  God,  and  everyone  seems  so 
cold  toward  you,  and  then  you  stumble 
across  a  nice  cheerful  fire,  what  an  at- 
traction it  has  for  you!  Satan  knows  just 
how  to  make  you  feel  comfortable;  he  is 
quite  an  expert  at  building  fires.  But 
actually  there  was  nothing  wrong  in 
standing  by  that  fire,  the  wrong  was  that 
the  other  fire — the  fire  of  Divine  love  in 
the  heart  of  Peter  had  practically  gone 
out,  and  he  was  enjoying  more  comfort 
from  the  fire  of  a  Christ-rejecting  world 
than  from  the  love  of  his  Savior.  Look 
out,  friend,  if  you  are  in  this  place:  you 
[Conrinurd  i»n  page  30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Look  Out 

(Continued  from  page  6; 
will  soon  deny  your  Savior.  Turn  your 
eyes  upon  Jesus,  looking  toward  Him,  you 
will  be  sure  to  catch  His  glance.  He  will 
remember  you;  He  has  prayed  for  you  al- 
ready.— The  Eli  in  Evangel. 

The  Rugged  Path  Leads  Home 

(Continued   from  page  28) 
doctor,  and  I'm  coming  back  here  to  save 
other  moms   and      daddys      from      dying 
when  there  isn't  no  need  for  'em  to." 

The  years  had  passed  swiftly.  The  boy 
became  a  beloved  member  of  the  tinv 
village.  In  a  revival  meeting  one  spring  he 
was  gloriously  saved,  and  consecrated  his 
young  manhood  to  the  Lord.  He  sang  in 
the  church  choir.  There  the  friendship 
between  him  and  pretty  Margie  Wilson 
grew  and  matured,  for  her  gentle  alto 
voice  blended  perfectly  with  the  boy's 
rich  tones,  and  they  sang  much  together. 
They  finished  high  school  together  with 
honors.  The  lad's  determination  to  become 
a  doctor  had  never  wavered,  but  he  knew 
he  had  only  enough  money  for  perhaps 
one  semester's  work.  The  commencement 
exercise  had  been  held  in  the  little  white 
church. 

When  the  program  was  concluded  a 
hush  fell  over  the  group.  Rev.  Maxwell 
stepped  to  the  platform.  He  cleared  his 
throat  and  wiped  his  eyes  carefully,  then 
he  called  on  the  lad  to  come  to  the  front. 
Unsuspecting,  the  boy  went.  Rev. 
Maxwell  laid  a  loving  hand  on  the  broad 
young  shoulder  and  spoke  in  a  gentle 
voice. 

"My  son,  the  folks  here  all  know  why 
you  want  to  be  a  doctor,  and  that  it  takes 
quite  a  little  money  to  study.  So  they've 
decided  to  make  a  little  gift  to  you  out 
of  the  love  in  their  hearts.  Take  this,  son, 
and  use  it — not  just  to  become  a  great 
doctor,  but  to  become  a  godly  doctor — 
to  touch  the  soul  as  well  as  the  body." 
The  boy  had  tried  to  thank  the  people  but 
he  was  unable.  He  merely  stood  there, 
while  the  tears  rained  down  his  cheeks, 
but  he  smiled. 

The  packet  presented  to  him  contained 
(Continued  on  page  34) 

Sunday  School 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
bers.  It  is  also  an  evangelizing  agency, 
in  other  words,  an  incubator  to  the 
church.  We're  expecting  bishops,  deacons, 
missionaries,  etc.,  to  come  right  out  of 
our   Sunday   School. 

Does  the  Sunday  School  need  the 
church?  Yes!  The  Sunday  School  needs 
the  church  to  supply  it  with  workers; 
to  give  unity  to  its  work;  and  to  foster 
its  converts.  So  we  just  can't  do  without 
the  Sunday  School  and  the  Sunday  School 
can't   get   along   without   the  church. 

The  Church  of  God  fully  endorses  the 
Sunday  School  work.  Are  we  happy  to 
know  it  backs  this  work  so  truly  as  our 


United  States  constitution  backs  our  re- 
ligious tolerance?  Are  you  acquainted 
with  the  recommendations  of  this  work 
as  set  forth  by  the  General  Assembly  and 
inserted   in   the   Church   minutes? 

God  hasten  the  day  when  our  vision, 
as  individuals,  of  this  necessity  and  re- 
sponsibility will  become  broader.  "Where 
there  is  no  vision  the  people  perish"  "?" 

This  lies  close  to  my  heart  and  my 
soul  seems  to  become  enraptured  with 
the  language  of  the  Psalmist  David.  I 
fancy  I  hear  him  cry,  if  he  had  lived  in 
our  day,  "You  may  have  your  philoso- 
phers, your  scientists,  your  Mohammeds, 
your  Russells,  your  Bai'i,  your  Jupiter, 
your  Mars,  your  Venus,  your  Divine;" 
and  in  his  own  good  way  I  hear  him  say, 
"You  may  have  your  Baal,  your  Buddha, 
your  gods  of  wood,  of  stone,  and  clay, 
but  'The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd — .'  " 

Class  Evangelism 

l Continued  from  page   10) 

"  'THE  COST  OF  THE  SOCIAL 

GOSPEL 

"  'The  social  gospel  has  done  away  with 
the  evangelical  gospel. 

The  social  gospel  has  cast  away  the 
mourner's  bench. 

The  social  gospel  has  emptied  the 
prayer  meetings. 

The  social  gospel  has  done  away  with 
revivals. 

The  social  gospel  has  turned  our 
churches  into  social  clubs,  playhouses, 
gymnasiums,  supper  rooms,  and  filled 
with  worldliness. 

The  social  gospel  has  robbed  the  preach- 
er of  all  soul-saving  passion. 

The  social  gospel  has  turned  the  pulpit 
into  a  forum. 

The  social  gospel  has  killed  out  the 
prophet  and  installed  the  promoter. 

Let  any  reasonable,  sound-thinking 
Protestant  preacher  look  around  him  to- 
day and  see  our  country  as  it  is — morally, 
socially,  spiritually — not  to  mention  the 
political  and  economic  aspects — and  let 
him  view  the  state  of  the  churches  and 
then  ask  himself  a  square,  open  question: 
What  have  we  gained  by  the  social  gos- 
pel? Think  again  what  we  have  lost. 

We  have  lost  prohibition — our  social 
order  was  too  rotten  to  preserve  it. 

We  have  lost  the  Sabbath. 

We  have  lost  sound  doctrine. 

We  have  lost  our  congregations. 

We  have  lost  the  annual   revival. 

We  have  lost  the  young  people. 

We  have  lost  the  spiritual  fire  and  pas- 
sion. 

No,  brother,  this  is  not  pessimism — no! 
It  is  only  a  statement  of  actual  fact  and 
disagreeable  truth.  Let  us  get  back  to  God 
and  to  the  gospel  for  our  country's  sake. 
Publisher  Unknown.' 

"Now,  I  am  sure  that  this  is  a  real 
reason  for  the  decline  in  the  spiritual  life 
of  the  majority  of  churches  where  pews 


are  empty. 

Charles:  "Will  you  please  explain  to  us 
what  this  clipping  means  by  the  social 
gospel?" 

Answer:  "Yes,  I'll  be  glad  to.  You  see 
some  of  the  churches  are  doing  much 
work  along  the  line  of  social  reforms.  A 
number  of  years  ago  we  were  talking  to  a 
school  teacher.  I  spoke  to  her  about  loving 
God.  She  said,  'Mrs.  Harrison,  I  do  not 
know  what  you  mean  by  loving  God.  I 
respect  Him  but  I  don't  love  Him.  I  love 
to  do  good  deeds,  such  as  visiting  the 
sick  and  help  the  poor  and  I  enjoy  going 
to  church  and  mixing  and  mingling  with 
good  people  but  I  just  don't  know  what 
you  mean  by  loving  God.'  Now  this  is  an 
explanation  of  the  social  gospel.  In  con- 
nection with  this  we  will  read  1  Cor.  13: 
1-3,  'Though  I  speak  with  the  tongues  of 
men  and  of  angels,  and  have  not  charity, 
I  am  become  as  sounding  brass,  or  a  tink- 
ling cymbal.  And  though  I  have  the  gift 
of  prophecy,  and  understand  all  myster- 
ies, and  all  knowledge;  and  though  1  have 
all  faith,  so  that  I  could  remove  moun- 
tains, and  have  not  charity,  I  am  noth- 
ing. And  though  I  bestow  all  my  goods 
to  feed  the  poor,  and  though  I  give  my 
body  to  be  burned,  and  have  not  charity, 
it  profiteth  me  nothing.'  Now  can  you 
not  see  that  just  a  social  gospel  will  not 
suffice?  When  the  spiritual  life  is  neg- 
lected, a  life  or  a  church  empty  of  the 
power  of  God  will  become  as  sounding 
brass  and  a  tinkling  cymbal." 

Grace:  "Well,  Sister  Harrison,  is  there 
anything  wrong  with  these  good  things 
they  are  doing,  such  as  visiting  the  sick 
and  helping  the  poor,  having  beautiful 
churches  and  enjoying  the  association  of 
your  church  friends?" 

Answer:  "No  indeed,  but  you  will  see 
that  all  things  that  are  lost  in  our  clipping 
has  been  lost  because  people  have  not  in- 
vited the  Holy  Spirit  into  their  lives.  We 
are  now  living  in  the  Holy  Ghost  dispen- 
sation and  God  will  not  bless  those  who 
ignore  this  wonderful  truth  and  let  Him 
come  into  their  lives." 

John:  "I  think  we  had  better  adjourn 
and  talk  some  more  about  these  impor- 
tant questions  next  week.  Let  me  see 
what  we  want  to  talk  about  at  our  next 
meeting." 

Jane:  "Oh,  I  think  we  should  study 
next  week  on  the  Bible  teaching  about 
the  Holy  Ghost  baptism.  There  are  so 
many  different  opinions.  I  like  to  just 
find  all  the  Bible  says  about  it." 

Answer:  "All  right,  I  think  that  is 
what  we'll  do.  And  there  are  a  number  of 
other  things  too  that  we  will  talk  about. 

"Now,  as  we  have  discussed  sanctifi- 
cation  or  the  cleansing  or  purifying  ex- 
perience let  us  all  close  our  eyes  and  sing 
this  chorus: 

"Every  day,  every  hour 
Let  me  feel  thy  cleansing  power, 
May  thy  tender  love  for  me, 
Draw  me  closer,  closer,  Lord  to  Thee." 
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How  Much  Have  You? 

( Continued  from  page  9) 
ind  glorified  God  by  becoming  a  mission- 
try  to  Africa.  Thousands  of  souls  were 
>avcd  in  far-off  Africa  because  the  little 
Ooy  "hid  the  Word  of  God  in  his  heart" 
when  he  was  a  Sunday  School  scholar. 
[t  is  important  for  all  God's  children  to 
get  as  much  of  His  Word  into  their 
hearts  as  they  can.  How  much  have  you? 
—Selected. 

What  Is  Worship? 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
an  integral  part  of  the  home  atmosphere 
and  setup  to  best  bless  the  children. 

Worship  is  adoration,  praise,  respect, 
love  coming  from  within  and  manifesting 
itself  in  numerous  ways.  We  are  not  con- 
cerned greatly  with  outward  demonstra- 
tions. Let  them  be  what  they  will.  The  in- 
ternal experience,  the  spontaneous  heaven- 
ward flight  of  the  soul — this  is  what 
counts.  And  it  cannot  happen  amid  irrev- 
erence or  superficial  routine  in  any  home. 
Give  the  child  a  wholesome  environment 
to  grow  in — and  to  find  his  God. — Her- 
bert Wendell  Austin. 

The  Right  Attitude 

A  friend  was  pitying  a  young  mother 
who  is  obliged  to  rise  very  early  every 
morning  in  order  to  prepare  breakfast  for 
her  husband  who  commutes  to  a  distant 
city.  Hearing  her  comments,  the  young 
daughter  of  the  household  spoke  up. 

"Yes,  but  you  just  ought  to  see  the 
wonderful  sunrises  that  we  do  when  we 
get  up  so  early  in  the  morning." 

This  mother  had  instilled  the  right  at- 
titude in  the  child's  mind.  Instead  of  the 
necessity  of  early  rising  being  looked 
upon  as  a  hardship,  it  was  thought  of  as 
a  privilege  because  they  were  thus  per- 
mitted to  witness  the  beautiful  sunrise. 

Many  people  long  to  travel  and  see  the 
world,  but  alas!  when  the  day  comes  that 
they  can  travel  they  find  no  joy  in  it  be- 
cause thev  have  no  appreciation  of  the 
beautiful  within  themselves.  The  boy  or 
girl  who  has  been  trained  from  early 
childhood  to  enjoy  the  sunset  or  sunrise 
from  the  kitchen  window  will  be  far  bet- 
ter prepared  to  enjoy  it  from  the  Alps  or 
the  Grand  Canyon. 

Children  respond  very  readily  to  happi- 
ness training,  and  if  they  are  early  taught 
to  look  for  the  best  and  beautiful  in  ev- 
erything, they  are  equipped  to  face  life, 
no  matter  what  it  may  hold  in  store  for 
them.  They  will  never  be  lonely  or  dis- 
couraged if  they  have  the  secret  of  happi- 
ness in  them,  grounded  in  a  philosophy 
of  life  that  finds  joy  and  beauty  in  every 
living  thing. — Alice  Crouell  Hoffman. 

A  Joke  in  Time  Saves  a  Whine 

It  is  so  very  important  that  children 
wake  up  in  a  good  humor,  especially  on 


Sunday  morning.  Their  attitude  upon 
awakening  influences  their  conduct  dur- 
ing the  later  hours  of  the  day,  and  if  they 
can  be  joked  into  a  happy  frame  of  mind 
at  the  very  start,  it  smooths  the  way  for 
the  remaining  hours.  This  is  a  successful 
method  of  mine. 

As  I  raise  the  curtain  to  let  in  the  sun- 
shine I  call  my  boy  softly,  using  some 
pet  name  that  is  a  favorite  with  him. 
Then  sitting  down  on  the  edge  of  the  bed 
I  begin  gently  rubbing  his  back  while  I 
tell  him  a  funny  story.  The  stories  need 
not  be  long,  and  often  a  joke  docs  just  as 
well  as  a  story.  The  idea  is  simply  to  get 
his   mind   on   some   pleasant   subject. 

By  this  time  he  is  usuaiiy  peeking  at  me 
out  of  the  corners  of  his  eyes,  and  then 
it  is  time  to  start  a  journey.  We  choose  a 
destination  like  Grandma's  house,  or 
"Wonderland,"  or  some  place  about  which 
we  have  been  reading. 

Of  course,  we  cannot  begin  a  journey 
until  we  are  out  of  bed,  so  out  he  bounces. 
At  this  stage  of  the  game  he  discovers  his 
clothes  laid  out  smoothly  on  the  floor  like 
milestones.  Each  stocking  counts  for  a 
mile,  so  when  the  stockings  are  on  he  has 
traveled  two  miles.  The  other  garments 
count  on  the  trip  in  a  similar  manner.  He 
generally  plays  that  I  am  the  porter  as  I 
help  him  dress,  so  I  point  out  pleasant 
places  to  him  as  we  go  along. 

By  the  time  he  is  dressed  and  has  had 
his  breakfast  he  is  in  just  the  right  mood 
for  a  profitable  hour  at   Sunday   School. 

This  is  only  one  of  many  plans  I  use  in 
accomplishing  this  very  necessary  prepa- 
ration for  a  pleasant  day,  and  I  have 
found  it  is  well  worth  the  few  extra  mo- 
ments it  takes  to  find  the  little  stories 
and  jokes  that  keep  the  whines  away. — 
Lo/e  Brandon:. 

Divine  Guidance 

(Continued  from  page  29) 
the  ship.  The  helmsman  steered  by  the 
higher  one  when  the  compasses  differed. 
"So  it  is  on  the  ship  which  plows  the 
stormy  sea  of  life,"  says  Amos  R.  Wells. 
"There  is  the  compass  of  feeling,  affected 
by  all  the  chances  and  changes  of  the 
world  around  us,  all  the  whims  and 
doubts  and  variations  of  our  souls.  This 
compass  is  unreliable;  it  sends  us  on  the 
rocks.  But  we  have  a  higher  compass; 
that  of  faith.  It  points  steadily  to  the  one 
true  Star." — Sel. 

Children's  Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
ble  and  gold  and  glistened  in  the  sun- 
light. It  could  be  seen  from  a  long  dis- 
tance. It  was  built  of  stone  made  ready 
before  it  was  put  in  the  building  so  that 
there  was  neither  hammer,  nor  axe,  nor 
any  tool  of  iron  heard  in  the  house  while 
it  was  in  building.  The  temple  was  over- 
laid within  with  pure  gold.  The  walls 
were  covered  with  figures  of  angels  and 


palm  trees  and  flowers. 

After  this  temple  had  stood  for  nearly 
five  hundred  years  the  Israelites  were  tak- 
en captive  by  their  enemies  and  the  temple 
was  destroyed.  After  many  years  the  Is- 
raelites were  permitted  to  return  to  Jeru- 
salem and  rebuild  the  temple  but  it  was 
not  as  fine  as  the  one  destroyed,  and  fin- 
ally fell  into  decay.  When  the  Roman 
government  took  control  of  Jerusalem 
and  Herod  was  king,  he  rebuilt  the  tem- 
ple. This  one  was  finer  than  Solomon's 
temple.  History  claims  that  it  would  ac- 
commodate two  hundred  thousand  wor- 
shippers at  one  time.  This  temple  was  the 
one  in  which  Jesus  worshipped. 

Every  boy  and  girl  should  know  about 
the  history  of  this  great   temple. 

A  Wilderness   Preacher 

Matthew  3 

In  the  third  chapter  of  Matthew  you 
will  find  his  name  is  John.  He  baptized 
so  many  people  they  call  him  John  the 
Baptist.  This  man  was  a  voice  crying  in 
the  wilderness  and  came  to  prepare  the 
way  of  the  Lord.  He  was  a  wonderful 
preacher.  He  did  not  go  to  the  cities  to 
preach  but  stayed  in  the  wilderness  of 
Judea  near  the  river  Jordan. 

Did  he  have  fine  clothes  to  wear?  No, 
he  wore  a  rough  garment  woven  of  cam- 
el's hair  and  tied  about  his  waist  with  a 
leather  girdle. 

Do  you  think  he  had  cakes,  pies,  jellies, 
jams,  and  good  things  to  eat?  No,  he  lived 
on  dried  locusts  and  wild  honey.  Surely 
not  many  people  would  care  to  hear  a 
common  man  like  this.  Yes,  they  did  and 
came  from  every  part  of  the  country,  ye5, 
even  multitudes  flocked  to  hear  him 
preach.  Even  the  rulers  of  the  Jews — the 
Pharisees  and  Sadducees  came  to  him  to  be 
baptized.  He  preached  repentance  and 
told  them  to  prove  their  lives  by  their 
fruits.  His  bold  preaching  against  sin 
caused  him  to  be  cast  into  prison  and  be 
beheaded.  Read  Matthew,  Mark,  Luke  and 
John  and  find  out  what  you  can  about 
this  great  wilderness  preacher. 

Some  Fell  on  Good  Ground 

(Continued   from   page   3) 
good    evening.      Three    evenings    a    week 
from    6:30    p.m.    to    9:30    p.m.    you   will 
sell  tickets  in  our  Grand  Theater  booth. 
Now — I   think   that    will   be   all — " 

"But,  Mr.  Shaller!"  Margaret,  in  her 
excitement  had  risen.  She  had  a  look  of 
misery  on  her  flushed  face.  "Mr.  Shaller 
— why  must  I  sell  tickets  in  the  theater 
booth?" 

"Well,  you  see.  Miss  Angstad,  every 
one  is  combining  jobs  these  days.  Our 
office  hours  are  pleasant  and  the  salary 
good.  So  we  combine  the  two  positions 
for  a  small  amount  more.  That  way  the 
young  lady  holding  the  position  receives 
a   very  good  salary    (for  these  days)    and 
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we  still  save  by  the  method." 

Margaret  was  still  standing  beside  hei 
chair;  and,  in  a  quiet  but  firm  manner 
she  asked,  "And  is  that  definite?  You 
would  not  allow  me  to  take  the  office 
job  alone  for  the  difference  in  salary? 
I,  definitely,  do  not  wish  to  sell  tickets." 

"Yes,  our  plans  are  definitely  fixed. 
You  will  find  that  you  won't  mind  the 
extra  hours  so  much — it  is  only  three 
evenings  a   week." 

Margaret  seated  herself  again,  and  in 
a  flat  little  voice  answered,  "No,  Mr. 
Shaller.  I  won't  sell  tickets  for  your 
theater." 

"But,  my  dear  Miss  Angstad,  why 
not?"   demanded   that   good   gentleman. 

"Because  I  teach  a  Sunday  School  class 
of  young  girls  every  Sunday.  I  have  been 
telling  them  to  give  up  their  frivolous 
lives  and  begin  to  spend  their  time  at 
work  or  recreation  which  will  help  some 
one  as  to  mind  and  character.  So,  you 
see,  I  could  not  sell  theater  tickets  while 
I   hold  that  view." 

"But  I  thought  you  actually  needed 
a  position!" 

"I  actually  do.  More  than  you  can 
know.  But  I  shall  never  accept  a  position 
where   I   must   lower   my   ideals." 

Mr.  Shaller  rose,  pompously.  He  looked 
witheringly  at  Margaret  and  said,  "Well! 
I  do  declare!  Either  you  are  not  as  in- 
telligent as  I  have  been  informed  or  you 
do  not  yet  realize  that  the  jobs  for  young 
folks,  these  days,  are  scarce.  You  are 
acting  very  foolishly;  but  out  of  respect 
to  the  people  who  recommended  you,  I 
shall  allow  you  to  think  it  over  until 
morning.  If  you  cut  your  'wisdom  teeth' 
through  the  night,  young  lady,  we  shall 
expect  you  at  our  offices  at  nine  in  the 
morning.  If  you  do  not  report  by  then, 
the  matter  will  be  definitely  closed  be- 
tween us." 

"I  shall  not  report  for  the  position, 
Mr.  Shaller,  but  I  do  want  to  thank  you 
for  your  kindness.  I  wish  you  could  see 
this  as  I  do." 

Mr.  Shaller  gave  Margaret  a  very  su- 
perior  "good-evening"   and  departed. 

Margaret  collapsed  in  tears.  The  fam- 
ily was  kind  to  her,  but  she  knew  that  all 
except  her  father  thought  she  should  have 
accepted    the    position. 

Norma,  her  twenty-year-old  sister, 
flounced  out  of  the  room  saying,  "Boy! 
some  folks  are  dumb,  in  spite  of  their 
education!  Don't  I  wish  this  girl  would 
get  such  an  offer!" 

Margaret's  father  said,  "You  did  per- 
fectly right,  Margaret,  and  God  will 
stand  by  us." 

For  two  more  months  Margaret  looked 
in   vain   for  work. 

For  two  more  months  Margaret  and 
her  father  attended  their  church  services 
devotedly,  both  being  able  to  do  more 
church  work  than  when  they  were  busy 


with  a  week-day  job.  But,  both  Margaret 
and  her  father  (the  father,  completely 
out  of  work  now)  knew  that  the  store 
bill  was  mounting;  the  rent  stood  unpaid 
and  they  were  only  paying  small  amounts 
on    their    light    bill. 

To  people  who  had  never  known  what 
it  was  to  owe  any  one  anything,  this  was 
a    terrible  cross  to  bear. 

Then  one  morning  as  Margaret  scanned 
the  "want-ads"  in  a  borrowed  morning 
paper    she    took    heart    again. 

A  young  lady,  having  secretarial  and 
bookkeeping  training,  was  wanted  by  a 
reliable  firm.  The  ad  to  be  answered  by 
letter  giving  full  particulars  to  a  box 
number. 

Margaret  dreamed  dreams  again  for 
the  next  two  days  for  she  knew  her  train- 
ing to  be  the  best  and  her  recommenda- 
tions   above    reproach. 

The  third  day  she  received  in  the  mail 
a  crisp,  curt  note  asking  her  to  report 
at  the  lobby  of  the  Central  Hotel  for 
an    interview. 

Margaret  started  out  in  high  spirits. 
She  thought  the  sky  looked  bluer  and  the 
sun  shone  brighter  than  it  had  for  weeks. 
Her  mother,  watching  her  walk  briskly 
down  the  street,  was  glad,  not  so  much 
for  the  sake  of  a  possible  position  as  for 
the  encouragement  which  it  would  mean 
for  her  child. 

But  an  hour  later  Mrs.  Angstad  heard 
lagging,  discouraged  footsteps  coming 
through  the  hall.  The  mother,  hastily 
drying  her  hands  on  a  towel,  went  to 
meet    her    daughter. 

"Well — what  news?"  she  asked  in  her 
most   cheerful   manner. 

"No  news,  mother,  I  couldn't  accept 
the  job  and  it  pays  a  princely  salary," 
answered  Margaret,  as  though  she  was 
repeating    a    difficult    lesson. 

"Couldn't  accept!  What  do  you  mean! 
Could  you  have  had  it?"  anxiously  de- 
manded  the   mother. 

"Yes — I  could  have  had  it  —  but  I 
couldn't    take   it." 

"Couldn't  take  it!  Why — what's  the 
matter  with  this  one?" 

Margaret  had  started  for  the  stairs 
and  as  she  passed  her  mother  she  replied 
in  a  tired,  discouraged  voice,  "I  think 
Satan  is  out  to  get  me!  This  one  was — 
bookkeeper  in  a  State  Liquor  Store!" 

Margaret  climbed  the  stairs.  Her  moth- 
er went  back  to  the  kitchen  where  she 
told  Mr.  Angstad  when  he  came  into  the 
house  about  this  last  disappointment. 
Nothing  more  was  said  about  it,  but  the 
next  morning  Margaret  accepted  a  job 
as  cook  for  a  family  in  the  suburb  where 
the  salary  was  fair  but  work  to  the  limit 
was  expected.  Her  father  and  brother 
could  only  find  odd  jobs  from  time  to 
time  and,  as  a  whole,  every  one  of  the 
family   felt   rather  downcast. 

Margaret  and  her  father  worked  cheer- 


fully; they  both  felt  that  at  last  (with- 
out the  asking)  they  were  able  to  work 
out  one  of  our  valuable  teachings,  "What 
thou  findest  at  thy  hand  to  do,  do  it 
with  thy  might." 

One  Sunday  evening  Margaret  and  her 
father,  attending  church  together,  found 
a  visiting  minister  in  the  pulpit  beside 
their  own  pastor.  He  was  young  and 
took  an  enthusiastic  part  in  the  opening 
service,  but  he  seemed  to  be  looking  ex- 
pectantly over  the  congregation  as  if 
searching   for  some  one. 

When  the  pastor  made  his  announce- 
ments, he  introduced  the  young  minister. 
He  told  how  this  young  man  conducted 
a  very  successful  church  camp  for  young 
people  during  the  summer  months  and 
said  that  after  the  regular  service  he 
svould  have  the  young  man  tell  the  con- 
gregation more  of  the  camp  which  was 
located  such  a  short  distance  from  their 
own  city  as  to  make  it  possible  for  people 
of  this  locality  to  attend. 

Margaret  was  more  than  interested  for 
she  had  heard  much  of  this  successful 
radio  preacher  who  seemed  to  be  able  to 
win  so  many  young  people  to  Christ.  She 
sat  spellbound  as  the  young  man  later 
told  of  Fern  Ridge,  the  beautiful  summer 
Church  Camp.  The  young  minister  gave 
a  short  talk  on  Luke  8:15,  "But  that 
(which  fell)  on  the  good  ground  are 
they,  which  in  an  honest  and  good  heart, 
having  heard  the  word,  keep  it,  and  bring 
forth  fruit  with  patience."  He  gave  a 
very  vital  message  in  which  he  pleaded 
for  more  people  to  live  their  profession 
of  faith  in  God,  under  stress  of  extreme 
temptation  in  a  seemingly  upside-down 
world;  and  commending  those  who  were 
living  upon  the  ground  of  their  own  con- 
victions. 

The  young  man's  message  soothed  Mar- 
garet's spirit.  She  felt  at  peace  and  sent 
up  a  silent  prayer  to  the  throne  of  God 
for  help  to  continue  to  live  her  convic- 
tions under  most  difficult  circumstances. 

Immediately  after  the  service,  Mar- 
garet saw  her  pastor  come  quickly  to  her 
father's  side  and  ask  him  to  wait.  Of 
course,  Margaret  waited  with  him.  When 
the  congregation  had  all  departed,  the 
pastor,  accompanied  by  the  young  minis- 
ter, came  smilingly  toward  Margaret 
and   her   father. 

"Now,  Mr.  Angstad  and  Margaret — 
I  have  the  best  piece  of  news  to  give  you 
than  I  have  heard  in  months.  I  am  doubly 
pleased  because  I  am  directly  responsible 
for  it;  although  at  the  time  I  had  no 
idea   I   was   accomplishing  such   an  end." 

Here  he  introduced  the  young  preach- 
er, saying,  "I  want  you  both  to  know 
Rev.  Barber  and  I  shall  allow  him  to  tell 
you   the   good   news." 

Then   the  young   man  spoke. 

"Miss  Angstad,  my  business  is  with 
you.      Two   weeks    ago  —  your      pastor 
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preached  a  sermon  to  my  congregation 
of  young  people;  and  as  an  example  of 
victorious  Christian  living  he  told  of  a 
young  lady  who,  with  much  talent  and 
the  finest  preparation  for  work  in  her 
line,  was  completely  unemployed  for  a 
number  of  years.  And  that  although  she 
and  her  family  were  almost  in  destitute 
circumstances,  she  refused  several  po- 
sitions paying  high  salaries,  one  in  a  thea- 
ter  and  one  in  a   liquor  store." 

Margaret's  face  began  to  burn  in  em- 
barrassment and  she  sank  into  the  seat 
nearest  her. 

Her  pastor,  smiling  happily,  interrupt- 
ed, "Yes,  why  don't  we  all  sit  down? 
We  might  as  well  be  comfortable." 

As  the  three  seated  themselves  the 
young  preacher  continued,  "Now,  broth- 
er, you  tell  them  from  here."  And  Mar- 
garet's pastor  took  up   the  story. 

"After  that  service,  Brother  Barber 
here  came  to  me  and  said,  'Do  you  ac- 
tually have  personal  acquaintance  with 
that  young  lady?  And  I  said — well,  what 
I  said  does  not  matter.  But  it  brought 
Brother  Barber  here  this  evening  and  now 
he   can   finish   the   story." 

"Miss  Angstad,  perhaps  you  know  that 
the  business  connected  with  the  various 
angles  of  God's  work  which  takes  in  our 
broadcasts,  our  book  exchange,  our  book- 
ings for  personal  appearances,  and  our 
Summer  Camp  business,  requires  a  tho- 
roughly competent  executive  of  fervent, 
devout  faith.  We  are  looking  for  just  that 
person,  now;  and  your  pastor's  glowing 
recommendation  of  you  seems  like  a  di- 
rect answer  to  prayer.  The  salary  is  good 
and  I  believe  you  will  enjoy  the  service 
and   fellowship   with   us." 

Margaret's  face  was  a  study.  She  want- 
ed to  laugh  and  she  wanted  to  cry,  so 
she  cried.  Then  they  all  cleared  their 
throats  and  decided  to  leave  the  main  de- 
tails until  the  next  morning;  and  Mar- 
garet and  her  father  walked  home  arm 
in  arm  with  peace  in  their  souls. 

Within  a  few  weeks'  time  Margaret 
was  established  in  a  near-by  city.  She 
wrote  home,  exulting  in  her  work,  saying 
that  if  the  position  had  been  made  to 
order  exclusively  for  her,  she  could  not 
love  it  more;  that  the  salary  was  beyond 
her  highest  expectations,  that  her  heart 
was  singing  praises  continually,  and  that 
they  should  all  listen  in  to  the  broad- 
cast  at   a   certain   time. 

When  the  specified  time  came  for  them 
to  listen  in,  the  whole  Angstad  family 
were    gathered   around    the   radio. 

The  opening  announcement  consisted 
of  information  concerning  services,  their 
book  exchange,  and  the  Church  Camp. 
In  closing,  the  young  preacher,  Brother 
Barber,  told  them  of  their  new  office 
executive,  enlarging  upon  her  capability 
and  faithful  Christian  example.  He  ended 


the  announcement  by  stating  that  all 
communications  concerning  their  activi- 
ties should  be  mailed  direct  to  Miss  Mar- 
garet Angstad  in  care  of  the  local  station. 

When  the  program  was  end/ed,  the 
little  group  in  the  Angstad  living  room 
broke  up  noisily.  Norma,  the  twenty- 
year-old  sister,  exclaimed,  "Do  you  realize 
that  our  Margaret  will  receive  important 
communications  from  thousands  of  peo- 
ple from  everywhere!  Boy!  Some  people 
get  all   the  breaks!" 

Mr.  Angstad,  sitting  in  his  armchair 
with  his  head  thrown  back  and  his  eyes 
closed,  repeated  fervently:  "And  some — 
fell   upon   good  ground." 

The  family  tiptoed  sheepishly  from 
the  room;  but  in  passing  they  saw  their 
mother  on  her  knees  beside  her  chair,  cry- 
ing as  though  her  heart  were  breaking. 
The  family  thought  she  was  crying  for 
joy,  but  later  they  learned  that  she  was 
asking  forgiveness  for  the  lukewarm 
manner  in  which  she  had  lived  her  Chris- 
tian faith;  and  thanking  God  that  her 
faithful  husband  had  kept  sowing  the 
Word  and  that  this  one  child  of  theirs 
had  proved  such  good  ground;  that  "hav- 
ing heard  the  Word,  kept  it,  and  brought 
forth  fruit  with  patience." — The  Sunday 
School  Banner. 
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RULES  FOR  ORDERING 
PAPERS 

When  ordering  papers  be  sure  to 
have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
or  send  cash  with  order. 

Please  let  us  know  before  the 
10th  of  the  month  if  you  want  to 
increase  or  decrease  your  order. 
Any  orders  sent  out  after  that 
time,  you  will  be  responsible  for. 
So  many  write  in  and  cancel  their 
order  after  their  papers  are  sent 
to  them  and  then  return  them  to 
us  perhaps  torn  and  soiled.  This 
is  a  great  loss  to  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  feel  sure  that  many  of 
you  have  not  thought  of  this  and 
when  you  read  this  notice  you  will 
be  glad  to  cooperate  with  us. 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon 
you  do  not  need  to  order  again  un- 
less you  desire  to  change  your 
order.  Your  papers  will  be  sent  to 
you  each  month.  If  ycu  do  write 
to  order  more  or  less  papers,  please 
mention  what  issue  you  are  order- 
ing. 

Send  all  business  letters  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
The  Editor  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  business.  All  personal  letters 
or  material  for  the  paper  should 
be  addressed  to  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Our  Lighted  Pathway  Is  growing 
by  leaps  and  bounds  and  it  will 
take  cooperation  to  take  care  of 
the  financial  end  of  the  work.  God 
bless  all  who  are  interested  in  get- 
ting this  paper  into  the  homes  of 
our  young  people. — From  the  busi- 
ness office  of  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House. 


State   Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G  Pearson.  Box  97.  Prati 
City,     Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA.  NEVADA:  El- 
mer   Boyd,    4303    Norton    Road,    Lynwood,    Cal.t. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff    Gentry.    Higden,    Ark. 

COLORADO,  NEW  MEXICO,  UTAH: 
R.    W.    Potts,    Box    564,    Hobbs,    N.    Mex. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY.  PENN 
SYLVANIA,  RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  W.  Ly 
kens,    Mines,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewel 
Aye.,    Lakeland.    Fla. 

GEORGIA:  Roy  Douglas.  Box  782,  Maron. 
Ga. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton.  501  S.  Me 
Clelland    St.,    W.    Frankfort,    111. 

KANSAS:    Helen   Coslet,   Corona,   Kan. 

KENTUCKY:  Cecil  Bridges,  137  Cotter 
Ave.,    Somerset,     Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon 
roe.    La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE.  VERMONT. 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Bloom,  ng 
dale.    128    Brackett    St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman.  1108  River 
Ave.,    Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt  St., 
St.    Louis,    Mo. 

MICHIGAN:  Raymond  E.  Crowley,  3:07 
John    Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 

MINNESOTA,  WISCONSIN,  N.  W.  Lowe 
Pelican     Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:   William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams.  Box 
2)81.   Charlotte.    N.    C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA;  A.  I,  Rafferty,  Lignite 
N.    Dak. 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  Si- 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:    C.  H.   Sharp,   Rt.    1,   Seminole 

Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson. 
Box    971.    Greenville.    S.   C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson 
Gettysburg,    S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  2418  Walker 
St.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar  St., 
Dallas.    Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    A.   W.   Brummett.   Pulaski,   Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins.  Beckley. 
Wesi    Virginia. 

ME..    DEL.,    WASH..    D.    C.    E.    VA., — Rev. 

Russell     BonnevMle,     Crisfield,     Md. 

IDAHO,  Frances  L.  Dekle.  Box  54,  Stites. 
Idaho 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev     W.    O     Boheler,    Lavonia     Ga 

Swellah    Smith.    R.    R.,    Troy.    Tenn 

Carroll    James.    Re.    2.    Box    91.    Forrest   City.    Ark 

Graham    L.    Stilwell.    Sevierville.    Tenn 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett,    W.    Va. 

Marie   Roberts.   934   W.   States  St.,  Cheboygan.  Muh. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan.    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,   2407  Decatur  Ave.,  Ft.  Wordt  Tex 

Lenn     Edward     Smith.     219    Coach     St.,     Rt.     2.     Kan- 

napolis,    N.    C. 
Geneva    Kennedy,    11th    St.,    Judson.   Greenville.  S.  C 
Dons  Parrish,    1509    33rd  Ave..  Tampa.  Fla. 
Bennie    DeLay,    834    W.    Marietta    St.,    Atlanta.    Ga 
Mildred    Richie.    Rt.   4.  St.   Elmo.   Tenn. 
Herman    Clark.    Jr.    Sevierville.    Tenn. 
Betty    Jo    Brown,   cjo   Lawson    Bros.    Store.   Townsend 

Tenn. 
J.   C.   Bean.    601    E.    10th   St.,    Kannapolis.   N.   C. 
L.   C.   Caldwell,    14    Lo.ust  St.,    Rome,   Ga. 
M  ss   Olha    Mae    Brock.    Wheelwright,    Ky. 
Mamie   Lee   Burkett.    158   St.    Louis   St.,   Mobile.    Ala 


Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive t;itt  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison.  2  90)  Park- 
er St.,   Cleveland.   Tenn. 

When  we  give  our  all  to  Christ  it  is 
very  small.  How  dare  we  offer  less? 
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The  Rugged  Path 

(Continued  from  page  3  0) 
one  thousand  dollars,  every  cent  of  which 
was  sacrificial  money,  the  lad  well  knew. 
His  beloved  foster  parents  and  Margie 
Wilson  accompanied  him  to  the  station  at 
the  Centers  when  he  left  for  the  city  to 
take  up  his  study.  As  the  train  thun- 
dered into  the  little  station  the  lad  bade 
farewell  to  the  aging  couple  who  had 
made  life  so  beautiful  for  him;  then,  rev- 
erently, he  bent  and  placed  a  gentle  kiss 
on  Margie's  lips.  Her  blue  eyes  filled  with 
tears  as  she  waved  a  dainty  hankie  till  the 
train  passed  from  view.  The  lad  never 
knew  that  the  one  hundred  dollars  she  had 
saved  for  normal  school  had  been  placed 
in  the  gift  from  the  'folks.'  The  first  five 
years  of  study  were  the  hardest,  and  the 
weekly  letters  from  Valley  Junction  were 
always  welcome.  Finally  as  he  attained 
success  in  his  studies  and  was  awarded  a 
scholarship,  the  lad  forgot  his  early  vows. 
Somewhere  along  the  social  climb  he  lost 
God.  Somehow  he  forgot  the  promise  he 
made  to  return  to  Valley  Junction  and  to 
the  people  who  had  sacrificed  to  send  him 
to  school. 

*    *    *    * 

Abruptly,  Hal  Morton  started  from  his 
reverie.  That  lad  had  been  none  other 
than  himself — now  the  most  selfish  cad 
on  earth.  He  rose  from  his  chair  with  the 
Bible  still  in  his  hand  and  fell  on  his 
knees  beside  the  bed. 

Several  hours  later,  he  arose  with  his 
face  shining.  His  life's  path,  though 
rugged  in  appearance,  was  clearly  defined 
before  him  by  the  searchlight  of  God's 
love.  He  took  pen  and  paper  and  wrote 
four  short  notes.  The  first  was  a  polite, 
but  firm  refusal  to  the  appointment  in 
Rogers'  Clinic.  The  second  was  brief,  stat- 


ing he  was  leaving  for  a  practice  in  his 
old  home  town  and  therefore  supposed 
their  ill-matched  friendship  at  an  end. 
The  third  was  to  Rev.  Maxwell.  It  read: 

"Dear  Mother  and  Dad  Maxwell.  I'll  be 
at  the  Center's  Thursday  morning.  Meet 
me  there  and  bring  Margie  with  you. — 
Love — Hal." 

The  last  note  was  more  lengthy  and 
filled  with  a  personal  matter.  As  a  short 
postscript,  he  added. 

"Thank  you  for  the  Bible,  Margie.  I 
chose  the  rugged  trail,  but  I  know  with 
God's  help  and  a  certain  young  lady  by 
my  side,  it  will  be  the  brightest  trail  I 
have  ever  trod." 

The  letters  posted,  Dr.  Hal  Morton,  his 
heart  singing  with  the  praise  of  the  living 
God,  pulled  the  battered,  dusty  trunk 
from  a  corner  in  the  closet  and  started 
packing. — Sunday  School  Banner. 

PLAYS 


HOME  SCENES 
By  the  Editor 


FOR  HIS  GLORY 
By  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 


Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 

The  person  who  lives  in  sin  until  death 
is  sure  to  die  in  spiritual  poverty  and 
become  a  beggar  throughout  eternity. 


>f)f**)fjf^^)f>f4)f^)f)f^)f)f^44^44^)f4^4^^^^^+^^4+^3fjf>f)fjfjf)f)f3f)4.)f)f)f4>f)f)f4 


//  you  ivish  to  become  a  Gideon  please  fill  in  this  blank  and  return.   ¥ 


City 


has  been  duly  appointed  by  the  Church  of 


• 
• 
• 

• 

• 

• 

• 

• 
• 

• 

* 
• 


Church  of  God  Publishing  House 
Cleveland,  Tennessee 

This  is  to  certify  that  $ 

Name  J 

¥ 
,    * 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 

¥ 
¥ 

¥ 
¥ 


God  Y.  P.  E.  at as  Gideon  to  re- 
ceive and  sell  Lighted  Pathways  and  that  his  or  her  honesty  and 
trustworthiness  is  endorsed  by  the  officials  of  the  Y.  P.  E.  and  pas- 
tor of  the  church.  Please  send  rolls  monthly. 

Signed   

Pastor 

Signed   


New  Gideons 

Beulah    Walters.    Robbinsville,    N.    C. 

Miss   Katherine    Brown.    Whitmire.    S.    C. 

Mrs.   J.    A.    Davenport,    Kenansville.   Fla. 

Jencie    Jones,    Lebanon.    Tenn. 

Calv  n    Thomison.    Direct,    Texas 

Magalene   H  11,    Trafford,    Ala. 

Joe    Wilson,    Trafford.    Ala. 

Aileen    Damrone,    Cherry    Valley,    Ark. 

J.    W.    Thomas,    Hanover,    Jam.,    B.W.I. 

J.    B.    Dover,    Lebanon.    Ga. 

Mrs.    Stella    Saltkill,    Coal    Ridge,    Ky 

Geraldme   Starnes,    Winchester,    Ky. 

Mary    Stapleton.    Vanceburg,    Ky. 

Bo/ce  Setzer,   H  gh   Shoals,   N.   C. 

M  ss  Gell   Woods,    Edgefield,   S.   C 

John   L.   Byrd,    Lawrenceburg,   S.   C 

Mrs.    Nettie    Reede,    Whiteside,    Tenn. 

Mrs.  Tom  Boyd,   McCarr.   Ky. 

Mrs.    D.    L.    Cox,    Mims,   Fla. 

Miss    Beulah    Cope,    Sparta,    Tenn. 

Mrs.     M  nnie    Matheny,    Charleston,    W.    Va 

B-ook-e   P:nson,    Borderland,   W.    Va. 

M-s.   Yola  Nettles,   Newberry,   Fla. 

B2rtha    Mastilla,    Springville,    Ala. 

Beatrice   Ballard,    West   Point.   Tenn. 

Howard   McClure,   Shooting  Creek.   N.   C. 

Eloise    Brady,    Talladega,    Ala. 

Vernon    Boyd,     Indanola,    Miss. 

Mary    Lou    Boolin.    Independence,    Kans. 

Pat    Peterson,    Erwin,    Tenn.    . 

Edna    Riding.    Fonde.    Ky. 

Carl  Cape,  Easley,  S.  C 

J.    E.   Davis,   Cobbtown,   Ga. 

L.    J.   Stone,   Sylva,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    Gladys   Adams,    Garmeada,    Ky. 

Mable    Wallace,    Mt.    Pleasant,   Tenn. 

Asberry   Saffell.    Murphy,    Okla. 

F.    C.    Norris,    Punta    Gorda.    Fla. 

Russell    Fowler,    Cleveland.    Tenn. 

Maude    West.    Avans,    Ga. 

Mavis   Hopkins,    Middlesex,    N.    C. 

Charles    G.    Paschal.    Carrollton,    Ga. 

Bessie   Mae    Holbrooks.    Westminister,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Lucile    Lewis.    Pikev  lie,   Tenn. 

B?rta    Maxwell,    Silver    Point,    Tenn. 

Dovie    Mills,     Rock    Island,    Tenn. 

Mamie    Joe   Taylor,    Lawrenceburg.    Tenn. 

Cora   Bshop,   Capels,   W.   Va. 

Mrs.   Charles  Callahan.   Huntington,   W.   Va. 

Virg  nia    Crum,   Taolin,   W.    Va. 

Mrs.    Lucy  Love,   Tennille,   Ga. 

Cressie    McNew,    Carrier    Mills, 

Geneva    Moody.    Shelby,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    Lille    Manus,    Ga'nesville, 

Frank    Bumgardner,    Nealsvill 

Wm.    Pierson,    Robinson.    111. 

Mrs.    H.    A.    Powell,    Carrollton,    Ga 

Dorothy   Mae    Musgraves.    Burnt  Pra 

Viola   Laws,    W  nchester.    Idaho. 

Miss  Mae  Beaughman,   Mabscott,  W.  Va. 

Carled    Davis.    Birchwood,    Tenn. 

Eddie    Mercer.    W.    Somerset.    Ky. 

Sylvia    Donmoyer,    Ephrata,    Pa. 

E.    H.    Ritchie,   Tr.bbey,    Ky. 

Ira    Pope.    Phen  x    City,    Ala. 

O.   A.    Stewart,    Rosiclare,   111. 

Mrs.    Charlie    R.    Burkett.    Unicoi,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Edith   Johnson,    Ft.    Lauderdale 

E.    J.    Pate,    Benham,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Mammie    Grace    Merritt.    Ferndale 


III. 


,    Ga. 
N.    C. 


Ill 


Fla. 


Fla. 


To  be  a  Gideon  yo.i  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  $1.00  in  thirt> 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  I  Gc  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  th-  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT 
ED  PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 


President    of   Y.P.E. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted  to  the  general   welfare  and  spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published    Monthly   al   the 

CHURCH   OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE 

Cleveland,  TenncMee 


ALDA    B.    HARRISON.    Editor 
Cleveland.   Tennessee 


SUBSCRIPTION  RATB 

Single  subscription,  per  year    „    S  1   00 

Rolls  of  14 J1.00 


Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Post 
Office,    Cleveland.    Tenn. 


S>  Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 


When  Mussolini  entered  the  war  on  the 
side  of  Hitler,  Alfred  Duff  Cooper,  Great 
Britain's  minister  of  information  said: 
Italy  has  aligned  herself  with  a  hereditary 
enemy  against  a  hereditary  friend. 

Mussolini  has  declared  war  upon  the 
Allies,  upon  whose  side  Italy  fought  in 
the  last  war  and  who  then,  by  their  ef- 
forts, saved  Italy  from  destruction. 

Italy  has  never  won  a  war  without  as- 
sistance, except  against  the  unfortunate 
Abyssinians,  who  were  armed  with  spears 
against  tanks  and  with  bows  and  arrows 
against  poison  gas.  In  her  struggle  for  in- 
dependence in  the  last  century,  Italy  was 
assisted  at  every  turn  both  by  Great 
Britain  and  France. 

CURSE  TO  BE  FULFILLED 
"There  were  French  soldiers,  not  Ital- 
ians, who  drove  the  Austrians  out  of 
Italy.  Garibaldi,  the  heroic  Italian,  regis- 
tered the  debt  this  country  owed  to  Great 
Britain  when  he  called  down  a  curse  upon 
any  Italian  government  who,  in  the  fu- 
ture, should  fight  against  the  country 
that  had  saved  Italy.  That  prophetic  curse 
will,  assuredly,  be  fulfilled. 

"Italy,  the  heir  of  Rome,  has  allied  her- 
self with  those  very  barbarians  who  de- 
stroyed the  Roman  empire,  under  the 
self-same  system  in  this,  their  second  at- 
tempt to  wipe  out  civilization. 

WHAT  MIGHT  HAVE  BEEN 
Had  the  United  States  gone  into  the 
League,  I  believe  Japan  never  would  have 
dared  make  the  Manchuria  adventure. 
Nor  would  she  have  cared  to  brave  the 
united  strength  of  the  nations  in  violating 
the  pact  to  preserve  the  open  door  in 
China  and  to  maintain  the  integrity  of 
China.  Mussolini  could  not  have  taken 
possession  of  Ethiopia  and  Albania.  Ger- 
many and  Italy  could  not  have  wrecked 
Spain's  republic.  The  Anschlus  of  Austria 
would  have  been  accomplished  without 
force,  and  it  is  likely  that  Sudeten  Ger- 
mans would  have  been  repatriated  without 
the  dismemberment  of  the  Czech  nation. 
Furthermore,  I  am  persuaded  that  hu- 
manity would  have  been  saved  the  awful 
things  that  arc  now  happening  in  West- 
ern Europe  and  the  consequent  disloca- 
tion of  the  life  of  the  whole  world. — The 
Presbyterian. 

The  lesson  this  nation  needs  to  read  into 
Italy's  entrance  into  the  war  is  that  the 
totalitarian  states  are  fighting  against 
everything  the  democracies  stand  for. 
The  Rome-Berlin  axis  is  waging  war 
against  this  country,  and  the  fact  that 
they  regard  us  as  neutral  or  nonbelliger- 
ent is  merely  an  item  to  be  reconsidered 
when  it  is  to  their  interest  to  do  so. 

The  revolution  with  which  he  identi- 
fies the  Italian  people  is  a  revolution  of 
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nihilism,  a  revolution  which  seeks  the  ut- 
ter destruction  of  the  kind  of  world  we 
know.  To  pretend  that  this  country's  in- 
terests are  not  at  stake  is  to  be  blind  and 


deaf  and  infinitely  stupid. 

Crowded  galleries  violated  Senate  rules 
to  applaud  loudly  an  appeal  by  Senator 
Lee  (Dem.,  Okla.)  that  the  United  States 
"send  the  Allies  everything  we  can  ex- 
cept men  to  pool  against  a  common  ene- 
my." 

The  University  of  Virginia  at  Char- 
lottesville, Va.,  founded  by  Thomas  Jef- 
ferson— the  first  great  American  teacher 
of  democracy,  was  a  fitting  place  for 
President  Roosevelt  to  declare  what  mil- 
lions of  patriotic  American  citizens  had 
felt  in  their  hearts;  namely,  that  the 
United  States  is  not  neutral  in  the  Euro- 
pean war  and  never  has  been. 

His  expression  of  Mussolini's  entrance 
into  the  war  met  almost  universal  ap- 
proval. The  hand  that  held  the  dagger  has 
stuck  it  into  the  back  of  its  neighbor. 

AN  OPEN  DOOR  TO  EUROPE 
This  nation  had  a  golden  opportunity 
to  enter  into  the  life  of  Europe  construc- 
tively, not  only  for  that  continent  but 
for  every  continent.  The  time  was  when 
the  League  of  Nations  was  being  consti- 
tuted. Our  greatest  men  favored  it — 
Wilson,  Root,  Hughes,  Hoover,  Coolidge, 
Butler;  ninety  per  cent  of  the  newspapers 
advocated  it;  thirty-four  out  of  thirty- 
six  legislatures  in  session  at  the  time  went 
on  record  as  supporting  it — but  the  Sen- 
ate of  the  United  States,  led  by  strong 
partisanship,  as  shortsighted  as  it  was  un- 
fortunate, defeated  the  proposition  by  the 
narrow  margin  of  two  votes.  Thereby  the 
huge  strength  of  this  nation  was  with- 
drawn from  world  affairs.  We  might 
have  been  a  steadying  power,  a  wise  and 
sane  counsellor,  a  balance  wheel  in  inter- 
national politics.  But  we  shut  the  door  in 
our  own  face,  and  we  have  what  we  have. 

In  his  address  at  Charlottesville,  Presi- 
dent Roosevelt  called  for  "effort,  cour- 
age, sacrifice,  devotion." 

In  the  hour  of  threatened  defeat  there 
came  from  Premier  Reynaud  an  an- 
guished "final  appeal."  Addressed  to 
President  Roosevelt,  it  stated  in  part,  "It 
is  necessary  that  clouds  of  warplancs 
from  across  the  Atlantic  come  to  crush 
the  evil  force  which  dominates  Europe. 
....  We  know  what  a  high  place 
ideals  hold  in  the  life  of  the  great  Ameri- 
can people.  Will  they  hesitate  still  to 
declare  themselves  against  Nazi  Ger- 
many?" 

Hitler  said  that  any  idea  of  a  Western 
Hemisphere  invasion  is  grotesque.  Presi- 
dent Roosevelt  in  a  time  of  sarcasm  said 
that  Hitler's  remarks  bring  up  recollec- 


tions. He  said  he  thought  these  few  words 
sufficient,  that  they  can  be  enlarged  with 
dates  and  the  names  of  countries  going 
back  over  a  period  of  years. 

Premier  Marshal  Petain  after  the 
French  defeat  said:  "There  is  no  hope  of 
continued   resistencc. 

"France  has  too  few  friends,  too  few 
Allies,  too  few  soldiers,  too  few  guns  and 
planes. 

"We  will  learn  our  lesson  from  the  lost 
battle.  Since  our  victory  of  1918  our  sense 
of  enjoyment  has  predominated  over  our 
sense  of  sacrifice." 

More  than  five  years  ago,  Lord  Vis- 
count Cecil  said  to  his  fellow  Britons: 

"It  is  not  exaggeration  to  say  with  Mr. 
Baldwin  that  the  next  war  will  mean  the 
destruction  of  our  civilization.  Yet  to 
that  catastrophe  we  are  steadily  moving." 

"To  that  catastrophe"  we  seem  to  have 
come! 

Still  longer  ago,  ex-premier  David 
Lloyd  George  was  considered  as  an  old 
man  talking  in  his  dotage,  when  he  said: 

"I  cannot  say  what  is  going  to  happen 
to  the  world.  I  am  alarmed.  I  will  go  so 
far  as  to  say  I  am  frightened  at  what  will 
happen  ....  It  seems  to  me  the  world 
is  heading  for  a  very  great  catastrophe." 

We  are  no  longer  "heading."  Thinking 
men  inform  us  that  we  are  moving  head- 
on  toward  it. 

Another  well-known  Englishman  was 
likewise  expressing  himself: 

"I  cannot  resist  the  profound  convic- 
tion that  unless  we  in  this  country  do 
something  very  drastic  about  it,  an  ex- 
plosion will  take  place  which  will  wreck 
the  whole  tottering  fabric  of  civilization." 

Apparently,  nothing  "very  drastic"  was 
done  about  it;  the  "explosion"  is  on,  and 
the  first  shot-riddled  rags  of  the  "fabric 
of  civilization"  are  falling  out  of  the 
gas-laden  skies  of  Ethiopia,  Czechoslovak- 
ia, Poland,  Finland,  Norway,  Holland, 
and  Belgium. 

Human  events  compel  the  belief  that 
the  federation  of  all  the  satanic  forces  on 
this  earth  is  in  process  of  rapid  forma- 
tion. Evil  forces  ride  the  earth,  "con- 
quering and  to  conquer."  Everywhere 
there  is  "upon  the  earth  distress  of  na- 
tions, with  perplexity  (lit.,  'with  no  way 
out')  ....  Mens  hearts  failing  them 
for  fear,  and  for  looking  after  those 
things  which  arc  coming  upon  the 
earth,"  Luke  2 1:2 J,  26. 

Nicholus  Murray  Butler,  president  of 
Columbia  University,  said: 

"If  the  moral  principle  is  to  be  over- 
come by  economic  aspiration,  then  our 
children  and  grandchildren  will  not  have 
long  to  wait  for  the  collapse  of  what 
we  have  been  accustomed  to  call  western 
civilization,  now  some  three  thousand 
years  old." 


SVot  interested 


Margaret  Lewis 


Not  interested  in  my  fellow  man 

Is  the  cry  of  the  world  today, 

I  have  my  own  life  to  live 

Let  others  be  on  their  way. 

Their  chances  in  life  are  the    same    as 

mine, 
Let  them  do  the  best  they  can, 
I'll  go  my  own  way  and  have    a    good 

time, 
I  care  not  for  my  fellow  man. 

Not  interested  in  the  begger's  plea, 
Let  them  go  to  the  county  home, 
They're  wretched  and  useless,  so  what 

care  I 
If  o'er  the  world  they  roam? 
I  have  nothing  to  give  them,  and  why 

should  I  care? 
They  are  only  worrying  me ; 
I'll  go  along  happy  and  thoughtless  and 

gay, 
I'm  living  my  own  life,  can't  you  see? 

I'm  living  in  pleasure  and  do  not  care 

For  the  widow  and  orphan's  plea, 

I  remember  one  day  that     I  voted  for 

drink, 
But  why  should  all  this  worry  me? 
If  someone  too  freely  partook    of    the 

drink, 
He  is  the  one  that  will  pay, 
I'm  not  interested  in  his  fate  at  all, 
I  must  be  on  my  way. 


Not  interested  in  the  cry  for  help 

From  the  mission  fields  afar, 

Let  them  live  and  die  as  in  years  long 

past 
With  no  one  to  pray  or  care. 
Why  give  myself,  my  money  or  son 
To  the  heathen  far  away? 
Let  them  live  their  lives  as  I  live  mine, 
Not  interested  is  all  I  can  say. 

Not  interested  in  my  soul  at  all, 

I  am  only  as  bird  or  beast. 

When  I  die  that  is  all  that  there  is  to  my 

life, 
Nothing  to  worry  me  in  the  least. 
They  say  there  is  Heaven,  they  say  there 

is  Hell, 
They  say  that  the  judgment  will  come, 
But  that  is  too  far  in  the  distance  for 

me, 
I  care  not  for  a  future  home. 


Not  interested  is  the  cry  of  the  world  to- 
day, 
How  sad,  my  friend,  how  true ; 
The  mad  world  rushes  at  a  dizzy  pace, 
Caring  not  for  what  they  do. 
Caring  not  for  Jesus  the  One  who  died 
To  give  them  a  home  in  the  sky. 
Oh  how  sad  will  be  their  terrible  plight 
When  at  last  they  come  to  die. 


For  the  Christ  once  spurned  and  re- 
jected 
Will  come  in  judgment  one  day, 
Then  those  who  have  once  been  disin- 
terested 
Will  from  His  presence  flee  away. 
And  when  they  shall  knock  at  the  por- 
tals 
And  beg  for  a  glad  entrance  through, 
The  King  of  all  kings  will  then  answer, 
No,  I  am  not  interested  in  you. 


vitiy  ui, 
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/f%^R  FATHER  in  heaven,  we  thank  thee  for  the 
^^  assurance  that  what  needs  to  be  can  be  done, 
that  though  the  odds  against  us  may  seem 
formidable,  there  is  adequate  power  for  thy  serv- 
ants who  dare  the  impossible.  Thy  purposes  for 
mankind  startle  us  with  their  magnitude  and  it  is 
not  until  we  make  them  our  own  that  we  become 
aware  of  the  moral  and  spiritual  energies  which  are 
available  for  their  realization.  We  thank  thee  that 
if  we  conserve  our  connections  with  thee  and  heed 
thy  call,  our  recourses  cannot  fail;  that,  if  we  have 
courage  to  loose  others  of  their  bondage,  we  too 
shall  be  free;  that  if  we  share  our  bread  with  the 
hungry,  we  shall  still  be  fed;  that  if  we  cover  the 
poor,  we  shall  be  clothed;  that  if  we  penetrate  the 
darkness  of  the  despairing  with  love,  there  shall  be 
light  for  us  bright  as  the  morning;  that  if  we  face 
the  barren  deserts  to  share  thy  gifts,  our  own  souls 
shall  be  like  watered  gardens.  Heip  us,  O  God,  to 
forge  ahead.  Whatever  the  days  may  have  in  store, 
grant  us  to  know  that  thy  righteousness  shall  go  be- 
fore us  and  thy  glory  shall  be  our  reward.  We  ask 
it  in  Jesus'  name.  Amen. 
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Thy  word  is  a  lamp 
unto  my  feet  and  a 
light   unto   my    path." 

Psalm   119:105 
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DEAR  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 
Recently  a  young  woman  wrote  to 
me  these  words: 

"Sister  Harrison,  I  was  converted  in  the 

Methodist  church,  but  my  people  belong 

to  the  Church  of 


ALDA  B.  HARRISON 

Editor 


God.  I  want  to 
ask  you  a  ques- 
tion. I  don't  know 
what  to  think 
about  my  experi- 
ence. Sometimes  I 
feel  like  I'm  saved 
and  sometimes  I 
don't  know.  I 
don't  feel  that 
joy  all  the  time. 
Do  you  suppose 
I  am  saved?" 

Another  young 
woman  said  the 
same  thing  to  me  one  time,  and  I  presume 
there  is  not  a  Christian  in  the  world  that 
doesn't  understand  just  what  these  young 
women  are  talking  about.  I  believe  "Faith 
in  the  Dark,"  will  be  a  good  subject  for 
our  message  this  time.  We  are  little  chil- 
dren and  a  little  child  will  take  its 
father's  hand  and  bravely  walk  out  into 
the  darkest  night  without  fear. 

Our  little  sister  who  asked  this  question 
had  gone  up  on  the  mountain  top  and  had 
been  saved  and  the  joy  of  the  Lord  had 
flooded  her  soul,  then  when  the  Lord  let 
her  come  down  into  the  valley  she  did  not 
understand.  Jesus  took  Peter,  James,  and 
John  up  on  the  Mountain  of  Transfigu- 
ration with  Him  to  meet  with  Moses  and 
Elijah  and  they  had  such  a  wonderful 
time  that  they  just  wanted  to  stay  up 
there  forever,  but  Jesus  knew  better.  The 
mountain  top  experiences  are  grand  but 
the  valley  experiences  are  just  as  neces- 
sary. When  one  gets  saved  it  would  be 
lovely  just  to  sail  around  on  wings  of  joy 
and  never  have  a  cloud  to  cross  our  sun 
but  the  God  who  gave  us  that  joy  wants 
to  develop  something  else  in  our  lives.  I 
can  remember  times  when  the  joy  of  the 
Lord  was  so  great  that  I  couldn't  realize 
I  was  walking  on  the  ground,  but  it  really 
seemed  that  I  was  floating  in  mid  air.  Oh 
yes,  those  of  you  who  have  had  a  real  bap- 
tism with  the  Holy  Ghost  know  just  what 
I'm  talking  about.  I  remember  one  day 
especially,  above  all  the  rest,  when  I  spent 
the  day  visiting  the  sick  and  making  calls 
on  some  friends  whom  I  desired  to  win 
for  Jesus.  I  can  see  the  field  yet  that  I 
crossed  with  a  pathway  leading  up  to  the 
humble  home  of  a  dear  old  lady  who  was 
sick.  Many  pathways  have  grown  over 
or  have  vanished  from  my  mind  but  this 
one  never  will.  I  did  not  walk  in  that 
path  but  I  floated  above  it  and  all  day 
long  as  I  walked  the  streets  going  from 


place  to  place  I  floated,  seemingly.  I  had  a 
good  time,  much  good  was  accomplished 
that  day,  and  oh,  how  I'd  liked  to  have 
lived  every  day  like  that,  but  there  was 
something  else  to  be  accomplished  in  my 
life.  Very  soon  after  this  wonderful 
mountain-top  experience,  I  was  caused  to 
pass  through  a  fiery  trial  and  it  seemed 
that  I  was  let  down  into  the  very  deep- 
est valley  that  it  was  possible  for  one  to 
go.  God  was  just  trying  to  establish  and 
purify  my  life.  The  great  joy  was  a  prepa- 


PRAISE  AT  MIDNIGHT 

Carrie  Judd  Montgomery 

The  darkness  still  is  deep'ning, 

O  tried  and  weary  heart, 
No  rift  of  morning  brightness 

Bids  midnight  gloom   depart; 
The  prison  walls  surround  thee, 

No  human  help  is  nigh, 
But  blest  is  the  assurance 

Thy  Savior  reigns  on  high. 

When   shadowed    in    the   darkness, 

And  pressed  by  every  foe, 
Then  let  your  gladdest  carols 

And  sweetest  anthems  flow; 
The  praise  so  sweet  to  Jesus, 

The  "sacrifice  of  praise," 
Is  when  no  earthly  sunshine 

Pours  forth  its  cheering  rays. 

'Tis  then  your  song  is  wafted 

All  human  heights  above, 
And  mingles  with  the  angels' 

In  realms  of  perfect  love; 
'Tis  then  the  God  of  glory 

Makes  Satan  fear  and  flee, 
And   sends   a   mighty   earthquake 

To  set  His  ransomed  free. 

'Tis  easy  when  the  morning 

Appears  at  last  to  view 
To  praise  thy  strong  Redeemer 

Who  burst  the  bondage  through, 
But  'tis  the  praise  at  midnight 

That  gives  the  foe  alarm, 
That  glorifies  thy  Saviour, 

And  bares  His  strong  right  arm. 

A  conqueror  thou  wouldst  be? 

Yea,  more  than  conqueror  thou, 
If  thou  wilt  shout  in  triumph 

And  claim  the  victory  now; 
The  prison  doors  will  open, 

The  dungeon   gleam   with   light, 
And  sin-chained  souls  around  thee 

Shall  see  Jehovah's  might. 


ration  for  the  trial  I  was  to  meet,  and  the 
great  trials  we  pass  through,  if  we  are 
faithful,  brings  the  joy  later  on. 

Now  to  our  little  friend  who  is  dis- 
turbed, just  remember  you  must  learn  to 
walk  by  faith  and  that  is  what  God  is  try- 
ing to  teach  you.  You  are  to  learn  to  be- 
lieve God  and  trust  Him  whether  you 
see  or  not.  Of  course,  sometime,  you  may 
disobey  God  or  do  something  to  cause 
Him  to  hide  His  face  from  you.  Always 
ask  Him  to  show  you;  if  you  do  not  find 


this  to  be  true,  then  just  trust  Him  and 
praise  Him  until  the  cloud  passes  over. 
You  will  appreciate  the  joy  more  after 
you  have  had  an  experience  where  you 
had  to  walk  by  faith. 

Trust  Him  when  dark  clouds  assail  you, 
Trust  Him  when  your  faith  is  small, 
Trust  Him  when  to  simply  trust  Him 
Is  the  hardest  task  of  all. 

Yes,  sometimes  Jesus  hides  His  face  for 
a  purpose.  Jesus  made  His  home  while  here 
on  earth  with  Lazarus,  Martha  and  Mary. 
He  loved  them  and  they  loved  Him  and 
believed  in  Him  and  always  felt  secure 
when  He  was  around.  But  one  day  He 
went  away  and  left  them,  and  trouble 
came  and  Jesus  wasn't  there  to  help  them. 
Lazarus  took  sick  and  died,  but  Jesus 
didn't  stay  away  forever.  He  came  back 
and  it  was  all  for  the  glory  of  God.  See 
what  He  did  for  them  after  He  came 
back.  Of  course,  their  faith  was  strength- 
ened and  many  were  made  believers  be- 
cause He  went  away.  And  so  if  in  your 
experience  with  Jesus  He  seems  to  go 
away  sometimes,  just  remember  He  has 
gone  away  for  a  purpose.  He'll  be  back 
and  His  going  away  will  mean  something 
to  you  as  well  as  others  if  you  stand  true 
and  have  faith  in  the  dark. 

It  is  in  this  time  of  testing  that  many 
fall  by  the  wayside.  They  think  God 
has  forsaken  them,  or  they  think  when 
their  first  test  comes  that  there  is  nothing 
to  salvation  after  all.  Sometimes  after 
people  come  through  with  a  bright  experi- 
ence, the  next  day  when  the  joy  may  not 
be  so  great  they  decide,  "Well,  I  guess  it 
was  just  excitement  and  there  is  nothing 
to  it."  After  each  revival  I  always  wonder 
how  many  will  really  stand,  and  more  and 
more  am  I  made  to  realize  the  need  of 
good,  strong  teaching  being  given  to  our 
new  converts.  Special  attention  should  be 
given  them. 

Recently  after  the  closing  of  Brother 
Slay's  wonderful  revival  here  in  Cleveland 
as  I  stood  and  wept  and  watched  them 
come  into  the  church,  I  thought,  "O 
God,  how  much  they  will  need  teaching." 
Yes,  they  will  need  so  much  encourage- 
ment. What  a  responsibility.  If  they  fail 
will  it  be  their  fault  or  will  it  be  ours? 
The  church  with  no  religious  educational 
program  is  a  one-sided  church  and  when 
the  revival  is  over  and  enthusiasm  has  died 
down  it  soon  goes  to  nothing.  I  have  heard 
some  say,  "I  must  keep  the  revival  going 
all  the  time  to  keep  the  people  in  line." 
God  pity  the  man  or  woman  who  cannot 
stand  outside  of  a  revival.  They  would  be 
pretty  weak  to  send  out  to  foreign  mis- 
sion fields  or  into  new  fields  in  the  home- 
land. What  we  need  is  to  train  our  people 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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Nellie  L.   Harrington 


"Are  you  moving?"  asked  Clara  Dan- 
iels in  surprise.  "I  meant  to  come  long 
ago  but  mother  hasn't  been  well  and  it 
has  kept  me  busy.  Where  are  you  going?" 

As  her  tongue  ran  lightly  on  she  had 
an  uncomfortable  feeling  that  she 
had  intruded  upon  a  scene  not  meant 
for  her  eyes.  There  was  an  air  of — well, 
disorder, — in  the  usually  neat  little  apart- 
ment. And  Josephine  Ward  appeared  to 
be   taken   aback. 

"Not  exactly,"  was  the  non-committal 
reply  that  came  from  her  tight  lips. 

Then  Clara  became  aware  of  three- 
year-old  Vera  tugging  at  her  dress  and 
prattling  something.  "What  is  it  dear?" 
she  asked. 

"My  daddy  fipped  me,  so  he  did,  an' 
we's  going  to  Grandma's,"  announced 
Vera    importantly. 

Clara  looked  questioningly  at  her 
friend.  "Jo,  it  isn't  possible,"  she 
breathed. 

"That's  what  I  would  have  said,  too," 
answered  the  mother  bitterly,  "but  it 
is  true  nevertheless." 

"You  don't  mean  that  you  are  leaving 
Arthur!"  Clara  was  plainly  shocked. 
Why,  oh,  why  had  she  happened  to  come 
at  this  precise  moment?  She  was  always 
blundering  into  things.  She  though 
wryly  of  the  old  adage,  "Fools  rush  in 
where  angels  fear  to  tread."  "Can  you 
tell  me  about  it?"  she  asked  timidly.  She 
did  not  want  to  pry. 

"It  won't  do  any  good  to  talk  about 
it,"  said  Josephine  wearily,  but  she  sank 
into  a  chair,  nevertheless.  "I  can't  go 
on  this  way  any  longer,  so  there  isn't 
much  secret  about  it." 

"But  what  is  the  trouble?"  persisted 
Clara.  "I  would  have  said  that  you  and 
Arthur  were  an  ideal  couple.  You  seemed 
to  be  madly  in  love  with  each  other." 

"We  aren't  any  more.  At  least  we 
don't  act  like  it,"  said  the  other  morosely. 

"Why?   Is  Arthur  drinking?" 

"Oh,  no!"  in  a  shocked  tone.  "No, 
you  know  he  doesn't  drink,  nor  smoke, 
nor  gamble,  nor  any  of  those  bad  things. 
Why,   he  belongs  to  the  church!" 

"And  yet,  he  is  so  bad  that  you  are 
going  to  leave  him.  There  must  be  a 
reason." 

"Oh — yes — of  course.  Why — it  is 
cruelty — mental   cruelty." 

"Cruelty!  Josephine  Ward!  Have  you 
taken  leave  of  your  senses?"  demanded 
Clara. 

"O  Clara,  I  don't  know.  I  really 
don't  know.  I  feel  like  a  squirrel  that 
goes  round  and  round  in  a  cage  and  never 
gets  anywhere.  I  haven't  talked  about  it 
to   anybody.      I   don't  believe  in   a   wife 


parading  the  faults  of  her  husband.  And 
I've  kept  mulling  it  over  and  over  until 
I'm  nearly  crazy,"  and  she  nervously 
twisted   her  hands. 

"Listen  here,  Jo,  the  best  thing  you 
can  do  is  to  tell  me  what  the  trouble  is. 
The  very  telling  of  it  will  get  it  out 
of  your  system.  Then  you  can  begin  all 
over  again  and  probably  everything  will 
be  all  right,"  and  she  sympathetically 
covered  the  working  fingers  in  a  tender 
clasp. 

"It's   the  baby,"  said  Jo  huskily. 

"Vera?"  in  a  surprised  tone.  "What 
about   her?" 

"Why — I  think — Arthur  acts  as  if  he 
were  jealous  of  her." 

"Jealous?  How  can  he  be?"  asked  Clara 
incredulously. 

Josephine  nodded  firmly.  "I  have  to 
take  so  much  care  of  her  that  I  can't 
go  places  with  him  as  I  used  to.  He  says 
I  fuss  over  her  too  much.  And  that  I 
neglect   him." 

"Well,  do  you?  If  you  spend  all  your 
time  on  Vera  I  should  think  he  might 
have  some  reason  for  complaint,"  said 
Clara   reasonably. 

"Well,  but  he  is  a  grown-up  man,  and 
he  is  perfectly  capable  of  taking  care  of 
himself,"  defended  Jo.  "And  besides,  she 
is  so  little  and  so  helpless." 

"Jo!  Put  the  shoe  on  the  other  foot. 
How  would  you  feel  if  Arthur  paid  ex- 
clusive attention  to  Vera — or  to  anybody 
else — and  left  you  to  take  care  of  your- 
self?  Would   you  enjoy  it?" 

"Oh,  but  he  wouldn't  do  that,"  she 
breathed. 

"Why  not?  'What  is  sauce  for  the 
goose  is  sauce  for  the  gander.'  In  other 
words,  take  the  Golden  Rule  and  apply 
it.  Would  you  like  to  be  treated  as  you 
have  been  treating  your  husband?  Honest, 
now." 

Vera  had  been  looking  from  one  to 
the  other  and  with  the  uncanny  intuition 
of  childhood  she  sensed  that  her  mother 
was  getting  the  worst  of  the  argument, 
so  she  piped  up,  "He  fipped  me,  he  did." 

"Yes,  Clara,  he  did.  A  great  big  brute 
of  a  man  to  whip  a  baby  like  that,"  in- 
dignantly. 

"Even  that  is  according  to  the  advice 
of  the  Wise  Man.  Remember?  'Spare  the 
rod  and  spoil  the  child.'  Really,  I  am 
glad  to  know  that  one  young  American 
father  is  realizing  his  share  of  the  re- 
sponsibility in  training  his  child.  Wake 
up,  Jo.  You  used  to  get  the  best  grades 
of  any  of  us  in  Psychology.  Have  you 
forgotten  all  of  it?  You  just  cannot 
break  up  your  home  over  what  you  will 
see   to   be   trifles.   Let   me   help   you   put 


things  to  rights  and  we'll  take  Vera  for 
a  walk  in  the  park.  These  wonderful  fall 
breezes  will  blow  the  cobwebs  out  of 
your  brain."  And  Jo  allowed  herself  to 
be  persuaded. 

But  later  Clara  went  home  in  a  sober 
mood.  She  had  happened  into  the  home 
of  her  friend  at  a  critical  time  and  had 
been  successful  in  helping  to  avert  a 
domestic  tragedy — this  time.  Would  it 
recur  later,  she  wondered. 

She  thought  over  the  list  of  her  mar- 
ried friends  and  was  dismayed  to  see  how 
many  of  them  had  broken  their  marriage 
vows.  Some  had  divorces.  Others  simply 
lived   apart. 

As  she  read  the  evening  paper  the  same 
thought  stayed  with  her  and  almost  un- 
consciously she  noted  the  divorces  applied 
for  and  granted,  and  the  number  of  re- 
marriages. 

"It  must  be  the  age  in  which  we  are 
living,"  she  thought  to  herself.  "It  is 
a  time  of  unrest,  of  instability,  of  inse- 
curity. It  affects  everybody.  I  guess  I'd 
better  tell  Jerry  that  there  is  no  hope 
of  permanent  happiness  for  us,  and  per- 
haps he'd  better — "  oh,  dear!  she  didn't 
want  Jerry  to  marry  another  girl!  But — 
better  that  than  to  go  through  the  ex- 
periences that  Josephine  and  Arthur  were 
having.  She  smiled  a  bit  grimly  to  her- 
self. She  had  counselled  Jo  to  remember 
her  "psychology,"  but  she  couldn't  seem 
to  apply  it  to  her  own  problem.  And 
Jerry  was  waiting  for  his  answer. 

Then  she  saw  a  headline,  "Newmans 
to  Celebrate  Golden  Wedding."  They 
were  friends  of  her  family.  Excitedly  she 
recalled  many  pleasant  visits  she  had 
made  in  the  Newman  home.  As  if  a  beam 
of  light  picked  out  the  letters,  she  felt 
the  conviction  that  here  she  would  find 
the  solution  to  her  puzzle.  She  would  see 
Mrs.  Newman  and  she  would  get  her 
recipe  for  "staying  married"  fifty  long 
years. 

She  could  not  intrude  until  after  the 
entertaining  was  over,  of  course.  But  she 
did  go  with  her  mother  to  make  a  call 
on  the  eventful  day.  She  watched  closely 
to  see  if  she  could  discover  the  reason 
for  the  serenity,  the  peace,  the  quiet  hap- 
piness, and  the  confidence  that  these  two 
people  seemed  to  share. 

"May  I  come  to  see  you  in  a  day  or 
two  all  by  myself?"  she  asked  Mrs. 
Newman. 

"You  certainly  may.  Come  any  time. 
You  know  you  are  always  welcome,"  was 
the  warm  response. 

A  couple  of  days  later  she  sat  in  the 
living  room  of  the  Newman  home  and 
told  her  story.  "Now,  please,  Mrs.  New- 
man, tell  me  how  to  have  a  happy  home 
for  fifty   long  years,"  she  finished. 

"A  happy  home!"  mused  Mrs.  New- 
man. "Is  that  what  you  are  looking  for? 
Must  there  never  be  unhappiness?  No 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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God  Is  Near  Me 

Marion  H.  Addington 

When  I  look  up  way  in  the  sky — 
Up  through  the  still,  blue  air — 

Then  God  seems  very  near  to  me, 
And  I  am  glad  He's  there. 

Because  He  watches  over  me, 

I  like  to  think  that  He 
Is  there  so  close,  it's  just  as  if 

He's  right  next  door  to  me. 

World  Friendship 

Clyde  Wei  met 

Christ,  the  Friend  of  children, 

Loves  them  everywhere; 
Whether  white  or  yellow 

Or  dark  He  doesn't  care. 

Whether  they  speak  English 

Or  words  of  other  lands, 
He  always  hears  their  prayers 

And  always  understands. 

And  children  of  the  Father 

Should  love  the  others  quite 
As  well   whatever   color, 

Yellow,  dark,  or  white. — Dew  Drops. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   1 
King  Solomon 

If  I  were  to  ask  you  boys  and  girls  this 
question,  Who  is  the  wisest  man  that 
ever  lived?  you  would  at  once  reply,  Sol- 
omon. As  this  is  true  let  us  study  more 
about  him.  King  Solomon  was  the  great- 
est king  in  wisdom  and  riches  who  ever 
lived.  He  had  an  ivory  throne  with  gold- 
en lions  standing  on  the  steps,  and  lived 
in  a  beautiful  palace.  All  people  honored 
him  and  he  was  known  far  and  near  be- 
cause of  his  greatness. 


With  all  his  wisdom  and  riches  he 
failed  to  obey  God.  He  married  a  great 
many  wives  and  brought  them  from  the 
heathen  nations  round  and  let  them  wor- 
ship their  idols.  Instead  of  teaching  them 
to  worship  the  true  God  he  was  persuaded 
to  pay  honor  to  these  heathen  gods.  God 
was  displeased  with  him  and  to  punish 
him  he  took  from  the  kingdom  ten  tribes 
during  his  son's  reign.  Two  tribes  were 
left.  This  was  a  sad  day  for  Solomon  to 
know  that  part  of  his  kingdom  and  great 
power  would  be  given  to  another  king. 
Questions: 

What  evil  thing  did  Solomon  do  in  this 
lesson?  He  married  heathen  wives.  Was 
this  displeasing  to  God?  Yes.  How  was  he 
punished?  He  lost  ten  tribes.  How  many 
tribes  were  left?  Two. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  2 
Heavenly  Treasures 

"Lay  not  up  for  yourselves  treasures 
upon  earth  .  .  .  But  lay  up  for  your- 
selves treasures  in  heaven."  Matt.  6:19, 
20.  In  this  verse  Jesus  is  speaking.  He 
tells  us  what  to  do.  We  want  to  notice  in 
this  lesson  how  boys  and  girls  can  lay  up 
treasures.  We  live  here  on  earth.  This  is 
our  earthly  home.  Heaven  is  a  home  pre- 
pared for  us  after  death. 

Sometimes  our  minds  are  so  taken  up 
with  the  cares  of  our  present  home  that 
we  are  inclined  to  forget  our  future  home. 
Jesus  wants  to  remind  us  not  to  be  so 
careless  and  indifferent  about  our  heaven- 
ly treasures. 

We  have  banks  here  where  we  can  de- 
posit large  sums  of  money  and  heaven  is 
like  a  bank  where  we  can  deposit  our 
treasures.  The  earthly  banks  are  very  un- 
certain. Jesus  says  the  thieves  break 
through  and  steal  but  He  assures  us  that 
the  thieves  will  not  touch  our  heavenly 
banks. 

Questions : 

What  are  earthly  treasures?  Webster 
says  accumulated  wealth,  something 
valued  very  highly.  How  can  children 
lay  up  treasures  in  Heaven?  First  thing 
to  do  is  to  give  your  hearts  to  God,  love 
and  serve  Him  with  your  whole  heart. 
Be  true,  brave  and  loyal  soldiers  of  the 
cross.  Do  all  the  good  you  can.  Be  faith- 
ful in  serving  God.  Live  a  clean,  pure  and 
holy  life  and  you  will  lay  up  treasures  in 
Heaven  and  will  throughout  all  eternity. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
A  Woman  Judge 

Judges  4:1-24 
In  the  Bible  we  find  that  the  man  is  the 
leader  in  public  affairs,  but  in  this  lesson 
we  have  a  woman  ruling  Israel.  At  this 


special  time  there  was  not  a  man  in  all 
Israel  whom  God  could  not  appoint  to  fill 
this  position.  So  in  response  to  Israel's  cry 
for  deliverance  from  the  enemy,  God 
raised  up  Deborah  to  judge  the  people. 

We  notice  that  when  Israel  sinned  they 
were  taken  captive  by  their  enemies. 
When  they  repented  and  turned  to  God 
He  would  deliver  them.  When  a  nation 
forgets  God  they  must  suffer  for  it. 

Deborah  was  a  prophetess,  was  taught 
of  God  and  ruled  by  Him.  She  ruled 
Israel  at  the  time  Jabin  oppressed  them. 
She  had  her  judgment  seat,  in  the  open 
air,  under  the  shade  of  the  palm  tree.  Is- 
rael came  to  her  for  counsel  and  direction 
in  order  that  they  might  be  delivered 
from  their  bondage  and  oppression. 

Deborah  called  Barak  to  go  forth  to 
battle  with  ten  thousand  men  against 
Sisera  who  had  nine  hundred  chariots  of 
iron  and  a  large  army.  It  seems  that  when 
Barak  saw  the  great  strength  of  Sisera's 
army  and  in  contrast  knew  the  weakness 
of  his  own  army,  they  being  footmen  and 
untrained,  his  heart  failed  him  and  he  re- 
fused to  go  unless  Deborah  went  with 
him.  She  went  with  him  and  with  God 
leading  them  they  soon  won  a  great  vic- 
tory. Read  the  latter  part  of  the  fourth 
chapter  and  see  how  a  woman  killed 
Sisera,  the  captain  of  Jabin's  army. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  4 
A  Beautiful  Life 

"Finally,  brethren,  whatsoever  things 
are  true,  whatsoever  things  are  honest, 
whatsoever  things  are  just,  whatsoever 
things  are  pure,  whatsoever  things  are 
lovely,  whatsoever  things  are  of  good  re- 
port; .  .  .  think  on  these  things."  Phil. 
4:8. 

In  this  verse  we  have  six  very  impor- 
tant things  to  think  about.  We  want  to 
notice  a  few  lovely  things  in  the  daily  life 
of  children. 

First:  A  pleasant  disposition.  It  is  love- 
ly to  be  kind,  gentle,  loving;  to  greet 
your  playmates  with  a  pleasant  word  and 
a  smile.  Some  children  are  cross,  crabbed, 
fussy,  hateful  and  mean. 

Second:  Tenderhearted.  It  is  lovely  to 
be  sympathetic,  not  willing  to  cause  any 
one  pain,  kind  to  animals  and  glad  to  help 
any  one  in  need. 

Third:  Obedient.  It  is  lovely  to  see 
children  obey  their  parents  and  all  who 
have  authority  over  them.  Some  children 
disobey  their  parents,  have  no  respect  for 
old  people,  and  are  rebellious  and  stub- 
born. The  reform  school  is  filled  with  this 
class. 

Fourth:  Unselfish.  It  is  lovely  to  see 
children  forgetting  self  and  thinking  of 
others.  Some  children  have  no  regard  for 
any  one,  want  the  best  of  everything, 
not  willing  to  share  with  others. 

The  best  thing  of  all  is  for  children  to 
give  their  hearts  to  God  while  young  and 
live  for  Him. 
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Children's  Story  Page 

yond  the  hill  Ben  and  the  other  boys  were 
fishing.  Then  he  swallowed  twice,  very 
hard.  But,  of  course,  if  she  was  sick — 
then  he  marched  up  the  path  to  the  house. 

After  the  peas  were  shelled  there  was  a 
stack  of  baking  dishes  to  be  wiped.  He 
noticed  how  white  his  mother  was,  and  he 
said,  "I  can  wash  those  dishes  as  well  as 
wipe  'em,  if  I  am  a  boy.  You  can  go  and 
lie  down.  I'll  stay  around  and  answer  the 
door." 

When  he  caught  sight  of  the  look  that 
came  into  her  eyes,  it  seemed  at  once  as 
if  he  were  at  least  two  inches  taller.  The 
dishes  done,  he  wandered  into  the  garden 
and  weeded  a  while.  "Might  as  well,"  he 
said,  "as  long  as  I've  got  to  stay  around; 
then  I  won't  have  to  do  it  tonight." 

Before  he  knew  it  he  was  whistling. 
It  seemed  to  him  he  never  felt  so  good. 
He  had  no  idea  it  was  five  o'clock  until 
he  heard  someone  say,  "Mother's  been 
telling  me  that  our  boy  is  the  best  thing 
ever."  Looking  up  he  saw  his  father  hold- 
ing out  his  hand.  "Denny,"  said  he,  and 
something  in  his  voice  made  Denny  wink 
very  fast,  "here's  my  hand  to  the  lad 
who's  on  the  straight,  sure  road  to  becom- 
ing a  man." — JJnk.ncn.vn. 

ONE  LITTLE  WIDOW 

A  Missionary  Story 

Seven  years  a  widow,  yet  only  eleven 
years  old!  The  shadow — nay,  the  curse — 
of  widowhood  had  hung  over  little  Sita 
ever  since  she  remembered  anything.  The 
little  brown  girl  only  wondered  why  other 
little  girls  living  near  her  had  such  happy, 
merry  times,  while  she  knew  only  drudg- 
ery and  ill  treatment  from  morning  until 
night.  One  day,  when  six  of  the  weary 
years  had  passed,  and  she  was  ten  years 
old,  Sita  found  out  what  widow  meant. 
Then,  to  the  cruelties  she  had  already  en- 
dured, were  added  the  terrors  of  the  woe 
to  come.  She  had  gone,  as  usual  in  her  tat- 
tered garments,  with  three  large  brass 
water  pots  on  her  head,  to  the  great  open 
well  from  which  she  drew  the  daily  sup- 
ply of  water  for  a  family  of  nine.  She 
was  so  tired  and  her  frail  back  ached  so 
pitifully  that  she  sat  down  on  a  huge 
stone  to  rest  a  minute.  Resting  her  weary 
head  on  one  thin  hand,  she  was  a  picture 
of  childish  woe.  Many  deep  sorrows  had 
fallen  on  her  young  heart,  but  she  was 
still  a  child  in  mind  and  years,  yearning 
for  companionship  and  love. 

Many  Brahman  servants  were  drawing 
water  near  her,  and  looked  bright  and 
happy  in  their  gay-colored  cotton  saris.  A 
woman  so  poor  that  she  must  draw  her 
own  drinking  water,  but  still  a  Brahman, 
came  near,  and  to  her  Sita  appealed  for 


Marian,   three-year-old   daughter   of  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  }.  P.  Baldree,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

WHAT  MAKES  A  MAN 

Denny  curled  one  of  his  little  legs  un- 
der his  small  body  and  dropped  his  rosy 
cheek  into  his  hand. 

"  'Course,"  he  said,  "there's  the  old 
woodbox  to  fill.  Always  is  an  old  wood- 
box  to  fill  when  Saturday  comes.  If  Ma 
only  thought  so,  she  could  fill  it  herself 
and  let  me  do  something  that'll  make  me 
a  man.  Ben  Lee  says  it's  doing  stunts  and 
going  fishin',  and  things  like  that,  that 
makes  you  a  man." 

Then  suddenly  Denny  straightened  his 
shoulders.  "I'm  going  to  do  something  to- 
ward being  a  man,"  he  said.  "I'd  like  to 
ask  Pa  the  best  thing  to  do,  'cause  he'd 
know.  I  s'pose  I  might  as  well  go  fill  that 
old  woodbox." 

When  he  reached  the  kitchen  he  found 
his  mother  and  Aunt  Sue  there.  The  very 
first  words  that  his  mother  said,  were: 
"Denny,  I  wish  you'd  hurry  with  that 
wood,  and  then  Aunt  wants  some  peas. 
You'll  have  to  get  them  for  her,  dear." 

So,  when  the  woodbox  was  full,  Denny 
gathered  the  peas  and  started  back  to  the 
house.  Aunt  Sue  started  to  meet  him  and 
smiled  as  she  said,  "Mother's  half  sick, 
Denny  boy.  Try  to  help  her  as  much  as 
you  can  today." 

Denny  looked  this  way  and  that.  Across 
the  fields  the  boys  were  doing  stunts.  Be- 


"Will  you  not  draw  a  little  water  lor 
me?  I  am  ill  and  tired,  and  the  well  is 
very  deep." 

The  woman  turned  angrily  and  ut- 
tered in  a  scathing  tone  the  one  word, 
"Widow,"  then  she  burst  out,  "Curse 
you.  How  dare  you  come  between  me  and 
the  glorious  sun!  Your  shadow  has  fallen 
on  me,  and  I'll  have  to  take  the  bath  of 
purification  before  I  can  eat  food!  Curse 
you!  Stand  aside!" 

Poor  Sita  stood  bewildered.  She  made 
no  answer,  but  the  tears  coursed  down 
her  cheeks.  Something  akin  to  pity  made 
the  woman  pause.  Halting  at  a  safe  dis- 
tance from  the  shadow  of  the  child,  she 
talked  to  her  in  a  milder  tone.  She  was 
thinking,  perhaps,  of  her  two  soft-eyed 
daughters,  very  dear  to  her  proud  heart, 
though  she  mourned  bitterly  when  they 
were  born  because  the  gods  had  denied 
her  sons. 

"Why  should  I  help  you?"  she  said. 
"See,  you  are  a  widow!" 

Then  in  answer  to  the  child's  stare, 
she  continued,  "Don't  you  understand? 
Didn't  you  have  a  husband  once?" 

"Yes,  I  think  so,"  Sita  answered,  "an 
old  bad  man  who  used  to  shake  me  and 
tell  me  to  grow  up  quickly  to  work  for 
him;  perhaps  he  was  my  husband.  When 
he  died  they  said  I  killed  him,  but  I  did 
not." 

"So  you  call  him  bad?"  the  woman 
cried.  "Ah,  no  wonder  the  gods  hate  you! 
No  doubt  you  were  very  wicked  ages  and 
ages  ago,  and  so  now  you  are  made  a  wid- 
ow. By  and  by  you  will  be  born  a  snake 
or  a  toad,"  and  gathering  up  her  water 
pots,  she  hurried  on  her  way. 

The  slender,  ill-fed  child  hurriedly 
filled  the  brass  vessels,  knowing  that 
abuse  awaited  her  late  return.  Raising  the 
jars  to  her  head,  she  hastened  to  her  house 
— a  home  she  never  knew.  The  sister-in- 
law  met  the  little  thing  with  violent 
abuse,  and  bade  her  prepare  the  morning 
meal.  The  child  was  ill,  and  nearly  fell 
with  fatigue. 

"I'll  show  you  how  to  wake  up!"  the 
woman  cried,  and  seizing  a  hot  poker,  she 
laid  it  on  the  hands  of  the  child. 

Screaming  with  pain,  the  poor  little 
creature  worked  on,  trembling  if  the  sis- 
ter-in-law even  looked  her  way. 

This  was  one  day.  Each  of  the  seven 
long  years  contained  three  hundred  and 
sixty-five  such  days,  and  now  they  were 
growing  worse.  The  last  year,  in  token  of 
the  deep  disgrace  of  widowhood,  the 
child's  soft  dark  tresses  had  been  shaven 
off,  and  her  head  left  bare.  When  that 
has  been  done,  but  one  meal  a  day  is  per- 
mitted a  widow,  no  matter  how  she 
works. 

Most  of  the  little  girls  who  saw  Sita 
ran  from  her,  fearing  pollution.  But  there 
was  one  who  shone  on  her  like  a  gleam  of 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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THE  MASTER  OF  THE  STORM 

Ira  E.  Pinney 

Nowhere  have  I  found  a  more  magnifi- 
cent description  of  a  thunderstorm  than 
in  the  29th  Psalm.  The  psalmist  thinks  of 
Jehovah  as  uttering  His  voice  in  the 
thunder  and  as  ruling  in  the  storm.  This 
thought  does  not  awaken  fear,  but  it  gives 
peace.  There  is  something  in  a  terrific 
storm  that  makes  the  human  heart  trem- 
ble. Before  such  a  display  of  power  we 
feel  our  weakness.  Yet  the  psalmist  brings 
his  description  of  the  storm  to  a  con- 
clusion by  saying,  "The  Lord  will  give 
strength  unto  his  people;  the  Lord  will 
bless  his  people  with  peace." 

The  ancient  Norsemen  worshiped  Thor, 
the  thunder  god.  They  did  not  think  of 
him  as  a  kindly  god,  but  as 
one  who,  in  his  fury,  hurled 
his  hammer.  To  the  psalmist 
the  Lord  is  both  strong  and 
glorious.  His  glory  is  shown 
in  blessing  His  people. 

The  psalmist  begins  by 
calling  upon  the  mighty  to 
give  unto  the  Lord  glory 
and  strength.  Apparently 
the  mighty  in  Heaven  and 
on  earth  are  included  in  this 
call.  Glory  is  due  to  the 
Lord's  name.  He  is  to  be 
worshipped  in  the  beauty  of 
holiness. 

Then  in  a  few  brief  lines 
is  pictured  the  storm:  "The 
voice  of  the  Lord  is  upon 
the  waters."  It  may  be  the 
storm  comes  from  the  Medi- 
terranean, and  it  is  the 
waters  in  the  great  sea 
rather  than  the  waters  in  the 
thunder  clouds  that  is 
meant.  The  psalmist  says  it 
is  the  Lord  who  makes  the 
thunder.  The  voice  of  the 
Lord  is  a  strong  and  power- 
ful voice.  It  is  a  voice  that 
is  splendid  or  majestic. 

The  verses  that  follow  de- 
scribe the  fury  of  the  storm: 
"The  voice  of  the  Lord 
breaketh  the  cedars;  yea,  the 
Lord  breaketh  the  cedars  of 
Lebanon."  The  thunder  is 
accompanied  by  a  strong 
wind.  Trees  not  struck  by 
lightning  are  broken  down 
by  the  violence  of  the  wind. 
The  psalmist  goes  on  to  say, 
"He  maketh  them  also  to 
skip  like  a  calf;  Lebanon  and 
Sirion  like  a  young  uni- 
corn." The  strength  of  the 


storm  hurls  the  fallen  timber, 
might  even  seem  to  the  eye  as 


and  it 
if  the 
mountains  themselves  were  moved. 

The  next  verse  describes  the  lightning. 
"The  voice  of  the  Lord  divideth  the 
flames  of  fire."  The  storm  moves  swift- 
ly. We  have  been  told  what  it  did  at 
Lebanon,  north  of  Palestine,  and  now  we 
find  it  in  the  wilderness  of  Kadesh,  south 
of  Palestine.  It  was  from  Kadesh  that  the 
Israelites  sent  out  spies  to  view  the  prom- 
ised land.  "The  voice  of  the  Lord  shaketh 
the  wilderness;  the  Lord  shaketh  the 
wilderness  of  Kadesh."  The  fury  of  the 
storm  terrifies  the  animals  and  strips  the 
forests  of  their  leaves. 

Would  not  such  a  furious  storm  make 
even  the  heart  of  a  strong  man  quiver? 


HAVE  FAITH   IN  GOD 

EVA  DEAKE  LANDIS 

Have  faith  in  God,  my  brother, 
Tho'  the  way  seems  dark  and  drear, 
Reach  cut  a  hand  to  the  Savior, 
You  will  always  find  Him  near. 

Tho'  the  road  may  be  rough,  my  brother, 
The  load  seem  heavy  to  bear, 
Do  not  fret  beneath  the  burden 
Nor  doubt  your  Savior's  care. 

Increase  our  faith,  O   Father, 
May  we  count  this  world  but  dross, 
May  we  keep  our  eyes  fixed  upon  Thee, 
And  joyous  bear  our  cross! 

May  we  follow  the  path  Thou   leadest, 

Come  either  weal  or  woe, 

Content  without  question  or  murmur 

Because  we  love  Thee  so. — Wesleyan  Methodist. 


Yet  the  psalmist  finds  assurance  in  the 
thought  that  God  reigns.  "The  Lord  sit- 
teth  upon  the  flood;  yea,  the  Lord  sitteth 
King  for  ever."  So  instead  of  that  sense 
of  weakness  that  comes  to  the  natural 
heart  in  the  fury  of  the  storm,  there 
comes  a  sense  of  strength.  "The  Lord  will 
give  strength  unto  his  people;  the  Lord 
will  bless  his  people  with  peace." 

In  connection  with  this  Psalm  read  the 
gospel  account  recorded  in  Mark  4:26-41. 
Jesus  and  His  disciples  are  crossing  the  Sea 
of  Galilee.  Jesus,  weary  with  His  labors, 
was  asleep.  A  sudden  windstorm  came  up. 
The  boat  was  filling  with  water.  The  dis- 
ciples awoke  Jesus,  saying,  "Master,  car- 
est  thou  not  that  we  perish?"  Then  the 
Master  arose  and  rebuked  the  wind,  and 
said  to  the  sea,  "Peace,  be 
still,"  and  there  was  a  great 
calm. 

Is  not  Jesus  the  Master  of 
the  storm?  Is  it  not  He  who 
gives  strength  to  His  people? 
Is  it  not  He  who  blesses  His 
people  with  peace?  Yes, 
Christ  is  still  the  Master  of 
the  storm.  His  people  need 
have  no  fear. 

When  Wesley,  still  a 
young  man,  was  crossing  the 
ocean,  a  great  storm  lashed 
the  waves  and  beat  upon  the 
ship.  Wesley  was  afraid. 
There  were  Moravian  breth- 
ren on  board  and  they  were 
not  afraid.  Wesley  wondered 
at  their  calmness.  It  was 
their  testimony  that  they 
trusted  in  God  and  felt  safe 
in  His  hands.  Their  fearless- 
ness made  a  great  impression 
on  Wesley.  Afterward  he 
learned  that  lesson  of  trust 
that  overcomes  all  fears. 

In  these  days  we  have 
great  need  of  faith  in  the 
Master  of  the  storm.  The 
earth  is  visited  by  many 
storms.  Lightning  and  hail 
and  wind,  the  tornado  and 
the  hurricane  all  do  their 
work  of  destruction.  They 
all  take  their  toll  of  human 
life.  Before  such  displays  of 
destructive  power,  who 
would  not  fear?  Yet  He  who 
sat  as  King  at  the  flood  sit- 
teth as  King  forever.  He 
who  is  at  the  right  hand  of 
the  Father  is  He  who  said 
to  the  sea,  "Peace,  be  still." 
In  His  wisdom  storms  must 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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of  a  child  in  manner  or  in  words  that  por- 
tray apprehension,  thus  arousing  fear  in 
his  consciousness.  Rather  should  it  be  pre- 
sented as  a  victory  to  be  won,  and  the 
discussion  should  carry  abundant  encour- 
agement to  win  it.  A  game  won  through 
extreme  hazards  is  more  appreciated  than 
one  that  is  a  walkover. 

Genuine  happiness  for  her  child  is  the 
ultimate  goal  of  every  right-thinking. 
Christian   mother;   not   through   shielding 


Home,  Sweet  Home 
FACING  REALITIES 

A  speaker  in  a  woman's  organi- 
zation said,  "I  want  my  child  to 
have  nothing  but  happiness  in  this 
life;  I  do  not  want  him  to  face  its 
realities." 

The  first  statement  can  be  read- 
ily accepted  without  quibbling,  for 
what  mother  does  not  want  happi- 
ness for  her  child?  But  is  it  not 
more  expedient  that  every  child  be 
brought  face  to  face  with  the  hur- 
dles that  rise  across  his  pathway  and 
taught  to  vault  them,  than  to  be 
encouraged  to  shut  his  eyes  and  go 
around  the  obstacle? 

A  mother  with  whom  I  have  in- 
timate contact  refused  to  let  her 
eight-year-old  boy  be  informed  of 
the  death  of  his  grandmother  in  a 
distant  state,  because  she  did  not 
wish  him  to  be  confronted  with  the 
reality  of  death.  Yet  how  much 
more  stabilizing  to  a  child's  Chris- 
tian character  to  teach  him  that 
even  death  can  be  beautiful,  when 
it  is  the  beginning  of  a  new  life  for 
one  who  closes  eyes  in  faith  in  the 
Savior. 

Must  the  financial  struggles  of 
parents  be  entirely  secreted  from 
the  child,  while  he  is  permitted  to 
spend  money  keeping  up  with  Bob- 
by or  Frank,  heedless  or  unaware  of 
the  strain  under  which  his  family  is 
laboring?  Perhaps  it  might  make 
him  temporarily  miserable  not  to  have  as 
many  new  clothes  as  he  needs,  and  to  be 
compelled  to  use  his  old  bicycle  another 
year;  but  how  much  more  durable  is  the 
happiness  which  he  acquires  by  obtaining 
a  proper  understanding  of  the  situation, 
and  by  doing  his  share  of  the  sacrificing. 

If  the  child  is  not  trained  to  meet  the 
vicissitudes  of  life  with  as  much  wisdom 
as  his  childish  mind  can  muster,  how  can 
he  be  expected  suddenly  to  stand  unshak- 
en when  ferocious  giants  beset  his  ma- 
turity? 

No  problem,  however  momentous, 
should  ever  be  brought  to  the  attention 


TO  MY  UNBORN  SON 

"My  son!"   What  simple,   beautiful   words! 

"My  boy!"  What  a  wonderful  phrase! 
We're  counting  the  months  till  you  come  to  us — 

The  months,  and  the  weeks,  and  the  days! 

"The  new  little  stranger,"  some  babes  are  called, 
But  that's  not  what  you're  going  to  be; 

With  double  my  virtues  and  half  of  my  faults, 
You  can't  be  a  stranger  to  me! 

Your  mother  is  straight  as  a  sapling  plant, 
The  cleanest  and  best  of  her  clan — 

You're  bone  of  her  bone,  and  flesh  of  her  flesh, 
And,  by  heaven,  we'll  make  you  a  man! 

Soon  I  shall  take  you  in  two  strong  arms — 

You  that  shall  howl  for  joy — 
With  a  simple,  passionate,  wonderful  pride 

Because  you   are   just — my   boy! 

And  you  shall   lie  down  in  your  mother's  arms, 

And  croon  at  your  mother's  breast, 
And  I  shall  thank  God   I  am  there  to  shield 

The  two  that  i   love  the  best. 

A  wonderful  thing  is  a  breaking  wave, 

And  sweet  is  the  scent  of  spring, 
But  the  silent  voice  of  an  unborn  babe 

Is  God's  most  beautiful  thing. 

We're  listening  now  to  that  silent  voice 
And  waiting,  your  mother  and   I — 

Waiting  to  welcome  the  fruit  of  our  love 
When  you  come  to  us  by  and  by. 

We're  hungry  to  show  you   a   wonderful   world 

With  wonderful  things  to  be  done, 
We're  aching  to  give  you  the  best  of  us  both 

And  we're  lonely  for  you — Iny  son! 

— Captain  Cyril  Morton  Thome. 


him  from  facing  the  real  issues  of  life,  but 
through  careful  guidance  in  courageous- 
ly meeting  them.  For  after  all,  happiness 
is  harmony,  and  it  is  only  by  recognizing 
discordant  notes  that  a  life  can  swing 
back  into  chords  that  blend  into  a  perfect 
symphony. — Pauline  Tyson  Stephens. 
AN  UPSET  HEART 

"Dear  me!  What  a  dreadfully  upset 
place!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Baxter,  pausing  at 
the  living-room  door  and  gazing  upon  an 
array  of  dolls  and  their  belongings. 

"Children  certainly  do  muss  things  up, 
do  they  not,  Grandmother?"  she  re- 
marked  to  a   tiny,  white-haired   old   lady 


busily  knitting.  "I  used  to  think  I  had 
an  orderly  house,  but  since  Winifred 
came  I  cannot  seem  to  keep  it  so.  In  spite 
of  my  efforts  to  confine  her  toys  to  the 
playroom,  I  frequently  find  them  here.  I 
should  be  ashamed  to  have  a  caller  ar- 
rive." 

A  smile  lighted  grandmother's  serene 
face.  "The  room  is  not  so  bad,  Laura. 
Winifred  has  disturbed  very  few  things 
in  it;  she  has  simply  added  hers  to  them, 
and  a  rather  jumbled  appearance  is  the 
result.  But  it  is  far  better,  dear,  to  have  an 
upset  room,  annoying  though  it  may  be, 
than  a  child's  upset  heart." 

Mrs.  Baxter  sat  down  in  a  chair  from 
the  depths  of  which  she  drew  forth  the 
lovely   "Annabel,"    Winifred's    "bestest" 
doll. 

"Just  what  do  you  mean,  Grand- 
mother?" 

"I'll  try  to  explain,  Laura.  I  have 
been  very  quiet  while  Winifred  has 
played,  and  I  think  the  child  has 
completely  forgotten  that  I  am 
here.  Consequently,  she  has  been 
perfectly  natural,  and  it  is  a  great 
privilege  to  watch  a  little  girl  play 
when  she  feels  that  no  grownup 
is  around. 

"Winifred  has  been  radiantly 
happy.  I  wish  that  you  might  have 
seen  her.  She  has  cuddled  and  loved 
her  dolls  just  as  you  cuddle  and 
love  her  and  talked  to  them  in  the 
most  adoring  mother-fashion;  she 
has  been  living,  you  see,  in  a  won- 
derful world  of  make-believe,  a  de- 
lightfully roseate  place  which 
grownups  have  not  yet  broken  into 
and  spoiled.  Her  feet  have  fairly 
danced  every  time  she  has  moved 
about  the  room.  Now  she  has  gone 
to  get  her  doll's  trunk,  for  she  and 
Annabel  are  planning  a  trip. 

"An  upset  room  can  be  quickly 
straightened  and  will  be  none  the 
worse  for  the  temporary  disarrange- 
ment, but  a  child's  heart  is  differ- 
ent— once  you  have  upset  its  joy- 
ousness  by  harsh  or  disapproving 
words,  you  have  marred  the  beauty 
of  it  and  you  cannot  quite  bring 
back  the  golden  gleam  of  spontan- 
eity. A  little  hurt  has  crept  in, 
which  you  cannot  easily  erase;  'tis  not 
quite  as  it  was." 

The  mother  arose  and  carefully  laid  the 
beloved  Annabel  back  where  she  had 
found  her. 

"Thank  you,  Grandmother,  for  telling 
me  in  time.  I'll  slip  away,  and  Winifred 
shall  keep  her  world  of  make-believe. 
This  is  a  pleasant  room  in  which  to  play, 
and  it  looks  as  though  a  little  girl  had 
been  happy  here.  As  you  say,  an  upset 
room  is  better  than  an  upset  heart — and, 
perhaps,  a  'happy'  room  is  more  to  be  de- 
sired than  an  orderly  one." — Isabel  Chal- 
(Continued    on    page    30) 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 


(Used  by  permission  of  Zondervan 
Publishing    Co.) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 


All  that  I  am — My  Personality. 
Four  things  are  included  here: 

My  body — the  physical. 

My  mind — the  intellectual. 

My  heart — the  emotional. 

My  will — the  volitional. 

THE  PHYSICAL 

"Present  your  bodies  a  living  sacrifice," 
is  the  apostle's  appeal;  again,  "Glorify 
God  in  your  body."  He  also  prays  that 
"Christ  may  be  magnified  in  my  body." 

No  consecration  is  complete  that  does 
not  include  all  your  physical  powers.  To 
speak  of  a  surrendered  soul  in  an  uncon- 
secrated  body  is  a  contradiction  in  terms. 
Indeed  such  a  profession  of  spiritual  ex- 
perience would  be  utterly  impractical,  for 
only  through  the  body  can  we  render  any 
service  to  the  world. 

Let  me  add  this.  Dedication  of  the  body 
to  the  Lord  is  the  surest  safeguard  against 
the  tyranny  of  sensual  sin.  Many  a  man 
and  girl  today  know  what  fierce  assaults 
the  devil  can  make  through  the  instincts 
of  the  body,  so  if  the  enemy  is  to  be  re- 
pulsed, every  part  of  our  being  must  be 
garrisoned  by  the  mighty  triune  God 
Himself. 

There  are  four  great  sins  which  stand 
out  in  Scripture  against  which  we  are 
warned.  They  are  all  sins  of  the  flesh: 
gluttony,  drunkenness,  immorality  and 
murder.  Behind  each  self  lies  entrenched 
in  the  very  soul.  Before  there  can  be  de- 
liverance, self  must  be  routed,  and  Christ 
must  capture  the  heart. 

With  the  frequency  which  demands  at- 
tention, the  New  Testament  teaches  that 
a  Christian  is  "the  temple  of  the  Holy 
Ghost,"  the  dwelling  place  of  the  Lord 
Himself. 

Christendom  has  been  shocked  by  the 
desecration  of  the  Russian  churches,  but  is 
it  not  infinitely  worse  to  desecrate  "the 
temple  of  God"? 

With  what  grief  did  our  Lord  look 
upon  the  Temple  of  old.  Men  had  defiled 
it,  polluted  it,  made  it  "a  den  of  thieves." 
As  He  "looked  it  all  over"  His  soul  was 
stirred!  He  knew  what  had  been  the  in- 
tention in  the  heart  of  the  Eternal.  That 
"house  of  God"  was  to  be  exceeding  mag- 
nifical.  Nothing  had  been  stinted  which 
would  make  the  place  of  His  feet  glorious, 
but  sin  had  come  in.  Into  the  "house  of 


prayer"  had  come  money-changers,  and 
in  the  place  of  sacrifice  there  was  found 
avarice.  Even  in  the  Holy  of  holies  there 
was  defilement. 

And  what  do  those  holy  eyes  see  when 
they  look  over  the  temple  of  the  body  to- 
day? Do  they  see  misuse,  abuse,  pollution? 
Does  Christ  find  the  powers  of  the  body 
prostituted  for  unholy  ends,  unworthy 
objects  and  impure  pursuits?  "Know  ye 
not  that  ye  are  the  temple  of  God,  and 
that  the  Spirit  of  God  dwelleth  in  you? 
If  any  man  defile  the  temple  of  God,  him 
shall  God  destroy;  for  the  temple  of  God 
is  holy,  which  temple  ye  are,"  1  Cor.  3: 
16,  17. 

It  is  said  that  one  of  the  very  early 
missionaries  to  India,  Dr.  Butler,  after  a 

***>************************ 

"Thou  hast  no  tongue,  O  Christ,  as  once 

of  old, 
To  tell  the  story  of  thy  lave  divine; 
The  story's  still  the  same,  so  sweet,  so 

true, 
But  there  is  no  tongue  to  tell  it  out — 
But  mine. 

"Thou  hast  no  hands,  O  Christ,  as  once  of 

old, 
To  feed  the  multitude  with  bread  divine; 
Thou  hast  the  living  bread,  enough  for  all, 
But  there  is  no  hand  to  give  it  out — 
But  mine. 

"Thou  hast  no  feet,  O  Christ,  as  once  of 

old, 
To   go  where   thy   lost   sheep   in   sorrow 

pine; 
Thy  love  is  still  the  same,  as  deep,  as  true, 
But  now  thou  hast  no  feet  to  go — 
But  mine. 

"And  shall  I  use  these  ransomed  powers  of 

mine 
For  things  that  only  minister  to  me? 
Lord,  take  my  tongue,  my  hands,  my  feet, 

my  heart, 
And  let  me  live  and  love  and  give  for 

thee." 

period  of  rest  in  the  homeland,  returned 
to  the  scene  of  his  earlier  labors.  He 
gathered  together  the  Indian  pastors  and 
appealed  for  complete  consecration  to  the 
Lord,  basing  his  message  on  the  words  of 
Paul,  "Present  your  bodies  a  living  sac- 
rifice." Rising  from  his  seat,  one  old  man 
who  had  lived  a  life  of  true  saintliness  for 
many  a  year,  lifted  a  skullcap  from  his 
head,  with  a  grace  which  is  peculiar  to 
the  Indian  people,  and  said,  "All  that  this 
covers  is  dedicated  to  Jesus  Christ." 


THE  INTELLECTUAL 
"The  human  brain  is  the  most  marvel- 
lous and  mysterious  thing  in  God's  crea- 
tion." But  at  the  same  time  we  must  re- 
member that  the  brain  is  not  the  mind. 
The  brain  is  the  organ,  but  not  the  or- 
ganist. All  our  intellectual  processes  are 
carried  out  through  the  brain,  but  the  in- 
strument by  which  they  function  is  the 
mind;  that  part  of  us  which  is  more  than 
physical;  it  is  mental. 

Now  the  question  to  be  faced  is  this. 
Am  I  willing  to  submit  to  Christ's  gov- 
ernment all  my  thinking,  reading,  study; 
all  upon  which  I  ponder,  brood,  medi- 
tate; all  my  imaginings,  my  castles  in  the 
air,  my  contemplations?  Am  I  willing  to 
let  Christ  regulate  my  thoughts  and  the 
food  upon  which  I  feed  them;  my  books, 
magazines,  papers,  pictures?  Thoughts 
must  be  fed  as  much  as  anything  else.  If 
we  allow  ourselves  to  feed  upon  the  im- 
pure thing,  it  is  not  to  be  wondered  at  if 
we  become  impure.  Starve  the  thought 
life  and  inevitably  we  become  weak  and 
unfit  for  hard  thinking.  If  we  delve  into 
the  wrong  kind  of  book,  and  feast  our 
souls  upon  false  ideas,  can  we  be  sur- 
prised if  we  go  astray?  "As  a  man  think- 
eth  in  his  heart,  so  is  he,"  Prov.  23:7. 

"Whatsoever  things  are  true,  whatso- 
ever things  are  honest,  whatsoever  things 
are  just,  whatsoever  things  are  pure, 
whatsoever  things  are  lovely,  whatsoever 
things  are  of  good  report;  if  there  be  any 
virtue,  and  if  there  be  any  praise,  think 
on  these  things,"  Phil.  4:8. 

THE  EMOTIONAL 

Consecration  must  also  reach  the  sphere 
of  our  emotions.  Christ  claims  the  con- 
trol of  all  our  loves  and  hates,  our  likes 
and  dislikes.  By  the  Holy  Spirit,  He  will 
purify  them  in  the  fire  of  His  pure  love, 
so  that  we  shall  have  no  love  save  that 
which  He  loves,  and  no  hate  save  that 
which  He  hates.  You  say,  "If  I  am  a 
Christian  then  I  shall  not  know  what  hate 
is."  Yes,  you  will.  In  a  deeper  way  than 
ever  before,  you  will  hate  sin  and  every- 
thing to  do  with  it. 

The  child  of  God  is  not  meant  to  be  a 
sentimentalist.  No  one  loved  and  at  the 
same  time  hated  so  deeply  as  the  Lord 
Himself.  But  the  point  is  that  the  enemy 
of  souls  is  forever  trying  to  twist  things 
round,  and  make  us  love,  or  at  least  toler- 
ate what  we  should  hate,  and  hate  what 
we  should  love. 

Perhaps  more  spiritual  conflicts  have 
been  waged  over  the  consecration  of  the 
emotions  than  anything  else.  The  devil 
knows  how  very  sensitive  hearts  are, 
therefore  nothing  pleases  him  more  than 
to  break  them.  If  he  can  counterfeit  love, 
and  trick  his  victim  into  thinking  he  has 
the  real  thing,  then  he  is  satisfied. 

To  love  outside  the  will  of  God  is  to 
start  on  a  road,  the  very  foundation  of 
which  is  crumbling  away.  Sooner  or  later 
(Continued  on  page  29) 


[Page  8; 


The  Lighted  Pathway 
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Trials  Turned  to  Triumphs 

There  is  a  mission  in  Japan  which  has 
a  meeting  place  built  with  the  stones  that 
were  thrown  at  the  Christians  in  years 
gone  by.  A  mob  rushed  upon  the  com- 
pany and  stoned  them  away;  and  when 
the  time  of  peace  came  the  Christians 
picked  up  the  stones,  and  worked  them 
into  the  building.  "All  things  work  to- 
gether for  good,"  Rom.  8:28. — Glad  Tid- 
ings. 

Three  Tests  of  Speech 

A  distinguished  speaker  addressing  a 
college  group  not  long  ago  proposed  three 
tests  of  speech  which  are  very  searching 
and   stimulating: 

The  first  was  this:  "Can  you  instruct 
without    insulting?" 

The  second  was  this:  "Can  you  contra- 
dict   without    antagonizing?" 

The  third  was  this:  "Can  you  rebuke 
without    humiliating?" 

Has  anyone  of  us  ever  stood  success- 
fully any  one  of  these  tests  of  speech 
without  taking  into  account  all  of  them 
together? 

Yet  they  indicate  goals  in  conversation 
to  which  all  of  us  might  well  aspire.  Let 
us  see  if  we  can  more  nearly  approach 
them  in  the  future  than  we  have  done  in 
the   past. — Kind   Words. 

Love  Reaches  All 

The  sun  shines  in  all  directions.  "So 
will  true  love.  Upward  to  God  is  rev- 
erence and  worship;  towards  angels  and 
saints  it  is  affectionate  and  grateful  inter- 
est; abroad  among  the  good  it  is  brother- 
ly love;  among  the  bad  the  kindness  of 
pity.  To  the  enemy  it  is  generous  for- 
giveness; and  to  one's  own  flesh  and 
blood,  what  should  it  be  but  unquench- 
able tenderness,  natural  feeling  strength- 
ened, purified,  and  made  fruitful  by  the 
grafting  of  grace  upon  it?" 

Where  Money  Did  Not  Count 

A  young  doctor  in  one  of  our  large 
cities  was  visited  by  his  father,  who  came 
up  from  a  rural  distrist.  "Well,  son," 
said  the  father,  "how  are  you  getting 
along?"  "I'm  not  getting  along  at  all," 
was  the  discouraged  reply.  The  old  man's 
countenance  fell,  but  he  spoke  of  cour- 
age and  patience  and  hope.  Later  in  the 
day  he  went  with  his  son  to  the  free 
dispensary.  He  sat  in  silence,  while  twen- 
ty-five poor,  unfortunate  persons  re- 
ceived help  from  his  son's  hands.  When 
the  door  had   closed  on   the  last   person, 


the  old  man  burst  forth,  "Why,  son,  I 
thought  you  told  me  you  were  doing 
nothing.  If  I  had  helped  twenty-five 
people  in  a  month  I  would  thank  God 
that  my  life  counted  for  something." 
"There  isn't  any  money  in  it,  though," 
explained  the  son.  "Money!"  the  old 
man  shouted,  "What  is  money  in  com- 
parison with  being  of  use  to  your  fellow 
men?" — Ruth  B.  McDowell. 

It  has  been  said  by  a  thoughtful  writer 
that  all  our  tailoring  and  dressmaking  is 
but  a  poor,  clumsy  attempt  to  improve 
upon  the  lady  and  gentleman  who  began 
long  ago  with  an  outfit  of  fig  leaves. 
Before  the  fall,  our  parents  do  not  appear 
to  have  had  any  manufactured  clothing 
and  not  to  have  missed  it.  The  first  time 
they  discovered  they  were  naked  was  after 
they  sinned.  The  suggestion  we  have  re- 
ferred to  is,  that  in  their  unfallen  con- 
dition, they  probably  were  clothed  with 
a  halo  of  glory  that  came  from  their  in- 
ward character  and  covered  them  like 
a  rainbow  or  a  sunlit  cloud.  Doubtless  in 
the  coming  age  our  heavenly  garments 
will  be  of  this  character.  We  will  not 
need  our  sewing  and  stitching  and 
cutting,  for  in  a  moment  love  and  holi- 
ness will  weave  their  own  appropriate 
garment,  just  as  a  smile  wreaths  a  happy 
face  or  a  rainbow  spans  a  sunlit   cloud. 

The  Proof  of  Blessing 

Matthew  17:4 

A  servant  in  a  large  household  went 
to  a  gospel  meeting,  where  she  professed 
to  have  received  great  help.  When  she 
arrived  at  home,  she  said  to  her  mistress, 
"Oh,  I  got  such  a  blessing  at  the  meet- 
ing." "Ah,  well,"  was  the  cautious  reply 
of  the  mistress,  "we  shall  see  in  the  morn- 
ing, Lizzie,  whether  it  is  or  no."  The 
morning's  work  would  give  token  of  the 
reality  of  the  blessing. — W.   S.  Bowden. 

Secret  of  Power 

Matthew    17:7 

The  people  once  asked  Joan  of  Arc 
what  the  secret  of  her  power  over 
the  French  soldiers  was.  It  was  a  straight 
question  and  she  gave  them  a  straight 
answer.  "I  tell  my  men  to  go  in  boldly 
against  the  English,"  she  said,  "and  then 
I  go  in  boldly  myself."  If  you  stand  out- 
side the  Christian  life  in  its  more  search- 
ing and  exacting  requirements,  merely 
pointing  the  way  for  others,  then  you 
might  just  as  well  save  your  breath.  You 


will  make  yourself  worth  listening  to 
only  when  you  have  gone  in  boldly  and 
whole-heartedly. — Selected. 

Let's  Be  Friends 

1  Cor.  10:12 
A  man  was  being  served  with  a  writ 
for  a  debt.  Knowing  that  if  he  got  be- 
yond the  boundary  of  his  county  he  could 
not  be  obliged  to  take  it,  he  ran  from 
the  bailiff  and  escaped.  On  coming  up 
to  him  the  bailiff  said,  "You  have  given 
me  a  good  run,  no  mistake  about  that; 
but  don't  let  us  part  enemies.  Let  us  shake 
hands."  The  man  was  off  his  guard,  and 
as  he  extended  his  hand,  the  bailiff  pulled 
him  over  the  line  and  then  arrested  him. 
So  sin  does  to  us  if  we  are  not  on  our 
guard  against  it. — W.   S.   Bowden. 

Real  Faith  Knows  No  Turning  Aside 

Luke  22:54 
A  man,  followed  by  a  rough-looking 
dog,  got  into  a  car  in  a  large  city  and 
rode  out  into  the  suburbs.  The  dog  fol- 
lowed the  car  in  the  face  of  many  ob- 
stacles. Once  another  dog  came  up,  bent 
on  a  quarrel;  later,  another  came,  yet 
more  determined;  then  a  third,  and  a 
fourth.  The  first  dog  took  no  notice  of 
the  intrusions  upon  his  way,  but  con- 
tinued to  follow  his  master — simply  fol- 
lowing and  looking  up.  What  a  lesson 
he  taught  us! — W.  S.  Bowden. 

An  Effective  Cure 

If  a  person  having  a  deadly  disease 
were  told  that  he  could  go  to  a  hospital 
and  there  come  under  the  treatment  of 
the  greatest  physician  in  the  world  who 
had  never  lost  a  patient  suffering  from 
that  disease;  that  all  the  expenses  would 
be  paid,  and  the  treatment  would  be  with- 
out personal  suffering  and  risk;  that  he 
could  count  on  being  discharged  from 
the  hospital  with  a  complete  and  perma- 
nent cure,  would  such  a  person  say  that 
this  offer  and  this  experience,  if  he  went 
through  with  it,  would  work  a  great 
hardship  on  him?  Would  he  not,  rather, 
on  accepting  the  offer  and  having  the 
experience,  look  back  with  unspeakable 
gratitude  to  the  most  blessed  time  of  his 
life?  That  is  a  faint  and  inadequate  sug- 
gestion of  what  the  Cross  of  Christ  is 
to   the  Christian. — W.  S.  Bowden. 

What  Would   Happen? 

Matthew   16:13-25 

Some  years  ago  a  cloudburst  in  the 
mountains  north  of  Pueblo  turned  Dry 
Creek  into  a  raging  torrent,  washing 
away  the  supports  of  the  wooden  bridge. 
That  night  a  passenger  train  crashed 
through  the  bridge  and  more  than  one 
hundred   lives   were  lost. 

When  day  dawned,  the  water  in  Dry 
Creek  had  subsided.  The  few  bodies  that 
had  not  been  swept  into  the  river  pre- 
(Continucd  on  page  29) 
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BY  THE  EDITOR 


GOOD  evening  Boys  and  Girls: 
"Come  right  in.  I'm  glad  to  see  such  a 
nice  large  crowd  tonight.  I  had  faith 
that  your  number  would  increase,  for  I 
have  placed  a  number  of  extra  chairs.  I 
believe  you  are  going  to  fill  every  one.  So 
we'll  begin  right  away  for  we're  going  to 
have  a  lot  to  talk  about. 

"Let  us  open  our  meeting  with  a  verse 
of  'Have  Thine  Own  Way,  Lord,'  and  I 
believe  we'll  use  the  last  verse. 
"  'Have    Thine    own    way,    Lord,     have 

Thine  own  way, 
Hold  o'er  my  being  absolute  sway, 
Fill  with  Thy  Spirit,  till  all  shall  see 
Christ  only,  ahvays,  living  in  me.' 

"Surely  we  want  the  Lord  to  have  His 
way  in  our  meeting  tonight. 

"James,  will  you  lead  us  in  prayer?" 

James:  "O  God,  we  thank  Thee  for  the 
privilege  of  meeting  together  in  this  class. 
We  thank  Thee  for  this  wonderful  salva- 
tion we  are  enjoying.  Most  especially  do 
we  thank  Thee  for  the  Christ  of  Caivary 
who  came  and  brought  this  salvation  to 
this  sin-cursed  world.  Help  us  to  appre- 
ciate all  the  blessings  He  has  provided 
for  us.  Give  us  light  on  Thy  precious 
Word  tonight  and  may  it  be  a  lamp  to  our 
feet  and  a  light  unto  our  path.  Amen." 

Mrs.  H — :  "Now  we  are  ready  for 
our  lesson  and  I  believe  we  are  to  study 
about  the  Holy  Spirit  baptism  tonight. 
Let  me  say  that  there  is  nothing  in  the 
Word  of  God  that  is  more  important  than 
this." 

Annie:  "Why,  I  thought  getting  saved 
was  more  important." 

Mrs.  H — :  "Yes,  my  dear,  perhaps 
that  is  true.  Of  course,  getting  saved  or 
being  born  again  is  the  first  step  in  the 
plan  of  salvation  and  there  can  be  no  bap- 
tism of  the  Spirit  until  one  is  born  again, 
but  it  is  a  very  serious  matter  to  leave  off 
any  part  of  this  great  plan,  and  it  is  an 
act  of  disobedience  to  God  when  one  fails 
to  go  on  and  obtain  all  God  has  provided 
for  us. 

"Now  up  to  this  time  in  the  two  last 
meetings  we  have  discussed  the  born  again 
experience  and  sanctification  and  now 
we  will  enter  into  the  study  of  the  infill- 
ing of  the  Spirit.  Last  month  we  left  the 
temple  cleansed,  ready  for  the  filling." 

Samuel:  "Well,  this  is  something  I've 
been  wanting  to  know  about  for  a  long 
time.  I  belong  to  a  certain  church  where 
they  say  you  are  filled  with  the  Spirit 
when  you  are  born  again.  I  know  this 
much,  I  see  a  difference  in  those  who 
teach  your  way.  Our  young  people  do  not 
separate  themselves  from  worldly  things 
like  your  people   do.   I   believe   there      is 


something  to  it  and  I  came  tonight  to 
hear  about  it." 

Mrs.  H — :  "All  right,  get  your 
Bible.  We  want  the  Bible  to  talk  to  yoti. 
I  might  speak  to  you  a  whole  day  and  it 
would  not  impress  you,  but  when  the 
Bible  speaks  you  must  believe.  Let  us  turn 
to  the  14,  15,  16  and  17  chapters  of  St. 
John.  This  was  Jesus'  parting  message  to 
His  beloved  disciples  just  before  He  went 
to  the  cross,  and  in  the  14th  chapter  He 
begins  with  these  comforting  words,  'Let 
not  your  heart  be  troubled.'  In  the  15th 
verse  of  the  same  chapter  He  says  to 
them,  'If  ye  love  me,  keep  my  command- 
ments.' Now  I  want  you  to  remember 
these  words  for  I  am  going  to  need  them 
later.  In  the  16th,  17th  and  18th  verses 
He  again  comforts  them.  Here  are  His 
words.  Mary,  you  read  this." 

Mary:  "  'And  I  will  pray  the  Father, 
and  he  shall  give  you  another  Comforter, 
that  he  may  abide  with  you  forever;  Even 
the  Spirit  of  truth;  whom  the  world  can- 
not receive,  because  it  seeth  him  not, 
neither  knoweth  him:  but  ye  know  him; 
for  he  dwelleth  with  you,  and  shall  be  in 
you.  I  will  not  leave  you  comfortless.  I 
will  come  to  you.'  " 

Mrs.  H — :  "Now  let  us  turn  to  the 
26th  verse  of  the  same  chapter.  'But  the 
Comforter,  which  is  the  Holy  Ghost, 
whom  the  Father  will  send  in  my  name, 
he  shall  teach  you  all  things,  and  bring 
all  things  to  your  remembrance,  whatso- 
ever I  have  said  unto  you.' 

"This  verse  tells  us  what  the  Holy 
Ghost  will  do  for  you.  Yes,  children,  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  a  wonderful  teacher.  After 
He  comes  in,  your  Bible  will  be  a  new 
book  to  you  and  it  will  be  much  easier  for 
you  to  understand  His  Word.  Isn't  that 
true,  Robert?" 

Robert:  "Yes,  it  certainly  is  true.  Do 
you  know  I  didn't  like  to  read  my  Bible 
before  the  Holy  Spirit  came  in?  It  was  dry 
and  meaningless  to  me." 

James:  "Well,  Robert,  we  have  scrip- 
ture that  explains  that.  Let  me  see,  where 
is  that  scripture  about  the  natural  man 
receiving  not  spiritual  things?" 

Martha:  "Oh,  I  know.  Over  here  in  1 
Cor.  2:14,  'But  the  natural  man  receiveth 
not  the  things  of  the  Spirit  of  God:  for 
they  are  foolishness  unto  him:  neither  can 
he  know  them,  because  they  are  spiritual- 
ly discerned.'  " 

James:  "So  you  see  that  explains  it, 
doesn't  it?" 

Mrs.  H — :  "Yes,  it  does,  and  you 
see  that  it  is  very  important  to  let  Him 
in,  so  that  He  may  teach  us  and  guide  us 
into  all  truth. 

"Now  we  must  hasten  on.  Over  here  in 


John  15:26,  27  Jesus  told  them  what 
would  happen  when  this  Comforter  came 
in.  Jane,  will  you  read  this  for  me?" 

Jane:  "  'But  when  the  Comforter  is 
come,  whom  I  will  send  unto  you  from 
the  Father,  even  the  Spirit  of  truth, 
which  proceedeth  from  the  Father,  he 
shall  testify  of  me:  And  ye  also  shall  bear 
witness,  because  ye  have  been  with  me 
from  the  beginning.'  " 

Mrs.  H — :  "Now  you  will  see  that 
there  are  two  testimonies  promised  here. 
One  is  the  testimony  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
and  the  other  we  are  to  witness  for  Him. 
Will  you  keep  this  in  mind  until  later?  for 
we  want  to  use  it  again.  This  will  really 
take  place  in  Acts  2  when  this  promised 
Comforter  comes  in  to  abide." 

Martha:  "Sister  Harrison,  didn't  Jesus 
tell  His  disciples  to  tarry  until  they  re- 
ceived the  promise?" 

Mrs.  H — :  "Yes,  Martha,  and  I  am 
coming  to  that  right  now  and  I  want  you 
to  notice  that  when  these  words  were 
spoken,  Jesus  was  just  ready  to  go  away 
and  this  was  His  last  command.  Luke  24: 
49,  'And,  behold,  I  send  the  promise  of 
my  Father  upon  you:  but  tarry  ye  in  the 
city  of  Jerusalem,  until  ye  be  endued  with 
power  from  on  high.'  " 

James:  "I  have  heard  some  folks  say 
that  Jesus'  last  command  was,  'Go  ye  in- 
to all  the  world  and  preach  the  gospel  to 
every  creature.'  But  don't  you  see  it  was 
not,  for  this  was  His  last  command.  And 
He  wants  us  to  obey  this  commandment 
before  we  go  into  all  the  world  to  preach 
the  gospel,  for  this  gives  us  power  to  car- 
ry this  gospel  in  the  right  way." 

Mrs.  H — :  "James,  that  was  a 
splendid  thought.  I  think  we're  getting 
along  fine.  All  who  are  enjoying  this 
Bible  study  raise  your  hand.  My,  every 
hand  is  raised.  Now  don't  you  see,  boys 
and  girls,  you  don't  have  to  be  out  to 
dances  and  shows  and  all  kinds  of  world- 
ly amusements  to  have  a  good  time,  do 
you?" 

James:  "I  hope  you'll  all  excuse  me  for 
talking  so  much  but  I'm  just  getting  so 
much  that  I  just  have  to  give  some  or  I 
couldn't  stand  it,  but  I  just  want  you  to 
notice  in  Luke  24:5  0-53.  How  happy 
these  people  were.  'And  he  led  them  out 
as  far  as  to  Bethany,  and  he  lifted  up  his 
hands,  and  blessed  them.  And  it  came  to 
pass,  while  he  blessed  them,  he  was  parted 
from  them,  and  carried  up  into  heaven. 
And  they  worshipped  him,  and  returned 
to  Jerusalem  with  great  joy:  And  were 
continually  in  the  temple,  praising  and 
blessing  God.  Amen.'  " 

Mrs.  H — :  "Yes,  and  some  folks 
say  these  disciples  were  not  saved  until 
the  day  of  Pentecost.  Now  it  would  seem 
strange  for  sinners  to  rejoice  and  be  so 
happy,  wouldn't  it?  So  we  are  sure  these 
men  and  women  were  saved  before  this 
time. 

(Continued  on  page  29) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Hymn  Stories 


I  Was  a  Wandering  Sheep 

Horatius   Bonar,    1808-1889 

The  Rev.  Dr.  Horatius  Bonar,  a  gradu- 
ate of  the  University  of  Edinburgh,  was 
one  of  the  founders  of  the  Free  Church  of 
Scotland  in  1843.  He  wrote  a  great  many 
hymns  that  are  widely  used.  In  his  hymn, 
"I  Was  a  Wandering  Sheep,"  he  has  told 
the  story  of  salvation  in  simple  terms  that 
a  child  can  understand. 

Dr.  Long  has  written  an  account  of  the 
revival  in  a  girls'  school  in  Massachusetts, 
where  many  of  the  girls  had  shown  a  great 
indifference  to  religion.  Among  the  girls 
who  laughed  at  the  meetings  and  their 
results  was  one  by  the  name  of  Helen 
B — .  They  sought  to  interest  her  in  at- 
tending the  prayer  meetings,  but  all  they 
could  do  was  to  pray  for  her.  One  eve- 
ning, however,  they  were  amazed  to  see 
Helen  enter  the  meeting  with  eyes  down- 
cast and  face  very  pale.  After  a  few 
hymns  and  prayers  each  one  quoted  some 
favorite  hymn  verses.  When  Helen's  turn 
came  there  was  a  silence,  and  then  she  be- 
gan: 

"I  was  a  wandering  sheep, 

I  did  not  love  the  fold." 
Her  voice  was  low  but  distinct;  and 
every  word,  as  she  uttered  it,  thrilled  the 
hearts  of  the  listeners.  She  repeated  one 
stanza  after  another  of  that  beautiful 
hymn  of  Bonar's,  and  not  an  eye,  save  her 
own,  was  dry,  as  with  sweet  emphasis  she 
pronounced  the  last  lines: 

"No  more  a   wayward  child, 

I  seek  no  more  to  roam." 
That  single  hymn  told  all.  The  wander- 
ing  sheep,    the    wayward   child,      had   re- 
turned. 

Be  Not  Dismayed  Whate'er  Betide 

C.  D.  Martin 

A  blind  man  was  seen  crossing  the 
street  at  a  dangerous  place  in  the  Bronx, 
New  York  City.  A  friend  near  by  heard 
him  singing  softly,  "God  will  take  care  of 
you,"  and  asked,  "Why  are  you  singing 
that  hymn?"  He  replied:  "Because  I 
must  cross  this  dangerous  street,  and 
maybe  one  of  the  many  wagons  might 
strike  me  and  I  might  get  killed.  But  the 
thought  came  to  me  that,  even  if  it  did 
occur,  my  soul  would  go  straight  to  God. 
And  if  He  led  me  across  all  right,  it 
would  be  just  another  evidence  of  His 
care  of  me.  So  I  could  not  help  singing 
to  myself,  'God  will  take  care  of  vou.' 
Hallelujah!" 

A  little  Sunday  School  girl  once  told 
her  mother  she  was  never  afraid  to  pass 
through  a  certain  dark  hallway  leading  to 
their  home,  "because,"  she  explained,  "I 
simply  sing,  'God  will  take  care  of  you,' 
and  I  always  come  through  safely." 


This  hymn  was  sung  at  each  session  of 
the  State  Christian  Endeavor  Convention, 
Altoona,  Pennsylvania,  in  1910.  At  the 
close  of  one  of  the  sessions  a  man, 
touched  by  the  song,  inquired  after  salva- 
tion. A  little  later  some  delegates,  while 
singing  this  song  at  their  hotel,  noticed 
several  men  at  the  door  of  a  near-by  bar- 
room attracted  by  the  singing.  One  had  a 
glass  of  beer  in  his  hand,  which  he  quiet- 
ly poured  into  the  gutter  leading  to  the 
street  before  the  strains  of  the  song  were 
finished. 

Blest  Be  the  Tie  that  Binds 

John   Fawcett,    1739-1817 

The  Rev.  Dr.  John  Fawcett,  pastor  of 
the  Baptist  church  in  Wainsgate,  York- 
shire, had  accepted  a  call  to  a  London 
church  and  had  preached  his  farewell  ser- 
mon, when  the  tender  devotion  of  his 
parishioners  compelled  him  to  sacrifice  his 
larger  ambitions  for  a  career  in  London, 
and  he  remained  with  them  until  his 
death.  As  a  result  of  this  experience  he 
wrote  the  hymn,  "Blest  Be  the  Tie  That 
Binds." 

A  young  man  was  once  the  teacher  of 
a  class  of  unruly  girls  in  D.  L.  Moody's 
Sunday  School.  One  day  he  tottered  into 
Mr.  Moody's  store,  pale  and  bloodless,  and 
exclaimed:  "I  have  been  bleeding  at  the 
lungs  and  they  have  given  me  up  to  die. 
I  must  go  away  at  once."  "But  you  are 
not  afraid  to  die?"  asked  Mr.  Moody. 
"No,"  he  replied,  "but  I  must  soon  stand 
before  God  and  give  an  account  of  my 
stewardship  and  not  one  of  my  Sunday 
School  scholars  has  been  brought  to 
Christ." 

Immediately  he  called  in  all  the  schol- 
ars, appealing  to  them  to  accept  Christ; 
and  for  ten  days  he  worked  and  prayed 
with  them  as  never  before  until  each 
member  of  the  class  was  saved.  "On  the 
night  when  he  left  for  the  distant  place, 
where  he  finally  died,"  says  Mr.  Moody, 
"we  held  a  true  love  feast.  It  was  the  very 
gate  of  heaven — that  meeting."  He 
prayed  and  they  prayed,  and  then  with 
streaming  eyes  they  sang: 

"Blest  be  the  tie  that  hinds 

Our  hearts  in  Christian  love; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 

Is  like  to  that  above." 

Bidding  each  farewell  at  the  train,  the 
dying  man  whispered  that  he  would  meet 
them  all  in  Heaven. 

Just  As  I  Am,  Without  One  Plea 

Charles  Elliott,    1789-1871 
Many  unsaved  souls  imagine  it  is  diffi- 
cult to  come  to  Christ.  And  this  at  first 
was  the  thought  of  Charlotte  Elliott,  the 
author   of   this    hymn.    Shortly    after   she 


became  an  invalid,  for  a  helplessness  last- 
ing fifty  years,  Dr.  Caesar  Milan  visited 
her  father  and  talked  with  her  concerning 
her  soul's  salvation.  At  first  she  rudely 
resented  this,  but  afterward  repented  and 
asked  him  how  she  might  find  the  way 
to  Christ.  He  replied:  "Dear  Charlotte, 
cut  the  cable.  It  will  take  too  long  to  un- 
loose it.  Cut  it.  It  is  a  small  loss  anyway. 
You  must  come  to  Christ  just  as  you  are." 
And  so,  just  as  she  was,  she  came  and 
found  the  "peace  that  passeth  all  under- 
standing," enabling  her  to  bear  her  illness 
with  bravery. 

Twelve  years  later,  while  everyone 
about  her  was  busy  preparing  for  a  ba- 
zaar, she  was  burdened  with  the  thought 
that  as  an  invalid  she  was  utterly  useless 
herself,  and  brooded  over  this  through  the 
long  hours  of  the  night.  But  the  next  day 
her  faith  prevailed,  and,  remembering  the 
words  of  Dr.  Milan  which  brought  about 
her  conversion,  she  took  her  pen  and 
wrote  the  wonderful  hymn,  beginning, 
"Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea."  Later  in 
the  day  Mrs.  H.  V.  Elliott  entered  the 
room  to  tell  her  how  the  bazaar  was  pro- 
gressing, and  while  there  she  read  the 
hymn  and  took  a  copy  of  it.  The  great 
hymn  was  thus  given  to  the  world;  and 
out  of  her  helplessness  Charlotte  Elliott 
wrought  a  blessing  to  many  souls  that 
have  been  guided  into  salvation  and  won- 
derfully strengthened   by  her  hymn. 

Come,  Thou  Almighty   King 

Author  Unknown 

The  national  hymn  or  England,  "God 
Save  Our  Gracious  King,"  is  supposed  to 
have  been  published  first  in  1743.  Within 
a  couple  of  years,  sung  to  the  melody  to 
which  we  Americans  sing  "My  Country, 
'Tis  of  Thee,"  it  attained  great  popularity 
and  gradually,  by  virtue  of  its  widespread 
use,  became  known  as  the  English  nation- 
al hymn. 

Whenever  a  song  gains  universal  favor 
many  parodies  and  imitations  are  based 
upon  it;  and  our  hymn,  "Come,  Thou 
Almighty  King,"  was  written  shortly 
afterward  in  imitation  of  "God  Save  the 
King"  in  both  meter  and  style.  Though  it 
is  attributed  to  Charles  Wesley  in  many 
hymnals,   the  author  is  really  unknown. 

In  the  days  of  the  American  Revolu- 
tion a  congregation  of  patriotic  colonists 
were  worshipping  in  their  church  on  Long 
Island  when  the  service  was  interrupted 
by  the  arrival  of  a  company  of  Hession 
troops.  The  captain  stalked  up  the  aisle 
jnd  commanded  the  people  to  sing  "God 
Save  the  King."  The  organist  started  the 
tune  that  we  call  "America";  but  the 
people,  true  to  the  cause  of  the  American 
colonies  and  to  their  God,  sang  this 
hymn: 

"Come,  Thou  Almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing." 
And   the   soldiers    withdrew    without    en- 
forcing their  demands. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 


Encourage  Youthful  Beginners 

By  Mrs.  J.  H.  Brock 

Dear  Christian  friends,  as  I  sit  medi- 
tating in  my  heart  this  morning,  this 
thought  comes  to  my  mind,  Do  we  as 
Christian  leaders  of  today  give  enough 
encouragement  to  the  Christian  leaders 
of  tomorrow?  Do  we  hold  the  blood- 
stained banner  of  our  Lord  in  high 
enough  esteem  before  the  youth  of  to- 
day, who  will  be  the  leaders  of  to- 
morrow? 

Do  we  encourage  the  youth,  no  matter 
how  small,  to  fear  God  and  keep  His 
commandments?  Remember  He  said  in 
His  Word,  "Suffer  little  children,  and 
forbid  them  not,  to  come  unto  me:  for 
of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven,"  Matt. 
19:14.  The  Lord  hears  and  answers 
prayers  of  the  little  child.  I  have  proven 
Him  and  I  know  that  He  is  true.  I 
should  like  to  relate  here  my  own  Chris- 
tian  experience. 

When  I  was  a  small  child,  hardly 
twelve  years  of  age,  there  came  to  the 
little  country  schoolhouse  where  I  was 
attending  school,  two  evangelists  to  con- 
duct a  revival  meeting,  and  school  being 
in  session,  they  decided  to  have  service 
at  the  noonday  hour. 

And  well  I  remember  the  first  ser- 
mon. The  preacher  spoke  on  the  cruci- 
fixion of  Christ;  how  He  hung  bleeding 
and  dying  on  the  cross  of  Calvary;  how 
they  plaited  the  crown  of  thorns  and 
pressed  them  down  on  His  blessed  tender 
brow;  how  the  blood  was  trickling  down 
from  His  nail-pierced  hands  and  feet; 
how  the  soldier  pierced  our  Savior's  side 
and  forthwith  came  out  blood  and  wa- 
ter; how  they  spit  in  His  face,  scourged 
Him,  offered  Him  vinegar  to  drink;  how 
they  mocked  Him  and  scoffed,  but  He 
endured  it  all  with  patience,  suffered 
and  died  on  the  cruel  cross  of  Calvary, 
that  we  all  might  have  a  right  to  the 
tree  of  life. 

Oh!  how  he  pictured  our  Christ  hang- 
ing on  the  cross  in  agony  and  shame, 
dying  for  the  sins  of  the  whole  world, 
shedding  forth  that  cleansing  fountain 
that  we  might  plunge  beneath  and  be 
made   white  in   the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 

Oh!  how  guilty  I  felt  at  that  moment. 
Why  couldn't  I  have  realized  it  before? 
Had  I  been  trampling  the  precious  blood 
of  Jesus  under  my  feet?  Although  I 
hadn't  gone  deep  in  sin,  I  felt  my  load 
of  guilt  was  more  than  I  could  bear.  So 
when  the  call  was  made  I  was  among 
the  first  to  make  my  way  to  the  altar 
and  the  burden  was  wonderfully  lifted 
from  my  soul. 

But  this  is  why  I  say,  Do  we  give  the 


youth  enough  encouragement?  Do  we 
lift  them  up  with  our  prayers  and  ad- 
vice? After  the  Lord  had  so  miraculously 
lifted  the  burden  from  my  heart,  had  it 
not  been  for  one  little  incident  that  hap- 
pened, I  being  young  and  with  very  little 
knowledge  about  the  Bible,  as  I  look 
back  today,  I  am  most  sure  that  I  should 
have  sat  down  on  the  stool  of  do-nothing 
and  let  the  enemy  steal  away  my  bless- 
ing. 

But  the  Lord  is  merciful,  although  at 
times  we  don't  understand  His  ways,  for 
the  wisdom  of  the  world  is  foolishness 
with  God,  1  Cor.  3:19.  And  as  you 
know,  when  we  begin  to  live  for  the 
Lord,  Satan  is  also  on  his  job  full  force. 
So  even  as  mother  was  preparing  me  for 
baptism,  my  small  brother  and  I  began 
a  childish  argument  and  I  was  really  sore 
and  said  hateful  things  to  brother  which, 
indeed,  were  not  Christlike  but  it  took 
mother   to   make   me   understand. 

She  turned  to  us  with  disappointment 
written  on  her  dear  face  and  instead 
of  scolding  brother  as  I  thought  she 
surely  would,  she  merely  said  to  me  in 
a  patient  but  disappointed  tone,  "Daugh- 
ter, that  is  not  the  way  a  Christian  should 
act."  Oh,  that  struck  me  to  the  heart, 
started  me  thinking  about  my  Christian 
life.  Was  I  really  what  the  Lord  would 
have  me  be?  So  I  ran  to  a  secret  place 
of  prayer  and  there  prayed  earnestly, 
"Lord,  help  me  to  know  that  I  am  really 
a  child  of  God."  And  the  Lord  won- 
drously  blessed  my  soul  until  there  could 
be  no  doubt,  for  the  presence  of  God  was 
there.  And  all  my  waking  thoughts  were 
of  the  Lord,  and  in  my  dreams  I  was 
with  my  blessed  Savior.  Oh,  how  can 
we  neglect  so  great  a  salvation?  Again 
I  say,  Give  encouragement  to  the  youth 
as  well  as  the  older  ones,  for  Jesus  came 
to  seek  and  to  save  that  which  was  lost, 
Luke  19:10.  "And  all  have  sinned  and 
come  short  of  the  glory  of  God,"  Rom. 
3:23. 

Dear  friends,  as  1  write  this  I  have 
traveled  far  along  the  journey  of  life 
and,  of  course,  I  have  not  always  been 
on  the  mountain  top.  I  have  seen  happi- 
ness and  enjoyment,  also  disappointment 
and  trouble.  Mother  left  us  when  I  was 
only  fifteen,  and  oh,  how  welcome  were 
the  comforting  arms  of  Jesus  when  moth- 
er called  us  to  her  bedside  and  said, 
"Meet  me  in  heaven." 

And  now  I  have  a  family  of  my  own. 
Two  of  my  little  ones  are  gone  to  live 
with  Jesus.  The  Lord  giveth  and  the 
Lord  taketh  away  and  one  has  sought 
and  found  the  Lord.  Husband  and  I  are 
expecting   the  Lord   to  bring  the  others 


into  the  ark  of  safety  in  due  time,  for 
we  are  trying  to  bring  them  up  in  the 
nurture  and  admonition  of  the  Lord  and 
He  said  bring  them  up  in  the  way  you 
would  have  them  go  and  when  they  are 
older  they  will  not  depart  from  it,  Prov. 
26:6. 

This  may  be  my  last  testimony,  who 
knows?  But  if  I  shall  live  many  more 
years  and  work  for  the  Lord,  I  should 
never  be  able  to  repay  the  Lord  for  what 
He  has  done  for  me.  And  should  I  live 
to  be  one  hundred  years  old  and  serve  the 
Lord  until  He  says,  Come  in,  thou  faith- 
ful servant,  inherit  the  mansion  prepared 
from  the  foundation  of  the  world,  it 
will  be  the  same  mansion  that  I  was 
expecting  when  God  so  wondrously  saved 
me  when  I  was  a  small  child.  It  is  still 
awaiting  me  at  the  end  of  the  race. 

So,  dear  friends,  let's  lend  a  helping 
hand  in  our  Sunday  School.  Let's  en- 
courage the  Y.  P.  E.,  help  them  in  fi- 
nancial problems,  attend  every  program 
we  possibly  can,  speak  a  word  of  praise 
now  and  then,  show  them  we  appreciate 
their  good  work.  Give  them  our  coopera- 
tion. 

Wanted:  Boys  and  Girls 

Louise  Van  Meter 

The  need  was  never  greater  or  the  call 
more  distinct  for  Christian  youth  than 
it  is  today.  As  God  called  to  Samuel  so  is 
He  calling  our  boys  and  girls  of  this  day 
and  age.  Although  Eli  had  failed  to  do  the 
right  thing,  he  told  Samuel  to  answer 
God.  The  older  Christians  have  been 
negligent  concerning  the  encouragement 
of  our  young  boys  and  girls  to  answer  and 
obey  God's  call.  We,  the  young  people  of 
the  Church  of  God  everywhere,  need  the 
sympathy,  love,  and  help  of  those  that 
have  traveled  the  road  before  us,  if  we  are 
to  stand  firm  for  God. 

God  is  calling  yet  today  as  He  did  in 
the  earlier  days,  "Whom  shall  I  send,  and 
who  will  go  for  us?"  This  call  is  not  one 
for  a  coward  to  answer.  Christ  wants  boys 
and  girls  who  are  not  afraid.  Most  of  the 
world  today  has  the  idea  that  only  weak, 
ignorant  boys  and  girls  accept  Christ  as 
their  Savior.  I  want  to  tell  you  that  is  a 
very  foolish  belief,  a  little  weakling  can 
sin,  but  it  takes  a  brave,  stalwart  heart  to 
walk  in  the  right  way  when  all  others 
have  forsaken  him  for  the  cause  of  Christ. 
Although  they  will  snub  him,  down  deep 
in  their  hearts  they  love  him  and  have  a 
desire  to  be  like  him. 

Going  all  the  way  with  Jesus  means 
more  than  some  would  think.  It  isn't  so 
easy  to  fight  in  this  Christian  warfare  as 
many  may  think.  The  Christian  life  is 
not  an  easy  one,  but  even  at  that  it  is 
one  that  is  loved.  Because  when  we  think 
of  the  blessings  and  many  other  things  we 
receive  from  God,  it  seems  to  help  us  on 
and  makes  us  forget  the  hard  places  we 
(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Exchange  Q?age 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  last  two  issues  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way are  all  I've  read.  I  surely  enjoy  read- 
ing them. 

I  am  a  Christian  girl  of  eighteen  years 
of  age  and  a  member  of  the  Church  of 
God. 

I  like  the  story  of  "Under  Whose 
Wings."  If  I  could  have  read  it  before 
I  married  a  sinner,  I'm  sure  I  wouldn't 
have  done  it.  Now  I  am  left  with  a  nine- 
month-old  son  to  care  for  and  rear  the 
best  I  can. — Ethel    Lee  Coats,    Pineville, 

Ry-  ,   ,.  . 

NOTE:  Christian  young  people,  this  is 
a  timely  warning  for  you. — Editor. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  should  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  praise  the  Lord  for  the  wonderful  in- 
spiration I  have  received  from  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  I  believe  if  we  would  apply  all 
the  thoughts  and  suggestions  to  our  lives 
which  are  given  in  the  Pathway  we  would 
shine  for  Jesus.  I  enjoy  selling  the  paper, 
and  hope  to  have  many  new  readers  soon. 

Our  church  was  organized  last  fall  and 
has  been  steadily  increasing,  and  we  sure- 
ly praise  the  Lord  for  the  determination 
in  our  hearts  to  have  a  closer  walk  with 
Him  each  day. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  just  recently  been  or- 
ganized. We  have  as  our  superintendent, 
Brother  Cecil  Blair,  who  is  a  very  ener- 
getic worker  for  the  Lord.  We  have  won- 
derful cooperation  among  our  young  peo- 
ple and  our  aim  is  to  win  others  to  Christ. 
We  are  truly  grateful  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway;  for  the  many  helpful  sugges- 
tions, Y.  P.  E.  programs,  etc.,  and  expect 
to  use  it  as  our  guide. 

Our  church  is  praying  for  a  revival. 
There  are  so  many  souls  to  be  reached, 
and  time  is  growing  short.  Our  pastor, 
Brother  Ancel  Newton,  is  truly  a  won- 
derful shepherd  to  his  flock.  We  praise 
the  Lord  for  sending  us  a  Holy  Ghost 
preacher  who  believes  in  holiness  and  is 
not  afraid  to  preach  it.  Pray  for  us,  that 
our  work  will  be  successful  and  our  re- 
vival will  bring  many  souls  to  Christ. — 
Margaret  Hayes,  Knoxville,  Iowa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Some  few  weeks  ago  our  Y.  P.  E.  or- 
dered a  roll  of  Lighted  Pathways  to  put 
in  the  hospitals  here  in  Johnson  City.  I 
put  the  announcements  of  our  church 
service  in  each  copy  and  gave  them  out  in 
the  different  hospitals  and  a  lady  was 
visiting  her  husband  who  was  in  the  hos- 
pital and  she  read  one  of  them.  On  my 
next  trip  to  the  hospital  she  had  her  hus- 
band to  see  me  and  give  me  her  subscrip- 


tion. This  paper  is  going  into  a  communi- 
ty where  there  is  no  Church  of  God  or 
holiness  people. — F.  R.  Harrawood,  John- 
son City,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  have  a  splendid  Y.  P.  E.  at  Mt. 
Airy.  We  use  the  Lighted  Pathway  lessons 
which  we  find  very  interesting  and  we 
certainly  enjoy  the  paper.  I  don't  see  how 
you  can  publish  a  wonderful  paper  like 
this  for  just  10c  per  copy.  There  are  so 
many  good  things  in  it. 

My  prayer  is  that  the  Lord  will  won- 
derfully bless  in  your  great  work  in  help- 
ing many  souls  to  find  Jesus. 

Pray  for  our  young  people  that  God 
will  speak  to  them  and  they  will  be  will- 
ing to  yield  to  His  Spirit. — Irene  Hensley, 
Mt.  Airy,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  before  written  you  just 
how  much  I  appreciate  your  work.  I  think 
it  is  one  of  the  greatest  works  you  could 
ever  do  to  get  the  gospel  to  the  young 
people. 

The  Editor's  Message  is  greatly  appre- 
ciated. It  seems  that  you  know  our  hearts 
and  know  just  what  will  help  us  to  hold 
on  to  God. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  making  great  progress 
and  we  have  good  services  in  our  meet- 
ings. Every  one  pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E. 

We  are  praying  for  the  healing  of  your 
body,  for  we  still  love  you  and  need  you 
in  this  work. — Theodia  Allen,  Lake  Dale, 
N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

There  are  so  many  wonderful  things 
said  in  the  Lighted  Pathway  to  cause  peo- 
ple to  study  about  their  souls'  salvation. 
I  thank  God  for  salvation  and  for  a 
praying  mother  who  has  helped  me  to 
trust  Jesus.  I  am  so  glad  because  Jesus 
said  He  would  never  leave  nor  forsake  us 
but  go  with  us  all  the  way. 

Please  pray  for  me.  —  Lucile  Carner, 
Lake  City,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  been  reading  the  August 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  food 
for  my  soul;  I  always  read  your  message 
first.  It  seems  to  give  me  the  needed  en- 
couragement at  the  right  time.  The  Chil- 
dren's Story  Page,  also  Father's  and 
Mother's  Page  are  just  the  help  I  need  to 
instill  the  right  thoughts  in  the  minds  and 
hearts  of  my  little  boy  three  and  girl 
five.  There  are  so  many  evil  thoughts  of 
this  day  and  time  to  crowd  out  the  good 


we  try  to  plant  in  their  little  hearts. 

As  for  the  new  page,  "Biblical  Eye 
Openers,"  I  think  it  is  fine.  The  pictures 
instill  the  thoughts  in  the  small  child  and 
it  is  good  for  young  people  and  elders, 
for  science  has  found  out  that  a  picture  is 
much  more  impressive  to  the  mind  than 
reading. 

The  Pathway  should  be  in  every  home 
of  a  young  mother  for  it  is  a  great  help  of 
encouragement   in   training   little  ones. 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  a  Christian 
mother  and  glad  I  have  the  Lord  in  my 
kfe  to  help  me  bring  up  my  little  family. 
I  thank  Him  for  you,  Sister  Harrison, 
and  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

Pray  for  our  Y.  P.  E.  Our  young  peo- 
ple are  fine  and  we  have  good  programs 
but  none  of  them  have  salvation.  Do 
pray  they  will  be  saved.  We  use  some  of 
your  program  outlines  and  think  they  are 
fine.  Every  Y.  P.  E.  should  have  the 
Lighted  Pathway  to  help  it  with  its 
problems.  —  Mrs.  Robert  P.  Culpepper, 
Cocoa,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Tonight  as  I  lay  on  my  bed  I  could 
not  sleep  for  thinking  of  the  Y.  P.  E. 
and  its  benefits,  so  I  felt  like  getting 
up  and  writing  you.  I  am  so  grate- 
ful for  the  Y.  P.  E.  as  a  national  or- 
ganization. Though  we  may  be  scattered, 
yet  we  are  one.  We  gather  together  to 
sing,  testify,  and  talk  about  the  same 
God.  The  Lighted  Pathway  is  a  great 
blessing  to  us  all — oh  we  have  so  much 
to  be  thankful  for. 

The  Lord  is  helping  us  here  in  Greens- 
boro and  we  feel  blessed  to  have  Sister 
Beatrice  Dodson  from  Bible  School  as  our 
president.  We  are  not  going  backward 
but  forward. 

I  get  great  joy  out  of  selling  the 
Lighted  Pathway  and  would  feel  slighted 
if  the  job  were  taken  from  me. 

So  as  the  poem  goes: 

/  want  you  to  know  ami 

I  feel  that  you  do — 
That  somebody  always 

Is  praying  for  you. 

— Mary  Ruth  Dixon,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

It  seems  that  it  has  been  such  a  long 
time  since  I  have  seen  you,  but  I  have  not 
forgotten  the  good  time  we  had  together 
when  you  were  at  the  Bible  School,  and 
I  hope  to  be  able  to  talk  with  you  some 
more  soon,  as  you  are  such  a  blessing  to 
me.  I  have  often  looked  at  the  Lighted 
Pathway  before  and  after  reading  and 
tried  to  sum  up  the  contents,  and  then 
I  tried  to  realize  just  what  it  would 
mean  to  the  thousands  who  read  it  each 
month,  and  truly  it  would  be  so  great 
that  it  would  be  beyond  my  capacity  of 
thinking.    Only   eternity    will    reveal    the 

(Continued  on   page    19) 
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Our  %  ffi  £  <£oets 

Our   Y.  P.  E.    Is  Helpful 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  helpful, 

It's  something  fit  for  a  king; 
There's  much  we  can  accomplish 

If  we  work,  pray  and  sing. 


Let's  all  be  willing  workers, 

Serve  when  we  have  a  part, 
Do  our  very  best  for  Jesus, 

And  with  a  willing  heart. 

Perhaps  you're  not  good  at  reading 
And  probably  think  you  can't  sing; 

Just  talk  it  over  with  Jesus, 

He  can  make  that  old  voice  ring. 

So,  come  on,  all  you  members. 

Let's  boost  our  Y.  P.  E. 
It's   something   very   helpful, 

I'm  sure  you'll  all  agree. 

"Take  life  as  it's  handed  to  you." 

There's  much  in  this  life  that's  a  mys- 
tery, 

What  the  future  holds  we  cannot  tell, 
But  just  take  life  as  it's  handed  to  you, 

Things  are  bound  to  turn  out  well. 

When  our  forefathers  settled  this  coun- 
try, 
They  knew  not  the  pleasures  of  today. 
But  they  took  life     as  it  was  handed  to 
them 
And  by  struggling  got  by,  some  way. 

Our  Lord's  life  down  here  was  a  hard  one, 
He  was  punished  and  made  to  die, 

But  He  took  life  as     it  was     handed  to 
Him 
And  not  once  did  He  reply. 

Why  not  take  Him  for  our  example? 

He  knows  just  what  is  to  be, 
And  just  take  life  as  it's  handed  to  you; 

The  Lord  will  protect  you  and  me. 

— By  lmogene  Howell. 


The  Gospel   Fire 

In  God's  Word  we  have  the  story 
Of  the  journey  from  earth  to  glory. 

While  down  here  we  can  feel  the  fire 
Kindled  by  God,  if  we  desire. 

Stay  on  your  knees,  look  up  to  God; 

Have   faith   in   Him   and   preach      the 

Word. 
Live  the  life  from  day  to  day, 

Which  agrees  with     the  Word  all   the 

way. 

Lay  your  ALL  on  the  altar  at  His  feet; 
Trust  in  Him  for  surrender  complete. 

Do  your  best,  leave  the  rest  with  God — 
He'll  carry  you  through  with  the  chas- 
tening rod. 


At  Pentecost  the  fire  came  down 

When    they   tarried      long   on   "higher 
ground." 
In  the  Upper  Room  they  prayed  thru' 
And  the  Holy  Ghost  baptized  them — 
men  and  women  too. 

They  shouted  the  victory  in  His  name; 
A  "fire"  broke  out  that  they  couldn't 
tame. 
The  presence  of  God  was  all  around. 
Surely   these   people      were      on    "holy 
ground." 

Today  we  still  can  find  this  "fire," 

Which  makes  us  want  to     move     up 
higher. 

It  burns  out  all  dross  and  sin 
And  puts  pure  holiness  within. 

It's  burning  now  within  my  heart, 
And  makes  me  want  to  do  my  part 

In  telling  the  world  that  Jesus  saves  to- 
day 
In  the  same  good  old  Pentecostal  way. 

Sinner,  won't  you  turn  to  God 

And  live  according  to  His  Word? 
His  commandments  are  simple,  kind  and 
true 
And  will  bring  sweet  peace  to  each  of 
you. 

Dear  Christian  friend,     suppose     that  we 

Kindle  this  fire  to  a  greater  degree; 
That  our  words  will  burn  with  heavenly 
fire 
Into  the  hearts  of  people  over  the  world 
empire. 

Our  race  in  this  world  will  soon  be  o'er 
Then   we'll    be   transplanted     to    "that 
shore." 

But  while  on  earth  down  here  below 
Continue  to  keep  the  fire  aglow. 

— A  Gideon,  Maude  Ellen  Hight,  Coffey- 
ville,  Miss. 


I  Can  Be  Free 

Life's  roads  are  dark  and  full  of  grief, 
Sometimes  seem  hard  to  bear, 
But  that  guiding  and  protecting  hand, 
My  Lord  always  meets  me   there. 

The  devil's  traps  are  all  along  the  way 
In  this  time  which  now  exists; 
But  by  the  grace  of  God  I  can  be  free, 
If  I  only  will  resist. 

I  will  fight  this  battle  with  victory 
'Till  I  hear  the  bells  of  heaven  ring, 
And  bid  this  cruel  world  good-bye, 
And  stand  by  the  side  of  my  King. 

— James  O.   Hargrove,  Lubbock,   Texas. 


My  Petition 

I  want  to  be  a  follower 

Of  Jesus  Christ  my  Lord; 
I  want  to  be  a  listener 

To  His  most  precious  Word. 

I  want  to  be  a  shining  light 

In  this  dark  world  of  sin; 
I  want  to  be  a  good  example 

And   help    bring   others   in. 

0  Lord,  give  me  grace  and  strength 
To  stand  in  testing  hours, 

That  I,  O  Lord,  some  day  may  stand 
And  sing  in  the  heavenly  chorus. 

Help  me,  Father,  to  do  my  best 

As   I      travel    through      this    world   of 
struggle  and  strife, 

That  my  life  may  not  be  in  vain, 
But  lead  some  soul  to  life. 

__  — Miss  Ann  Haag,  Powell,  Wyo. 

A  Victory  Won 

Matt.  6:14. 

While  looking  at  the  toilsome  road 
I  travel  every  day, 

1  often  wonder  why  it  is 

I  can  not  see  His  way. 
Perhaps  it  is  not  very  strange 

And  it  might  really  be, 
As  I  forgive  my  debtors 

My  Lord  will  pardon  me. 

Sometimes  my  soul  is  sorely  vexed 

When  I  see  sin  abound. 
It  seems  no  one  this  day  and  age 

Cares  for  the  lost  or  found. 
But  surely  there's  a  friend  that's  true, 

And  that's  my  hope,  you  see, 
If  I  forgive  my  debtors 

My  Lord  will  pardon  me. 

Some  seem  to  be  so  proud  and  feel 

They  owe  no  thought  or  care 
For  friends  they  needed  long  ago 

When  they  were  in  despair. 
And  after  all  their  cares  are  passed 

They  stand  alone,  you  see, 
But  I'll  forgive  my  debtors 

And  my  Lord  will  pardon  me. 

And  when  at  last  my  work  is  done 

And  I  go  home  to  rest, 
I'll  have  that  joy  of  knowing 

That  I  have  done  my  best. 
No  matter  how  my  friends  forsake, 

There's  one  I  trust,  you  see, 
For  as  I  forgive  my  debtors 

My  Lord  will  pardon  me. 

— Sister  Bunker. 

NOTE:  There  was  no  name  with  this 
poem  except  Sister  Bunker.  We  do  not 
know  what  her  address  is  either.  I'm 
very  sorry. — Editor. 

"This  above  all,  to  thine  own  self  be 
true,  and  it  must  follow  as  the  night  the 
day,  thou  cans't  not  then  be  false  to 
any  man." — Hamlet. 
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HELP  WANTED 

E.  L.  SIMMONS 

Have  you  seen  the  advertisement, 
Have  you  heard  the  urgent  call; 

About  the  wages  promised, 
To  the  laborers,  one  ami  all? 

Listen  now,  and  I  will  tell  you, 
Times  are  hard  and  jobs  are  feu  ; 

But  I  know  of  good  positions, 
That  are  open  now  to  you. 

There's  a  field  that  is  so  great, 

Its  area  is  unknown; 
And  'tis  covered  now  with  wheat, 

Ripe  and  bending  since  the  dawn. 

Very  few  have  hired  as  reapers, 
To  go  and  gather  in  the  grain; 

While  the  heads  of  wheat  are  ripened, 
By  the  drops  of  latter  rain. 

Yes,  the  latter  rain  is  falling, 
And  the  heads  are  bending  low; 

While  the  Master  calls  for  laborers, 
And  the  answer  comes,  NO. 

Will  you  answer  this  to  Jesus, 
Or  will  you  first  stop  and  ask 

About  the  wages  He  will  give, 
And  the  nature  of  the  task? 

I  am  sure  that  He  will  tell  you, 
Though  the  story  has  been  told; 

There  is  something  strange  about  it, 
For  this  story  ne'er  grows  old. 

fust  a  little  I  will  tell  you, 


For  if  all  I  cannot  tell; 
But  I  think  'twill  be  sufficient, 
For  your  answer  to  be  well. 

A  nice  sickle  will  be  given, 
To  all  who  here  will  work; 

And  if  'tis  rightly  handled, 
If  will  not  its  duty  shirk. 

And  meals  are  also  furnished, 
If  you  will  work  with  vim; 

For  God  has  surely  promised  food, 
To  all  who  trust  in  Him. 

The  water,  too,  is  given, 

The  best  that  has  ever  been; 

And  those  who  freely  drink   of  it. 
Shall  never  thirst  again. 

And  now  the  best  is  yet  to  come, 
No  home  down  here  is  given; 

But  Jesus  now  is  building  one — 
A  mansion  up  in  heaven. 

A  mansion  He  will  deed  to  you, 

If  you  will  go  today, 
And  labor  in  the  harvest  field; 

So  hasten,  don't  delay. 

Now,  you  will  surely  answer, 

I  am  ready,  Lord,  to  go; 
And  do  my  best  to  gather  in 

The  grain  that's  bending  low. 

And  if  you  should  decide  to  go, 
Before  another  "ad"  you've  seen; 

You  will  find  our  Lord's  commission 
In   Matthew   twenty-eight   nineteen. 


HOW  TO  GET  AND  KEEP  A  JOB 

I  am  not  an  employment  bureau  and 
cannot  correct  economic  conditions  but  I 
have  an  idea  that  may  help  our  unem- 
ployed readers  find  work. 

Now,  here  is  my  plan.  Kneel  down 
alone  somewhere  and  have  a  confidential 
talk  with  God.  Tell  Him  that  you  are  out 
of  work  and  need  money,  that  you  would 
like  to  go  into  partnership  with  Him  in 
business.  Tell  Him  that  if  He  will  take 
you  into  such  partnership  and  will  give 
you  a  job  you  will  be  only  too  glad  to  sub- 
scribe to  any  conditions  He  may  sug- 
gest. 

1.  Now  the  laws  of  partnership  are  as 
follows;  namely,  both  parties  sign  a  con- 
tract which  binds  them  to  certain  duties. 
If  one  party  fails,  that  releases  the  other 
party.  So  if  God  fails  you,  then  you  are 
released.  On  the  other  hand,  if  you  fail 
God,  He  is  released  from  keeping  His 
promises  to  you. 

2.  Each  partner  bears  his  part  of  the 
expenses  and  shares  the  profits.  Now  if 
God  knows  He  can  trust  you  to  be  an 


honorable,  upright  partner  who  will  not 
misappropriate  funds  and  will  never  rob 
Him  of  a  cent  just  because  you  happen 
to  be  the  treasurer,  then,  I  believe  you  can 
secure  a  position  from  Him. 

A  woman  whose  husband  supported  the 
family  often  longed  to  have  money  to 
give  to  God's  cause.  She  tried  various 
ways  of  earning  it  and  failed;  she  told  the 
Lord  that  if  He  would  give  her  money, 
she  would  always  give  one-half  to  Him. 
It  was  remarkable  how  quickly  the  Lord 
answered  her  prayers.  Ways  of  making 
money  were  given  her  and  for  years  she 
always  had  something  to  give  to  every 
good  cause,  besides  having  fifty  per  cent 
of  her  profits  for  herself. 

During  the  great  financial  depression 
of  President  Cleveland's  administration, 
men  were  considered  fortunate  who 
earned  3  5  cents  a  day.  I  believe  it  was  at 
that  time  that  a  gentleman,  whom  we 
shall  call  Mr.  Blank,  lost  his  position.  He 
and  his  wife  were  in  distress.  It  was  im- 
possible to  secure  anything  to  do.  Finally, 
becoming  desperate,  he  told  the  Lord  that 


if  He  would  give  him  a  job  of  any  kind 
of  legitimate  work  he  would  give  Him 
half  that  he  earned.  Quickly  the  answer 
came  and  it  was  not  long  before  Mr. 
Blank  was  making  small  wages.  He  was 
grateful  indeed  but  this  amount,  when  di- 
vided with  God,  was  not  sufficient  to 
meet  the  needs  of  the  family.  What 
should  he  do?  He  was  honest  and  kept  his 
contract  with  God.  If  he  had  managed  to 
live  without  work,  he  surely  could  man- 
age now  that  he  had  half  his  wages  for 
himself!  This  test  was  given  to  see  how 
honorable  he  was.  Later  his  wages  in- 
creased until  the  family  had  a  comfort- 
able living. 

One  day  as  Mr.  Blank  held  God's  half 
of  the  monthly  allowance  in  his  hands, 
he  said  to  his  wife,  "That's  a  pretty  large 
amount  to  give  to  God;  let  us  keep  it  this 
month."  He  did  so  and  by  so  doing  broke 
his  contract.  This,  of  course,  released  God 
from  keeping  His  contract  with  him  and 
Mr.  Blank  soon  found  that  he  was  out  of 
work. 

Seeing  his  sin,  he  repented  and  asked 
forgiveness,  when  God  again  gave  him  a 
job.  He  prospered  him  and  soon  he  was 
making  $400.00  per  month.  Each  pay  day 
found  him  with  $200.00  in  his  hands  for 
his  Heavenly  Partner  in  business,  and  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Blank  found  it  the  greatest  joy 
of  their  lives  to  put  this  amount  where  it 
would  net  the  most  good  for  God  and 
souls. 

A  wealthy  lady  told  the  writer  how 
she  made  her  fortune.  Her  husband  al- 
ways gave  money  to  the  church  but 
would  not  share  his  wages  methodically 
with  God — didn't  believe  in  it.  My  friend 
warned  him  that  some  calamity  would 
likely  come  for  his  disobedience,  but  he 
was  stubborn  and  went  on  his  way.  Final- 
ly, he  lost  his  job  and  was  left  with  a  wife 
and  five  children  on  the  county! 

One  day  his  wife  told  the  Lord  that 
since  her  husband  would  not  obey  Him, 
she  was  helpless  but  that  she  was  innocent 
and  that  if  He  would  only  let  her  make 
some  money,  she  would  promise  faithfully 
to  give  God's  cause  a  certain  per  cent.  By 
a  very  unexpected  means  a  certain  recipe 
for  making  doughnuts  came  into  her 
hands.  She  tried  it  and  they  were  excel- 
lent. She  sent  samples  to  her  neighbors 
who  gave  her  their  orders.  Her  little  boy 
delivered  the  first  few  dozen  in  a  market 
basket.  Every  dime  was  properly  and 
promptly  divided  with  her  Heavenly 
Partner  in  business.  Orders  increased  un- 
til her  husband,  who  by  this  time  had  a 
temporary  job  on  the  railroad,  dropped  his 
work  to  help  his  wife  make  doughnuts. 
She  told  him  of  her  contract  with  God. 
He  agreed  to  help  her  keep  it  and  now 
they  are  delivering  truck  loads  of  the  fin- 
est doughnuts  daily  to  various  bakeries 
and  are  making  a  fine  profit.  But  they  al- 
ways pay  God  His  share  for  they  are  la- 
borers together  with  Him. 

(Continued  on  page  19) 


September,  1940 


[Page  151 


heading  Circle 


***+********* 


************* 


Literature 

The  word  used  in  its  broadest  meaning 
embraces  all  printed  matter  in  every  lan- 
guage. Nearly  every  young  person  in 
America  who  knows  how  to  read,  has  a 
taste  for  literature  of  some  kind.  Nearly 
every  day  in  the  week  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  books,  magazines,  and  news- 
papers leave  the  many  publishing  houses 
of  the  U.  S.  A.  and  are  distributed 
throughout  the  world.  Many  young 
people  read  GOOD  literature  and  are  bet- 
tered by  so  doing.  Good  reading  is  an  ex- 
cellent source  of  knowledge.  It  builds  the 
intellect,  helps  to  mold  fine  character, 
quickens  the  spirit  of  ambition,  con- 
structs high  idealism,  promotes  harmoni- 
ous living,  increases  one's  vocabulary, 
pictures  the  past,  portrays  the  present, 
and  prophesies  the  future.  It  would  be 
difficult  to  imagine  a  finer  group  of 
young  people,  consecrated  to  God,  than 
can  be  found  in  the  Christian  service 
camps  over  the  country.  Their  pursuit  in 
the  study  of  good  clean  literature 
is  fitting  them  better  for  the  service  of 
Christ.  The  supreme  need  of  our  nation 
today  is  to  have  more  young  men  and 
women  like  these. 

Space  limit  forbids  lengthy  discussion 
on  what  good  literature  is.  For  instance, 
the  Bible,  history,  science,  poetry,  good 
prose,  current  events,  Christian  tracts  and 
magazines. 

The  young  people  of  our  nation  divide 
into  two  groups,  the  good  and  the  bad. 
It  would  be  foolish  to  deny  that  we  have 
an  overabundance  of  the  bad.  This  is  an 
age  of  lowered  moral  standards  for  those 
who  will  permit  their  standards  to  be  low- 
ered. We  are  passing  through  a  period  of 
loose  thinking  due,  in  a  large  part,  to  the 
rotten  literature  that  falls  into  the  hands 
of  our  modern  young  people. 

The  flood  of  bad  literature  is  one  of  the 
foremost  perils  facing  the  youth  of 
America  today.  "Modern  thinking,"  as 
promoted  by  many  prominent  and  leading 
books  and  magazines,  is  a  disgrace  to  civ- 
ilization. Reading  mostly  for  entertain- 
ment, young  people  select  that  which  ap- 
peals to  their  emotions  and  tends  to 
destroy  the  pure,  lofty  feeling  within 
Christians.  What  kind  of  literature  do 
you  read?  Bad  literature  will  sap  your 
spirituality. 

"To  sing  in  the  sun  is  easy;  to  sing  in 
the  rain  is  victory." 


Suggested   Books  For  the  Month 

Fiction 

"At  the  Crossroads"  by  Minnie  E.  Lud- 
wig.  Price,  $1.00. 

"The  Girl  Who  found  Herself"  by 
Jack  Lynn.  Price,  50c. 

"Under  Whose  Wings"  by  Zenobia 
Bird.  Price,  $1.5  0. 

"The  Return  of  the  Tide"  by  Zenobia 
Bird.  Price,  $1.50. 

"In  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye"  by  Sid- 
ney Watson.  Price,  $1.2  5. 

"The  Mark  of  the  Beast"  by  Sidney 
Watson.  Price,  $1.2  5. 


j   A  10o*d  {fia*n  the 

\  SINGING  FOR  JESUS  has  gained 
the  reputation  as  the  best  song 
book  yet,  at  least  that's  what  many 
take  time  to  say.  (We  thank  you 
for  your  comments,  suggestions,  in 
fact,  we  want  to  work  together  in 
putting  things  over  for  God.)  Try 
a  few  numbers  from  this  book  with 
your  quartets,  bands,  trios  and 
choirs.  Look  at  these  pages  and  see 
for  yourself:  112,  102,  18,  30,  44, 
110,  70  and  plenty  of  new  ones  like 
them,  only  different.  The  good  old 
hymns  used  in  the  latter  part  of 
the  book  are  useful  in  all  services 
of  church  work.  Naturally  you  ex-  I 
pect  us  to  speak  in  terms  of  the  j 
best  so  get  a  copy  on  this  special  ! 
offer  of  25  cents  postpaid.  The  reg-  I 
ular  price  is  35  cents.  Be  sure  to  j 
mention  if  you  saw  this  in  the  [ 
Church  of  God  Evangel  or  the  I 
Lighted    Pathway   and   be   eligible,    j 

^JesMeM-ee,  MaAic  and  j 
PtUniuUf,  Go-.  j 

Cleveland,  Tennessee  . 


Bible 

Readings  For 

September 

Morning 

Evening 

Sept. 

1 

S.  of  Sol.      1-2 

Rom.    12 

Sept. 

2 

S.  of  Sol.      3-4 

Rom.    13-14 

Sept. 

3 

Isaiah      1-2 

Rom.    15 

Sept. 

4 

Isaiah      3-5 

Rom.    16 

Sept. 

5 

Isaiah      6-8 

1   Cor.    1 

Sept. 

6 

Isaiah   10-11 

1   Cor.   2-3 

Sept. 

7 

Isaiah    12-13 

1    Cor.   4 

Sept. 

8 

Isaiah    14-15 

1   Cor.    5-6 

Sept. 

9 

Isaiah    16-17 

1    Cor.    7 

Sept. 

10 

Isaiah    18-19 

1   Cor.    8-9 

Sept. 

11 

Isaiah    20-22 

1    Cor.    10 

Sept. 

12 

Isaiah 

23-24 

1 

Cor. 

11 

Sept. 

13 

Isaiah 

25-27 

1 

Cor. 

12-13 

Sept. 

14 

Isaiah 

28-29 

1 

Cor. 

14 

Sept. 

15 

Isaiah 

30-31 

1 

Cor. 

15 

Sept. 

16 

Isaiah 

32-33 

1 

Cor. 

16 

Sept. 

17 

Isaiah 

34-35 

2 

Cor. 

1 

Sept. 

18 

Isaiah 

36-37 

2 

Cor. 

2-3 

Sept. 

19 

Isaiah 

3  8-40 

2 

Cor. 

4 

Sept. 

20 

Isaiah 

41-42 

2 

Cor. 

5 

Sept. 

21 

Isaiah 

43-44 

2 

Cor. 

6-7 

Sept. 

22 

Isaiah 

45-47 

2 

Cor. 

8 

Sept. 

23 

Isaiah 

48-49 

2 

Cor. 

9-10 

Sept. 

24 

Isaiah 

50-52 

2 

Cor. 

11 

Sept. 

25 

Isaiah 

53-55 

2 

Cor. 

12-13 

Sept. 

26 

Isaiah 

56-58 

Gal. 

1 

Sept. 

27 

Isaiah 

59-60 

Gal. 

2 

Sept. 

28 

Isaiah 

61-63 

Gal. 

3 

Sept. 

29 

Isaiah 

64-66 

Gal. 

4 

Sept. 

30 

Jer. 

1-2 

Gal. 

5 

MISSIONARY  NEEDS 

Recently  we  had  called  to  our  atten- 
tion the  fact  that  Brother  and  Sister 
Cook,  who  have  been  in  the  homeland  for 
the  past  year,  are  returning  to  India  this 
fall. 

Do  you  think  it  would  be  nice  to  send 
Mildred  and  Hoyle  Case,  our  missionaries 
over  there,  a  nice  box  of  needed  articles? 

To  the  parents  of  the  young  people  in 
the  homeland,  we  would  say,  if  your  son 
or  daughter  were  over  there,  would  you 
appreciate  such  an  act  of  kindness  for 
them? 

Young  people,  would  you  not  appreci- 
ate a  nice  box  from  the  homeland  if  yoo 
had  left  home  and  loved  ones  to  labor  in 
a  foreign  field?  I  am  sure  you  would. 

Now  it  costs  so  much  to  send  these 
things  by  parcel  post  that  it  is  useless  to 
think  about  it,  but  at  this  time  when 
Brother  and  Sister  Cook  are  returning, 
the  cost  of  sending  will  be  small. 

I  have  secured  a  list  from  Mrs.  Black- 
well,  Mildred's  mother,  of  the  things  that 
Mildred  has  mentioned  in  the  letters  she 
has  written  home.  Here  they  are: 

Silk   stockings   for   Mildred,    size    9J/2- 

Sweater  set. 

Crepe  dress,  size  18. 

Dress  slippers,  one  pair  black  and  one 
pair  white,  size  7AA  or  6/2B.  (Leather 
shoes,  no  suede  or  gabardine.) 

Slippers  for  baby,  black  and  white  for 
2  l/2  years. 

Book  with  pictures  for  baby,  also  teddy 
bear. 

Mechanical  toys  (toys  that  sell  for  10c 
in  America  cost   5  0c  in  India). 

Shirts  for  Hoyle,  white  or  light  colored, 
size   14^2,  sleeve  size  32. 

Socks,  size   10. 

Vests  and  trunks. 

Handkerchiefs  for  both,  and  any  other 
personal  gift. 

Dried  fruits  as  apricots,  apples,  peaches, 
prunes. 

Cornmeal  and  sugar-shell. 

Please  send  all  contributions  to  The 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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From  My  Scrapbook 


MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


My  Daily  Prayer 

Grenville  Kleiser 

If  I  can  do  some  good  today, 
If  I  can  serve  along  life's  way, 
If  I  can  something  helpful  say, 
Lord,  show  me  how. 

If  I  can  right  a  human  wrong, 
If  I  can  help  to  make  one  strong, 
If  I  can  cheer  with  smile  or  song, 
Lord,  show  me  how. 

If  I  can  aid  one  in  distress, 
If  I  can  make  a  burden  less, 
If  I  can  spread  more  happiness, 
Lord,  show  me  how. 

If  I  can  do  a  kindly  deed, 
If  I  can  help  someone  in  need, 
If  I  can  sow  a  fruitful  seed, 
Lord,  show  me  how. 

If  I  can  feed  a  hungry  heart, 
If  I  can  give  a  better  start, 
If  I  can  fill  a  nobler  part, 
Lord,  show  me  how. 

A  Friend  in   Need 

"A  friend  in  need" — my  neighbor  said  to 

me — 
"A  friend  indeed  is  what  I  mean  to  be: 
In  time  of  trouble  I  will  come  to  you, 
And  in  the  hour  of  need  you'll  find  me 

true." 
I  thought  a  bit  and  took  him  by  the  hand: 
"My  friend,"  said  I,  "you  do  not  under- 
stand 
The  inner  meaning  of  that  simple  rhyme, 
A  friend  is  what  the  heart  needs  all  the 
time." — Henry  Van  Dyke. 

Help  Someone  Today 

Would'st  thou  make  one  soul  glad  today? 
Help  some  poor  wanderer  find  the  way: 
Bend  low,  to  heal  one  heart  of  fear, 
Or  help  to  wipe  away  a  tear? 
When  twilight  fades,  'twill  soon  be  dark: 
No  longer  sings  the  meadow  lark; 
Would  then  that  thou  might  truly  say: 
"I  have  made  one  soul  glad  today"? 

Would'st  thou  bring  one  soul  joy  today? 
Teach  infant  lips  to  God  to  pray, 
Or  guide  the  aged  trembling  feet 
Across  the  narrow  and  treacherous  street? 
When  evening  shadows  gently  fall 
Along  the  vine-clad  garden  wall, 
God  grant  that  thou  might  truly  say: 
"I    have    brought    one    soul    joy    today." 

—Sel. 

"The   narrower   the   mind    the   broader 
the  statement." 


The  Little  Lad 

The  people  followed  Christ  one  day, 

A  long  way  from  the  town, 
Till,  tired  and  faint,  He  bade  them  stay 

And  on  the  grass  sit  down. 
And  then  there  came  a  little  lad 

With  loaves  and  fishes  small, 
And  gave  to  Jesus  what  he  had, 

Enough  to  feed  them  all. 
For  when  the  Master  blessed  and  brake, 

The  loaves  grew  large  and  fair, 
The  food  was  sweet  for  His  dear  sake 

To  those  who  feasted  there. 
And  as,  amid  the  crowd,  the  boy 

Beheld  his  gifts  increase, 
He  had  a  new  and  deeper  joy 

In  Christ's  own  smile  of  peace. 

And  when  the  thousands  He  had  fed 

We're  going  home  again, 
Twelve  basketsful  of  fish  and  bread 

Were  gathered  on  the  plain. 
And  surely,  at  his  mother's  side, 

That  night,  the  tale  was  told, 
How  Jesus  blessed  and  multiplied 

His  gifts  a  thousandfold. 
And  still  Christ  takes  the  children's  store 

Of  loving  gift  and  deed, 
And  uses  them  forevermore 

To  help  the  great  world's  need; 
And  whoso  makes  one  mourner  glad. 

Or  speaks  one  healing  word, 
Shall  gather,  like  the  little  lad, 

A  wonderful  reward. 

— Selected. 

God  Will  Not  Change 

God   will   not   change:    the   restless  years 

may  bring 
Sunlight     and     shade — the  glories  of  the 

spring, 
And  silent  gloom  of  sunless  winter  hours, 
Joy  mixed  with  grief — sharp  thorns  with 

fragrant  flowers; 
Earth-lights  may  shine  a  while  and   then 

grow  dim, 
But  God  is  true;   there  is  no  change  in 

Him! — Author  Unknown. 

Make  Friends  Along  the  Way 

By  Ashley  N.  Chandler 

I  think  I've  found  out  something 

That  I'll  pass  along  to  you, 
For  I  think  it  is  worth  knowing, 

If  traveling  you  do. 
You'll  find  it   really  isn't  hard. 

Now,  this  is  what  I  say, 
"Instead  of  keeping  to  yourself, 

Make  friends  along  the  way." 

So  when  you  go  a-journeying. 


No  matter  where  you  go, 
A  friendly  word,  a  pleasant  smile, 

It  helps  along,  you  know. 
Of  course,  not  everybody 

Will  take  it  as  he  should, 
But  you're  not  doing  any  harm; 

In  fact,  you're  doing  good. 

We  all  have  things  in  common, 

And  we  all  are  lonesome,  too. 
But  folks  are  always  reticent, 

So  much  depends  on  you; 
For  it  shows  them  you  are  friendly, 

And  you  are  that,  I'm  sure. 
It  doesn't  cost  to  smile  and  cheer  them. 

You  can  do  it,  rich  or  poor. 

To  widen  our  acquaintance 

Is  advantage  to  us  all, 
And  the  number  of  our  friendships, 

It's  by  that  we  stand  or  fall. 
So  when  on  the  long,  hard  travel 

On  life's  road  to  its  end, 
Before  you're  ready  to  "get  off," 

Be  sure  you've  made  a  friend. 

How  to  Talk 

This    poem,    though    yellow    with    age, 
still  rings  true: 

"Talk  happiness,  the  world  is  sad  enough 
Without  your  woes;      no  path   is  wholly 

rough; 
Look  for  the  places  that  are  smooth  and 

clear, 
And  speak  of  these  to  rest  the  weary  ear 
Of     earth,  so  hurt      by  one     continuous 

strain 
Of  human  discontent  and  grief  and  pain. 

"Talk  faith;  the  world  is  better  off  with- 
out 

Your  morbid  ignorance  and  uttered 
doubt. 

If  you  have  faith  in  God,  or  man,  or  self. 

Say  so;  if  not,  push  back  upon  the  shelf 

Of  silence  all  your  thoughts  till  faith  shall 
come; 

No  one  will   grieve  because  your  lips  are 

dumb. 

"Talk    health;      the   dreary    never-ending 

tale 
Of  mortal  maladies  is   worn  and  stale. 
You  can  not  charm,  or  interest,  or  please, 
By  harping  on  that  minor  chord,  disease. 
Say  you  are  well,  or  all  is  well  with  you. 
And  God  shall  hear  your  Words  and  make 

them  true." — Selected. 


"I  complained  because  I  had  no  shoes, 
until  I  met  a  man  who  had  no  feet." — 
An  Arab/an  Proverb. 

"God  never  lets  any  day  grow  so  dark 
but  that  the  morrow's  sun  will  break 
through." 

"The  secret  of  success  in  conversation 
is  to  be  able  to  disagree  without  being  dis- 
agreeable." 
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THE  TESTIMONY  MEETING 

Edith  Goreham  Clarke 

DO  come  to  the  meeting  with  me  to- 
night, Bob,"  coaxed  Archie,  as  he 
and  his  friend  walked  along  side  by  side. 
"I  am  sure  you  would  like  it,  and  it  is 
such  a  while  since  you  came  with  me.  We 
are  going  to  have  a  testimony  meeting 
this  evening,  and  they  are  always  so  in- 
teresting, and  often  very  helpful.  There's 
something  so  real  about  them — do  come!" 
Bob  still  hesitated,  and  Archie  went  on: 
"Look  here;  I'll  come  round  for  you,  and 
then  we  can  have  a  nice  powwow  on  the 
way  to  the  meeting.  It's  ages  since  we  had 
a  good  talk." 

"All  right,"  said  his  friend,  reluctant- 
ly. "As  you  seem  to  want  me  so  badly  I'll 
come." 

Archie  stiffened  for  a  moment  at  the 
condescending  tone  in  which  these  last 
words  were  spoken,  but  thankful  to  have 
his  friend's  promise,  he  turned  away 
without  another  word,  and  hurried  home. 
Tea  seemed  a  long  meal,  but  at  last  it  was 
over,  and  soon  after  Archie  was  walking 
fast  toward  Bob's  house,  fearful  lest  he 
should  have  changed  his  mind  meanwhile. 
Bob  himself  came  to  the  door  in  answer 
to  Archie's  knock. 

"Oh,  it's  you,  is  it?"  he  exclaimed. 
"How  quick  you  have  been!  I  won't  be 
long."  He  turned  to  put  on  his  coat,  and 
then  stepped  out  into  the  night  to  join 
his  friend.  It  was  quite  a  long  walk  to 
Dereham  Road  Church,  but  the  two 
chatted  pleasantly  enough,  not,  however, 
touching  on  any  religious  subject.  Archie 
felt  it  would  be  wise  to  avoid  anything 
which  might  become  controversial,  and 
perhaps  prevent  his  friend's  coming  into 
the  meeting. 

"Ah,  here  we  are!"  he  exclaimed  pres- 
ently, as  they  turned  a  corner,  and  came 
upon  a  group  of  young  people  who  were 
entering  a  brightly  lighted  building.  He 
and  Bob  mingled  with  them,  exchanging 
greetings  with  one  and  another,  and  soon 
found  themselves  seated  near  the  front 
of  the  hall. 

The  opening  hymn  was  announced — 
"Stand  Up,  Stand  Up  for  Jesus."  After 
prayer,  the  leader  of  the  meeting  said:  "I 
will  now  ask  my  friend,  Ted  Stone,  to 
give  us  his  testimony."  A  tall  young  fel- 
low rose  to  his  feet,  and  suggested  that 
first  of  all  they  should  sing  a  chorus.  The 
one  he  chose  had  a  tune  with  a  swing  in 
it,  and  the  young  people  soon  picked  it 
up,  and  sang  it  through  several  times  with 
enthusiasm.  The  words  were  these: 


"Calvary  is  the  place  where  my  Inirden 
teas  lifted, 

Calvary  is   the  place   where  1   was   set 
free, 
Calvary  is  the  place  where  my  blind  eyes 
were  o petted, 

Jesus   the  Savior  became  precious      to 
me." 

"Well,  friends,"  said  Ted  Stone,  look- 
ing round  the  building,  "I  have  been 
asked  to  give  you  my  testimony.  One 
night  five  years  ago,  I  was  just  about 
sick  of  life,  and  I  determined  to  leave 
home.  I  said  to  my  father:  'Father,  I  am 
tired  of  it  all;  your  restraints  and 
Mother's  piety  are  driving  me  away,  and 
I'm  off  in  the  morning.'  Then,  flinging 
out  of  the  room,  I  went  up  to  bed.  After 
throwing  a  few  things  into  a  suitcase,  I 
lay  down  and  snatched  a  few  hours'  sleep. 
Then,  just  as  dawn  was  breaking,  I  got  up 
and  tidied  myself,  and  opening  the  door 
of  my  room  as  softly  as  possible,  I  began 
to  creep  down  the  stairs,  so  that  no  one 
should  hear  me.  But  just  as  I  reached  the 
bottom,  the  sitting  room  door  opened, 
and  my  father  came  out.  'Ted,'  he  said, 
putting  his  arm  round  me,  and  drawing 
me  toward  the  sitting  room,  'your  mother 
and  I  have  not  slept  all  night.  We  think 
there  must  be  something  wrong  with  our 
lives,  and  before  you  go  we  want  you  to 
forgive  us.'  I  looked  at  my  father,  and 
then  at  my  mother,  who  was  sitting  in  a 
chair,  with  tears  raining  down  her  cheeks. 
As  I  looked  at  them,  I  realized  that  the 
trouble  was  not  with  them,  but  with  me. 
'Father,'  I  said,  'there  is  nothing  wrong 
with  either  your  life  or  Mother's — the 
trouble  is  with  me.  You  are  both  just  fine, 
but  I  am  a  rotter,  and  your  lives  have 
continually  convicted  me  of  my  sinful- 
ness. Oh,  I  wish — how  I  wish  I  could  be 
different!' 

"Down  on  his  knees  went  my  father, 
and  in  another  moment  I  was  kneeling 
beside  him.  Mother  slipped  to  her  knees 
on  the  other  side  of  me,  an^  ..before  long 
I  was  pouring  out  my  heart  to  Christ,  the 
Friend  of  sinners,  and  there  in  the  early 
dawn  threw  myself  on  His  mercy,  and 
found  the  forgiveness  of  my  sins.  Oh, 
friend,  the  words  of  the  chorus  we  have 
just  been  singing  are  my  testimony.  It 
was  indeed  at  Calvary  that  my  burden  of 
sin  was  lifted,  and  I  found  peace  and  joy 
in  Christ,  my  great  and  powerful  Savior." 

Ted  Stone  sat  down,  and  Archie  stole 
a  glance  at  Bob.  He  was  sitting  very  still, 
his  eyes  staring  before  him,  as  if  he  had 
suddenly  seen  a  new  vision,  and  Archie 
prayed  that  that  very  evening  the  Spirit 
might  finish  the  work  He  had  begun  in 


Bob. 

A  girl  was  asked  to  give  her  testimony 
next,  and  Maud  Arundel  rose  to  her  feet. 
The  chorus  she  chose  was  one  well  known 
to  them  all. 

"1  do  believe,  I  will  believe 
That  Jesus  died  for  me, 
That  on  the  cross  He  shed  His  blood 
From  sin  to  set  me  free." 

A  bright  light  suffused  her  face  as  she 
began  her  testimony,  and  many  were 
struck  with  the  joyfulness  which  radi- 
ated from  her  expression. 

"I  wasn't  always  a  very  joyful  person," 
she  began.  "But  now  my  heart  is  contin- 
ually singing,  for  the  words  of  that 
chorus  have  been  made  true  to  my  soul. 
There  was  a  time  when  I  was  without 
Christ,  and  though  I  attended  the  church 
services,  and  read  my  Bible,  and  even  said 
my  prayers  most  regularly,  I  did  not 
know  the  efficacy  of  the  cleansing  blood 
of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Had  anyone 
asked  me,  'Are  you  saved?'  I  should  have 
replied,  'I  hope  so,'  but,  of  course,  I  sin- 
cerely hoped  no  one  would  have  the  im- 
pertinence to  ask  me  such  a  question! 
Then  one  day  I  met  a  lady  who  was  plan- 
ning to  hold  meetings  for  children  of  the 
sea  front  of  the  town  where  I  lived,  and 
being  in  need  of  a  helper  she  asked  me 
to  play  the  hymns  for  her  meetings.  Re- 
luctantly I  consented,  and  day  after  day 
I  sat  by  the  little  portable  harmonium, 
hoping  that  none  of  my  friends  would 
pass  along  the  sea  front  and  see  me  there! 
But  day  after  day  I  also  listened  to  true, 
faithful  messages  from  the  wonderful  gos- 
pel, and  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  I 
heard  appeals  made  to  come  to  Christ. 
One  day  the  speaker  asked  all  those  who 
belonged  to  Christ  to  stand  up  as  a  testi- 
mony, and  I  stood  with  the  others.  Then, 
in  the  silence,  the  Holy  Spirit  whispered 
conviction  in  my  heart,  and  I  knew  in 
that  instant  that  I  did  not  belong  yet 
to  Christ,  for  I  had  never  asked  Him  to 
come  into  my  heart,  and  wash  away  my 
sins  in  His  most  precious  blood.  In  the 
time  of  prayer  at  the  end  of  the  meet- 
ing, the  speaker  suggested  that  those  who 
had  never  yet  come  to  Christ  should  come 
then,  and  in  those  few  moments  I  came. 
Since  then  my  heart  has  been  singing  with 
joy,  and  it  is  the  delight  of  my  heart  to 
witness  to  my  wonderful  Savior." 

She  sat  down,  and  another  hymn  was 
announced — "Come  to  the  Savior,  Make 
No  Delay."  Bob  was  evidently  moved, 
for  he  kept  his  head  lowered,  and  Archie 
wisely  took  no  notice  of  him  whatever, 
keeping  his  eyes  turned  away  from  his 
friend. 

The  third  testimony  was  from  another 
young  woman,  one  by  the  name  of  Elsie 
Gorringe.  With  a  bright  smile,  and  a  look 
of  infinite  happiness,  she  gave  her  testi- 
mony for  Christ. 

"I  was  a  wild  young  thing,"  she  began, 
"and  was  brought  up  without  any  knowl- 
( Continued  on  page  25) 
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AT  WORK 

Getting  another  page  of  illustrated  Bi- 
ble history  and  oddities  ready  for  the 
readers  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  are  these 
creators  of  Biblical  eye-openers,  the  new 
feature  which  to  date  appears  exclusively 
in   this  magazine. 

At  left,  seated  on  chair  arm,  is  Cecil 
M.  Truesdell,  Bible  research  student  and 
author.  His  job  is  to  supply  the  data, 
scriptural  proof  and  assist  the  artist  in 
the  selection  of  a  proper  Biblical  setting 
for  each  illustration. 

At  right,  rapidly  sketching,  is  Dana 
North,  son  of  Mrs.  Mary  and  the  late  Dr. 
S.  B.  North  of  Cleveland.  He  is  a  suc- 
cessful young  commercial  artist  of  this 
city. 

Both  men  are  thirty  years  of  age,  their 
height  and  weight  are  identical,  and  their 
ambition,  vision  and  kindred  tastes  com- 
prise excellent  teamwork  on  a  new  and 
unique  subject  which  will  do  much  to 
re-establish  in  the  hearts  and  minds  of 
American  readers  an  interest  and  love  for 
the  greatest  of  the  world's  literature,  the 
Bible. 

We  are  glad  to  be  first  in  presenting 
their  co-operative  work  to  the  approxi- 
mate 100,000  readers  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway,  and  believe  that  they  will  soon 
have  this  feature  syndicated  and  appearing 
weekly  in  newspapers  from  coast  to  coast. 
In  making  this  statement  we  wish  to 
quote  from  a  letter  recently  received  by 
them  from  an  executive  of  a  large  syndi- 
cate: 

"I  submitted  your  Biblical  features  to 
the  Editorial  board.  We  think  they  are 
excellent." 

In  closing,  we  suggest  if  you  like  this 
feature,  or  have  any  comments  to  make 
regarding  it,  write  the  authors  a  card  or 
letter,  in  care  of  the  Lighted  Pathway, 
Cleveland,  Tenn.  They  will  appreciate 
vour  interest. — Editor. 


Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page   13) 

souls  that  have  been  blessed  through  your 
efforts  in  the  publication  of  this  little  pa- 
per, and  yet  it  is  so  large.  My  prayer  is 
that  God  will  continue  to  give  you  the 
strength  and  grace  to  keep  it  up.  Surely 
this  is  one  of  the  greatest  ministries  one 
could  have  and  many  are  reached  that 
would  not  be  reached  in  another  way.  I 
always  look  forward  to  receiving  it  and  to 
the  blessing  I  receive  through  reading  it. 
May  God's  richest  blessings  attend  you 
at  all  times. — Esther  Holland. 


How  to  Get  and  Keep  a  Job 

(Continued  from  page  15) 
I  fully  believe  that  some  who  read  these 
lines  will  find  work  by  deciding  to  go 
into  partnership  with  God.  Remember, 
He  will  take  you  in  as  a  partner  if  He  can 
trust  you. — Julia  A.  Sbelhamer. 


HAVE   BEEN  DETESTED  AND 
FEARED    IN  ALL  ACrES. 

Paul  the  apostle  warns 
AOAINST    them. 

THEY  ARE  NOTED  POr'SPEAWNO 
THINOS   WHiCW  THEY  OUGHT  HOT." 
(j  VW..5/3  ' 


UWE  MAN  WHO  CARRIED 
IIS  0VW  MOT  MESSAGE 

URIAH  FHE  HITTITF,  FAITHFUL  AND  GOURA&WUS, 
AND  ONE  OF  THE  THIRTY  COMMANDERS 

of  davids  Anm//a,ix.//:/fsl/.4/i UNwirnNO-LV 

CARRIED  THE  LETTFR  FROM  THE  UINO  TO 
HIS  COMAAANDfRiiCHIEFJOAB,  ORDERING- 
THAT  URIAH  BE  PLACED  IH  FORTHCOMING 
BATTLE?       .-^  WHERE  HE  WOULD 
B£  SLAIN.    £^>    HE  DIED  VALIANTLY, 
NOT 
KNOWIV0- 
DAVID 
DESIRED 

HIS 
DEATH. 
THIS 
WAS  THE 
BLACKEST 
SIN  THE 
KING  EVER 
COMMITTED; 

TO 
CONCEAL 
ADULTERY. 


AS  ONE  OF  THE  TWELVE  A POSTLES, 
WAS    NOT   ST.  PAUL- AS    IS 

SOAAETIAAES     BELIEVED 

BUT  MATTHIAS,  WHO    WAS 
ELECTED     TO    THE 
VACANCY      LEFT     BY 
THE    TRAITOR.. 

(Acts  J  /S.  26  J 
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Work!  For  the  Night  Cometh 


BY  JOSEPH  TERLIZZI,  JR. 


}  i§ 

! 

John  9:4,  "I  must  work  the  works  of 
him  that  sent  me,  while  it  is  day:  the 
night  cometh,  when  no  man  can  work." 

The  night  and  day  referred  to  here  is 
not  the  natural  night  and  day  as  we  have 
it.  It  does  not  mean  that  as  soon  as  the 
sun  goes  down  that  you  have  to  stop 
work,  because  in  the  large  steel  mills  and 
other  industries  they  work  twenty-four 
hours  a  day.  The  night  doesn't  affect  it 
one  bit.  But  what  is  referred  to  here  is  a 
spiritual  darkness  that  is  going  to  engulf 
the  entire  world  and  when  that  time  of 
persecution  and  tribulation  comes  no  man 
will  be  able  to  do  any  work  for  God. 
"For,  behold,  the  darkness  shall  cover  the 
earth,  and  gross  darkness  the  people." 
Oh,  my  friends,  we  must  work  before  this 
time  comes.  Let's  not  wait  until  the  dark- 
ness overtakes  us  and  then  try  to  do  some- 
thing that  will  give  us  a  clear  conscience, 
but  let  us  work  now  while  we  still  have 
the  light,  the  Word  of  God. 

"I  must  work  the  works  of  him  that 
sent  me."  Jesus  was  in  the  world  for  a 
purpose  mentioned  in  John  4:34,  "To  do 
the  will  of  him  that  sent  me,  and  to  fin- 
ish his  work."  I  want  to  give  you  a  few 
thoughts  on  the  purpose  of  Christ  in  the 
life  of  the  believer. 

1.  To  do  His  will  in  obedience  to  the 
Word. 

2.  To  do  His  will  in  obedience  to  the 
Father. 

3.  To  do  His  will  in  obedience  to  the 
Son,  Christ  Jesus. 

First,  you  cannot  be  obedient  to  the 
Word  unless  you  know  what  the  Word 
says.  2  Tim.  2:15,  "Study  to  shew  thy- 
self approved  unto  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly  divid- 
ing the  word  of  truth."  If  His  will  in 
your  life  is  to  preach  the  gospel,  then 
study  the  Word.  So  many  get  a  call  but 
make  a  failure  in  it  because  of  the  lack 
of  study.  My  friends,  don't  make  a  fail- 
ure in  your  calling.  You  may  not  be 
called  to  preach  the  gospel,  but  if  the 
Lord's  will  in  your  life  is  to  testify  or  to 
pray  for  the  sick  or  to  be  an  altar  worker, 
don't  be  a  failure.  We  have  to  be  our 
best  in  Him  who  loved  us  and  gave  Him- 
self for  us. 

Second,  we  must  do  His  will  in  obedi- 
ence to  the  Father.  "In  the  beginning 
God  created  the  heaven  and  the  earth." 
We  find  that  on  the  first  day  God  made 
the  light.  On  the  second  day  He  made 
the  firmament.  On  the  third  day  He  made 
the  grass,  trees,  and  shrubs.  On  the 
fourth  day  He  made  the  sun,  moon,  and 
stars.  On  the  fifth  day  He  created  every 
moving  creature.  And  on  the  sixth  day 
He  created  man  in  His  own  likeness  and 
in  His  own  image.  "And  God  blessed  the 


seventh  day,  and  sanctified  it:  because 
that  in  it  he  had  rested  from  all  his  work 
which  God  created  and  made."  So  in 
obedience  to  the  Father,  "Remember  the 
sabbath  day,  to  keep  it  holy."  And  not 
only  does  God  require  a  seventh  of  your 
time,  but  also  a  tenth  of  your  income. 
Mai.  3:8-10. 

A  girl  dreamed  that  she  died  and  went 
to  heaven  and  an  angel  said,  "Come  on, 
Mary,  I'll  show  you  where  you  are  to 
stay."  Along  the  way  they  came  to  sev- 
eral beautiful  shining  mansions  and  Mary 
was  informed  that  one  was  for  her  min- 
ister, one  was  for  Aunt  Lizzie,  the  old 
wash  woman,  and  the  other  for  old  Jer- 
ry, the  cobbler.  Then  they  came  to  a  very 
humble,  plain-looking  cottage  and  the  an- 
gel said,  "This,  Mary,  is  yours." 

She  was  bitterly  disappointed  and  said 
she  didn't  want  it.  But  the  angel  said,  "It 
isn't  what  you  want,  it  is  what  you  get." 
He  said,  "You  see,  Mary,  it  is  like  this; 
we  built  the  mansion  out  of  the  material 
sent  up  and  we  took  every  kind  word  you 
ever  spoke,  every  flower  you  ever  carried 
to  the  sick,  all  the  tithes  you  ever  paid, 
every  cent  you  ever  gave,  and  with  the 
short  time  you  gave  us  to  do  it  in,  this 
was  the  best  we  could  do."  She  woke  up 
and  found  herself  in  tears.  "In  my 
Father's  house  are  many  mansions,"  but 
that's  the  kind  of  mansion  some  of  you 
religious  loafers  are  going  to  get  if  you 
don't  get  busy  for  God  pretty  soon.  And 
you  better  give  Him  a  seventh  of  your 
time  so  He  won't  have  to  do  a  rush  job 
on  it. 

Third,  to  do  His  will  in  obedience  to 
the  Son,  Christ  Jesus.  There's  only  one  ad- 
vocate between  God  and  man  and  that  is 
Jesus  Christ.  Jesus  said,  "Apart  from  me 
ye  can  do  nothing."  A  doctor  will  lay  his 
ear  against  the  heart  to  judge  its  beating, 
and  so  does  God.  He  inclines  His  ear,  not 
to  the  lips,  but  to  the  heart.  Listen,  young 
people,  we  must  pray  with  our  whole 
heart  and  from  the  depth  of  it.  There  is  a 
difference  between  saying  a  prayer  and 
really  praying  one.  We  should  be  con- 
stantly praying,  living  and  working  for 
God. 

Isa.  21:12,  "The  morning  cometh,  and 
also  the  night."  Young  people,  what  are 
we  doing  with  our  opportunities  while  it 
is  yet  day,  while  it  is  yet  morning,  that 
night  may  not  come  upon  us  and  find  us 
with  a  life  that  will  go  to  the  grave  with 
no  work  for  Christ?  Yes,  this  is  a  dark 
world,  the  storms  of  trials  and  tempta- 
tions are  raging  on  every  hand,  but  I  can 
tell  you  from  the  Blessed  Book,  when  the 
morning  will  come  for  those  who  have 
been  washed  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
those  who  have  followed  Jesus  in  holiness, 


in  the  power  of  Christ,  and  in  the  power 
of  the  Holy  Ghost,  that  the  morning  is 
coming  when  the  heavens  are  going  to 
open  and  the  Son  of  Man  will  appear  and 
the  dead  in  Christ  will  rise  up  to  meet 
Him  in  the  air.  Glory  to  God! 

Over  in  one  of  our  eastern  cities  was  an 
engineer  who  had  been  on  the  road  for 
a  good  many  years.  One  day  he  was  ad- 
dressing a  crowd  of  men,  among  whom 
were  a  good  many  railroad  men.  In  clos- 
ing his  address  he  said,  "Men,  I  can't  tell 
you  what  Jesus  has  meant  to  me.  Years 
ago  on  every  night  when  I  would  finish 
my  run  I  would  pull  open  the  whistle  and 
let  out  a  blast  just  as  we  came  around  the 
curve  and  I  would  look  up  to  a  small  hill 
where  stood  a  little  white  cottage  and 
there  would  be  a  little  old  man  and  a  lit- 
tle old  woman  standing  in  the  doorway. 
I  would  lean  out  of  the  old  cab  window 
and  we  would  wave  at  each  other  and  as 
my  engine  would  go  shooting  into  a  tun- 
nel the  old  couple  would  turn  and  go 
back  inside  and  the  little  old  woman 
would  say  to  the  little  old  man,  'Thank 
God,  Bennie  is  safe  home  tonight.' 

"But  at  last  the  day  came  when  we 
took  mother  out  and  laid  her  away  in  the 
little  graveyard  on  the  side  of  the  hill  and 
then  each  night  as  I  came  around  the 
curve  and  blew  the  whistle  the  little  old 
man  would  be  at  the  door.  I  would  wave 
to  him  and  he  would  wave  to  me  and 
then  as  my  train  shot  through  the  tunnel 
he  would  turn  and  go  slowly  back  into 
the  cottage  and  say,  'Thank  God,  Bennie 
is  safe  home  tonight.' 

"But  then  the  time  came  when  we  took 
father  out  and  laid  him  beside  my  mother 
and  now  when  I  finish  my  run,  although 
I  pull  open  the  whistle  and  let  out  a  blast 
there  are  no  dear  ones  to  welcome  me 
home.  But  when  my  work  on  earth  is 
done,  when  the  last  run  has  been  made 
and  I  have  pulled  the  throttle  and  the 
whistle  for  the  last  time,  as  I  draw  near 
to  heaven's  gate  I  know  I  shall  see  that 
same  little  old  couple  waiting  there  for 
me.  And  as  I  go  sweeping  through  the 
pearly  gates  I  will  see  my  dear  old  mother 
turn  to  my  dear  old  father  and  hear  her 
say,  'Thank  God,  father,  Bennie  is  safe 
home  at  last.'  " 

Truly,  young  people,  there  is  a  grand 
and  glorious  morning  awaiting  us  if  we 
only  build  upon  the  solid  rock  Christ  Je- 
sus and  are  true  and  faithful  in  our  call- 
ing. 

Things  to  Think  About 

Anything  worth  saying  is  surely  worth 
saying  in  clear  tones. 

The  easiest  way  to  get  rid  of  a  hard 
task  is  to  do  it. 

Nothing  is  gained  by  putting  off — suc- 
cess comes  through  persistence. 

Think  twice  before  you  speak — for 
words  once  spoken  can  never  be  unsaid. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


LOVE:  THE  CONQUEROR 


ALICE  LYONS  DYER 


"I  just  can't  like  Cynthia  Black, 
Mother.  I've  tried  and  tried,"  Clara  Deanc 
confided  as  she  sat  at  her  study  table  one 
evening. 

"Is  there  nothing  you  can  do  to  make 
a  real  friend  of  her?  I  know  some  people 
do  seem  to  have  repulsive  dispositions,  but 
surely  love  can  conquer,"  her  mother  re- 
plied quietly. 

"How  could  love  thaw  out  that  icy  na- 
ture? And,  anyway,  I  don't  love  her.  I 
can't  even  like  her.  I  think  of  her  good 
points  and  try  to  like  her  and  then  she 
does  something  so  selfish  and  mean  that 
I  despise  her." 

"Well,  dear,  have  you  tried  heaping 
coals  of  fire  on  her  head?" 

"O  Mother!  To  thaw  her  out  that 
way?" 

Mrs.  Deane's  silvery  laugh  rang  out. 
Clara  was  so  innocently  funny  some- 
times. 

"Well,  yes,  to  warm  her  heart,  I  mean. 
Don't  you  remember  what  Paul  said 
about  it?  'If  thine  enemy  hunger,  feed 
him:  if  he  thirst,  give  him  drink:  for  in 
so  doing  thou  shalt  heap  coals  of  fire  on 
his  head'?" 

"But  I  don't  know  of  any  coals  I  could 
heap  on  Cynthia's  head,"  Clara  lamented. 

"Just  watch  for  every  opportunity  to 
lavish  kindness  on  her,"  her  mother  ad- 
vised. Clara  did  watch  her  chances  but 
it  seemed  as  if  all  her  efforts  were  fruit- 
less. Cynthia  remained  as  selfish  as  ever. 

"It's  no  use,  Mother,"  she  admitted 
some  days  later.  "I've  loaned  Cynthia  my 
books  to  read  and  she  takes  them  as  a  mat- 
ter of  course,  but  never  offers  me  any  of 
hers." 

"The  Bible  promises  a  reward  to  those 
who   patiently    continue      in    well    doing, 


covered  and  the  hot  lips  moistened,  Cyn- 
thia was  just  leaving  to  go  out  with  a 
group  of  young  folk  to  the  final  party  of 
the  school  year. 

"How  can  you  sit  here  all  evening 
when  the  crowd's  all  out  for  a  good  time? 
This  is  our  last  chance,  too!"  Cynthia 
queried. 

"I'm  happy  when  I'm  helping,  Cyn- 
thia. And  your  mother  is  so  tired.  I'll  en- 
joy giving  her  a  rest." 

Cynthia  shrugged  her  shoulders  as  she 
hurried  off  to  join  her  waiting  friends. 

"Poor  girl!"  thought  the  new  nurse, 
"she  hasn't  learned  yet  the  joys  of  unself- 
ish service  for  Jesus'  sake." 

A  great  wave  of  pity  and  concern  for 
this  self-centered  young  woman  swept 
over  Clara's  soul.  She  prayed,  "O  Lord, 
help  me  to  help  her.  Show  me  the  way  to 
her  heart.  Give  me  Christian  love  for 
her,  and  wisdom  to  lead  her  to  Thee.  Her 
life  is  so  empty.  If  only  she  knew  the  joys 
of  living  for  Thee."  Even  as  she  prayed 
her  petitions  began  to  be  answered,  for 
right  then  as  she  poured  out  her  soul  in 
earnest  desire  for  this  thoughtless  girl, 
Clara  was  conscious  of  a  real  love  for 
Cynthia  welling  up  in  her  own  heart.  All 
evening  the  burden  rested  upon  her,  and 
she  pondered  ways  and  means  of  winning 
this  soul  for  Jesus. 

About  midnight  Mrs.  Black  came  in. 
"I've  had  a  grand  sleep.  Thank  you  so 
much,  Miss  Deane.  I  don't  know  how  I 
could  have  managed  without  a  rest  to- 
night. I  was  so  worn  out.  But  isn't  Cyn- 
thia in  yet?  She  does  keep  such  late  hours, 
but  is  cross  if  I  insist  that  she  get  in  ear- 
lier," and  the  worried  mother  sighed  deep- 

ly. 

As   Clara    was   preparing    to   leave,   she 
Clara.  You  must  have  patience  and  keep      heard  an  auto  slop  at  the  walk  and  low> 


right  on  being  extra  kind  to  Cynthia. 
You'll  win  her  yet." 

But  the  next  day,  when  Clara  asked  to 
borrow  a  certain  book  from  Cynthia,  she 
was  hurt  by  the  curt  rebuff:  "I'd  rather 
not  loan  my  books,  they're  so  easily  lost 
that  way." 

Then  Cynthia's  little  brother,  Roscoe, 
took  very  ill.  Clara  called  one  day  at  noon 
to  see  how  he  was.  Mrs.  Black  said  he  was 
improving,  but  needed  constant  care. 

"You  are  very  tired,  Mrs.  Black," 
Clara  observed.  "Couldn't  I  wait  beside 
him  for  a  few  hours  tonight,  and  let  you 
rest?" 

"How  kind  of  you,  Miss  Deane!  I  was 
wishing  Cynthia  would  watch  over  him 
one  night  and  let  me  have  a  rest,  but  she 
always  has  other  plans.  She  says  she  can'j 
bear  a  sick  room." 

When  Clara  came  that  evening  to  sit 
by  the  little  cot  and  keep  the  wee  arms 
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excited  voices.  Opening  the  door,  she  saw 
two  young  men  carrying  a  limp  form  up 
to  the  door. 

"Oh,  what  happened?"  she  asked. 

"Had  an  accident!  She's  badly  hurt! 
Better  call  a  doctor  at  once!" 

"O  God,  don't  let  her  die  like  this," 
Clara  prayed  silently  as  she  hurried  to  call 
a  doctor,  and  break  the  news  to  Mrs. 
Black. 

"She  is  badly  hurt.  Back  injured.  But 
she  has  a  good  chance  for  recovery  if  she 
has  careful  nursing,"  was  the  doctor's 
verdict. 

"O  Mrs.  Black,  may  I  nurse  Cynthia? 
I've  had  quite  a  bit  of  experience,  you 
know,  and  I'd  love  to  do  it  until  school 
opens  again,  anyway.  Maybe  she'll  be  bet- 
ter by  that  time.  Oh,  may  I?" 

"It's  very  kind  of  you,  Miss  Clara,  to 
want  to  after  the  way  she  has  treated 
you.    But    I'll    be    verv    thankful    if    vou 


do." 

"Oh,  thank  you!  I'm  so  glad  I  may. 
Mother  will  say,  'Yes,'  I'm  sure." 

So  Clara  was  Cynthia's  nurse.  She  was 
also  a  loving  friend  and  tender  sympa- 
thizer to  the  poor  stricken  girl.  For  Cyn- 
thia's remorse  was  bitter,  when  she  ral- 
lied after  many  days  of  dull  stupor. 

"If  only  I  hadn't  been  so  selfish  and 
had  stayed  to  relieve  poor  mother,  this 
would  never  have  happened,"  she  moaned 
sorrowfully. 

"Don't  fret,  dear.  Your  life  has  been 
spared.  Roscoe  is  better,  too,  and  your 
mother  is  rested." 

"She  wouldn't  have  been,  though,  if 
you  hadn't  given  up  all  your  plans  to 
come  and  wait  on  me.  How  could  you 
do  it?" 

"I  like  to  do  it,  Cynthia.  I  love  you." 

"Love  me?  Clara,  how  can  you?  I'm 
so  cross  and  impatient.  Do  you  really  love 
me?" 

"To  tell  the  truth,  dear,  I  didn't  used 
to.  But  I've  prayed  for  you  and  wanted 
to  love  you  and  now  I  certainly  do," 
Clara  spoke  fervently. 

"Are  you   still  praying   for  me?" 

Clara  hesitated,  then  took  the  venture, 
"Yes,  I  am.  You  see,  Cynthia,  life  to  me 
is  so  glorious,  so  rich  and  full.  And  your 
life  has  seemed  so  starved  and  empty,  in 
spite  of  all  your  efforts  to  have  a  good 
time." 

"Well,  what  makes  you  so  happy? 
You're  always  helping  sick  folk  and  lis- 
tening to  other  people's  troubles." 

"Jesus  said,  'That  my  joy  might  re- 
main in  you,  and  that  your  joy  might  be 
full.'  That's  the  joy  that  makes  one  hap- 
py from  within,  even  when  things  go 
wrong  all  around." 

"I've  often  envied  you  your  joyous 
spirit,  but  I'm  so  miserable!" 

"Poor  Cynthia!  Help  her,  Jesus!" 
Clara  silently  lifted  up  her  heart  in 
prayer.  "Jesus  can  save  you,  dear,  and 
give  you  joy  unspeakable  and  full  of 
glory." 

"Will  you  ask  Him,  now,  to  take  away 
this  guilty  feeling  and  give  me  peace?" 
Cynthia  pleaded. 

Clara  knelt  by  the  sick  girl's  bed  and 
poured  out  her  burdened  soul  in  ready 
supplication.  Cynthia  soon  took  up  the 
petition,  and  asked  for  forgiveness  for 
many  wrongs  of  which  Clara  knew  noth- 
ing. 

When  Mrs.  Black  entered  a  little  later 
the  two  girls  were  smiling  through  happy 
tears. 

Cynthia,  her  hand  in  Clara's  exclaimed, 
"O  Mother.  It's  almost  too  good  to  be 
true!  Clara's  Christ  is  mine,  too,  and  how 
precious  He  is  to  my  soul!" — Light  and 
Life  Evangel. 


"One  should  take  great  care  not  to 
grow  too  wise  for  so  great  a  pleasure  of 
life  as  laughter." — Addison. 
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The  Superintendent,  His  Helpers  and  Our  Boys  at  The  Church  of  God  Boys'  Farm 
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The  Church  of  God  orphanage  work  is 
one  of  the  great  departments  of  the  insti- 
tution. From  the  earliest  Assemblies  it  was 
realized  that  the  care  of  unfortunate  and 
homeless  children  was  a  problem  that  the 
Church  must  make  arrangements  to  take 
care  of,  and  after  much  discussion  from 
Assembly  to  Assembly  it  finally  became 
a  reality  when,  in  1920  (twenty  years 
ago),  the  first  orphanage  was  opened  with 
four  children.  Many  of  our  ministers  who 
are  in  active  service  today  saw  that  small 
beginning  and  have  watched  this  work 
grow  through  the  many  years.  The  prog- 
ress of  this  work  has  been  great  but  not 
great  enough  to  take  care  of  the  appli- 
cations that  have  come  in. 

Through  the  years  different  homes  we  e 
built,  the  officials  thinking  to  begin  with 
that  the  problems  could  be  better  solved 
in  using  the  cottage  plan  with  a  group  of 
orphans  in  each  one,  but  after  several 
years  this  plan  was  gradually  abrogated 
and  took  form  in  two  great  homes,  one 
for  the  boys  and  the  other  for  the  girls. 
The  one  for  the  boys  is  located  seven 
miles  from  Cleveland  on  a  large  farm 
where  an  old  farm  house  was  located.  This 
home  was  added  to  as  long  as  additions 
could  be  practically  used.  Finally  another 


building  was  built  but  after  the  years 
these  buildings  have  become  obsolete, 
sanitary  accommodations  inadequate,  the 
heating  insufficient,  and  in  every  way 
outgrown.  Therefore,  the  committee 
must  provide  for  these  bright-faced 
youngsters  a  new  home  with  better  ar- 
rangements and  accommodations.  Just 
what  plan  the  committee  will  fall  upon 
for  this  project,  or  to  finance  it,  is  not 
known,  but  in  the  meantime  the  orphan- 
age itself  is  offering  you  a  beautifully  il- 
lustrated history  of  its  founding  and 
growth. 

ATTENTION!  ATTENTION! 
ATTENTION! 

Calling  All  Pastors,  Preachers,  Sun- 
day School  Superintendents, 
and  Y.  P.  E.  Workers! 

This  is  the  Twentieth  Anniversary 
of  the  Church  of  God  Orphanage,  and  a 
commemoration  is  being  published  in 
magazine  form  with  pictures  of  the  first 
orphanage,  the  first  matron,  the  various 
orphanage  buildings  acquired,  quartets, 
trios,  pianists,  individuals  who  have  made 
good  in  public  life,  and  the  general  group. 
The    title    of    this    publication      will      be 


"PICTORIAL  REVIEW  OF  CHURCH 
OF  GOD  ORPHANAGE."  The  picture 
of  the  man  giving  the  first  hundred 
dollars  on  the  orphanage,  who  came 
all  the  way  from  North  Dakota  to  the 
Assembly  that  year,  will  also  be  in  this 
paper.  It  will  be  printed  on  nice  book  pa- 
per which  will  show  up  the  engravings  to 
be  almost  like  photographs  and  you  will 
want  a  large  number  at  your  church  to 
sell.  All  the  proceeds  above  the  printing 
price  of  this  paper  will  go  on  the  new 
Church  of  God  Orphanage.  The  price  of 
the  paper  will  be  2  5c  a  copy.  This  publi- 
cation will  be  ready  for  sale  by  the  As- 
sembly and  we  are  asking  all  of  those  in- 
terested to  send  in  your  orders  now  so 
we  will  know  how  many  to  publish.  We 
want  to  take  care  of  the  trade  from  all 
over  the  country.  Every  Church  of  God 
member,  every  friend  to  the  Church,  and 
every  friend  to  the  Orphanage  cause  will 
want  one  of  these  beautifully  illustrated 
publications.  Please  rush  your  orders  in  to 
us  at  once. 

SEND  ALL  ORDERS  TO  THE 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING 

HOUSE, 

Cleveland,  Tenn. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


£}.   £P.  £.    programs 

OUTLINE   FOR   PROGRAMS 

Call  mt-etinKs  to  ordei  and  ask  roi  a  few  m.» 
mencs  of  silent  prayer  Then  call  on  %ome  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  Ciod's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings  This  will  make  the  short  song 
M>rvire    whirh    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
•ervice  too  lon«  hut  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  .ilong  in  the  meetings  This  will  give 
variety     to     your     program     and     will     keep     the     talks 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  to  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  d  great  blessing  '.o  them  when  they 
are  called  mto  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let    us    bear    this    in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les- 
.on    Program 

1  h.  sub  topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  be 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  nor  take  a  topic 
••- il*ss  vou  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
t*  H  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre 
pared  Ask  God  to  make  vou  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians  who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
.horoughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
night  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
tftev  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
nave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come   to   the   altar   of   prayer   and    accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:      How  May   I    Know   I   Am  o 

Christian? 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader: 

Once  a  leader  said  to  one  of  his  young 
people,  "Arc  you  a  Christian?"  The  girl 
answered,  "I  don't  know.  I  think  I  am, 
but  I  am  not  sure."  Later  he  asked  an- 
other young  person  and  received  practical- 
ly the  same  answer.  Both  of  these  young 
people  were  church  members.  Others  said, 
"I  am  a  member  of  the  church,  so  I  sup- 
pose I  am  a  Christian." 

One  leader  said  recently,  "I  find  more 
young  people  unsettled  on  the  question  as 
to  whether  or  not  they  are  saved  than  any 
other  one  question." 

Paul  says,  "The  love  of  Christ  con- 
straineth  us."  And  Jesus  says,  "If  ye  love 
me,  ye  will  keep  my  commandments."  If 
we  have  repented  of  our  sins  and  have 
trusted  Jesus  to  save  us,  we  are  Christians. 
We  will  know  by  the  witness  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  in  our  hearts  and  the  world  will 
know  by  our  life.  The  true  Christian  has 
an  ideal,  Christ,  and  strives  each  day  to 
be  like  Him.  If  we  are  a  Christian  we  will 
produce  more  and  more  of  the  fruits  of  a 
Christian  life. 

How  can  we  help  young  people  to  know 
if  they  are  really  Christians? 

(Explain  in  your  own  words  that  in 
this  program  we  are  going  to  try  to  find 


out  how  we  may  know  we  are  saved. 
Suggest  that  each  one  pay  close  attention 
and  ask  his  own  heart  the  question  right 
now,  "Am  I  sure  that  I  am  a  Chris- 
tian?") 
Inner  Evidences 

1.  Repentance.  The  Bible  teaches  that 
the  first  step  in  becoming  a  Christian  is 
to  repent  of  sin.  The  word,  repentance, 
means  a  "change  of  mind."  There  are 
three  elements  in  repentance:  conviction, 
contrition   and   conversion. 

Conviction  means  that  one  realizes  that 
he  is  a  sinner;  contrition  means  that  one 
is  sorry  for  his  sins,  and  conversion  means 
that  one  turns  away  from  his  sins  and  ac- 
cepts Christ. 

No  one  can  be  saved  unless  he  has  re- 
pented of  his  sins.  (Read  or  have  others 
prepared  to  read:  Luke  13:3;  Acts  17: 
30;  Mark  1:15.) 

If  there  has  been  no  conviction  of  sin 
in  a  life,  and  no  sorrow  for  sin,  and  no 
turning  away  from  sin  that  soul  is  still 
lost.  Repentance  will  change  the  conduct, 
because  one's  attitude  toward  sin  and  to- 
ward God  has  changed. 
Faith 

2.  The  second  step  in  becoming  a  Chris- 
tian is  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  The 
Bible  teaches  that  one  is  not  saved  when 
he  has  repented  of  sins.  The  gift  of  sal- 
vation comes  when  that  one  turns  away 
from  sin  and  turns  to  Jesus  and  trusts 
Him  to  forgive  his  sins.  (Read  John  3: 
36;  John  3:18;  Mark  16:16.)  (Have  all 
quote  John  3:16.) 

What  does  it  mean  to  "believe  on  Je- 
sus?" Faith  is  trust — personal  trust  in  Je- 
sus. The  belief  that  makes  one  a  Christian 
is  casting  himself  upon  Jesus,  the  bending 
of  a  heart  to  the  will  of  Christ;  it  is  tak- 
ing Jesus  at  His  Word,  and  trusting  Him 
to  do  that  which  He  has  promised. 

One  writer  gives  this  definition  of  a 
Christian:  "If  I  know  that  Jesus  Christ 
died  for  me,  and  that  I  am  sorry  for  my 
sins  and  that  I  have  trusted  Him  to  save 
my  soul,  I  am  a  Christian."  The  Bible 
gives  two  requirements  for  becoming  a 
Christian — repentance  and  faith. 

The  Witness  Within 

3.  Someone  asked  a  young  woman  how 
she  knew  she  was  a  Christian,  and  she  re- 
plied: "I  know  that  I  am  a  Christian  be- 
cause I  have  repented  of  my  sins.  I 
trusted  and  believed  that  Jesus  saved  my 
soul,  and  there  is  something  inside  my 
heart  that  tells  me  I  belong  to  Him."  The 
Bible  says:  "The  Spirit  Himself  beareth 
witness  with  our  spirit,  that  we  are  the 
children  of  God."  Ask  this  question:  If 
we  have  no  assurance  within  our  hearts 
that  we  arc  Christians,  is  it  possible  that 
we  are  not  saved?  If  we  are  saved  will  not 
the  "something"  that  the  young  lady 
mentioned  tell  us  that  we  belong  to  Jesus? 
Outer  Evidences 

4.  A  new  life.  Being  a  Christian  makes 
a  difference  on  the  inside  and  on  the  out- 


side. Faith  in  Jesus  Christ  changes  the 
life  of  a  person. 

Paul  tells  us  in  2  Cor.  5:17.  "If  any 
man  be  in  Christ,  he  is  a  new  creature: 
old  things  are  passed  away;  behold,  all 
things  become  new." 

Ask  these  questions  and  answer  them 
in  your  own  words:  1.  If  a  person  says 
he  is  a  Christian,  but  continues  to  live  in 
the  old  way,  doing  just  as  he  has  always 
done,  with  no  effort  to  correct  his  faults 
and  remedy  his  ways,  is  he  really  a  Chris- 
tian? 2.  If  a  person  claims  to  be  a  Chris- 
tian, but  loves  wrong  rather  than  right 
and  uses  his  influence  to  get  others  to  do 
wrong,  is  he  a  Christian?  3.  If  one  con- 
fesses Christ,  joins  the  church,  and  is 
baptized,  but  goes  right  on  in  the  old 
sinful  life,  does  his  church  membership 
prove  that  he  is  a  Christian?  4.  1  John  2: 
3  says,  "And  hereby  we  do  know  that  we 
know  him,  if  we  keep  his  command- 
ments." Will  one  who  has  become  a  new 
creature  try  to  keep  His  commandments? 
By  Their  Fruits 

Two  people  saw  a  large  tree  in  a  forest. 
One  said  it  was  a  poplar  tree;  the  other 
said  it  was  an  oak.  They  went  close  to  ex- 
amine it  and  found  acorns  under  it.  The 
fruit  of  the  tree  proved  what  it  was. 

A  preacher  said,  "You  cannot  show  the 
roots  of  your  Christian  life,  you  are  bound 
to  show  its  fruits."  If  you  are  a  Christian 
your  character  will  prove  it,  your  daily 
life  will  prove  it. 

We  are  saved  by  grace  through  faith 
in  Jesus,  but  the  evidences  of  our  salva- 
tion are  the  fruits  of  a  Christian  life.  If 
the  world  judges  us  by  the  daily  fruits  of 
our  lives,  how  many  of  us  would  it  call 
Christians? 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:      How  the  Church  Helps  Us 
to  Live  the  Victorious 
Christian  Life 

Scripture:  Heb.   10:19-25. 
Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

The  Church  offers  ways  by  which  one 
may  be  encouraged  in  the  battle  of  life. 
We  need  spiritual  food  to  keep  our  souls 
healthy  and  strong — the  Church  offers  us 
the  means  of  securing  that  food.  We  need 
to  live  in  an  atmosphere  above  suspicion, 
worry,  and  fear;  despite  life's  hardships 
and  struggles  and  sorrows — the  church 
provides  this  atmosphere.  President  Cool- 
idge  said  that  he  went  to  church  because 
he  there  gained  "inspiration  for  the  great 
efforts  of  life  and  strength  to  translate 
that  inspiration  in  due  accomplishment." 
How  beautifully  expressed  is  that 
thought  of  why  one  of  our  Presidents 
went  to  church,  and  yet  it  is  not  too 
idealistic  for  us  to  gain  inspiration  for  our 
work.  We  need  inspiration  these  days 
more  than  anything  it  seems,  for  so  many 
leaders  have  lost  faith  in  the  future  of 
leadership.      The   Church      encourages   us 
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along  the  line  of  human  interest;  an  op- 
portunity for  unselfish  service;  the  loft- 
iest personal  ideals;  the  finest  fellowship; 
the  greatest  moral  adventure  in  human 
experience;  a  program  for  personal  liv- 
ing; a  faith  that  destroys  all  fear;  a 
source  of  power  unparalleled;  a  place  of 
leadership  for  every  man  who  possesses 
ability;  and  an  assurance  of  ultimate  vic- 
tory. 

We  shall  try  to  study  out  the  reasons 
why  the  church  is  helping  us  to  live  the 
victorious   Christian    life   beginning   with 
"teaching." 
By  Teaching 
Jas.  1:18-25. 

The  Church  of  God  offers  us  the  means 
of  learning  the  Word  of  God  if  we  only 
allow  ourselves  to  be  taught.  The  Church, 
having  been  born  of  the  word  of  truth 
and  composed  of  doers  of  the  Word, 
should  by  all  means  be  a  teacher  of  those 
who  are  unlearned  as  well  as  those  ad- 
vanced or  grown  in  the  grace  of  God,  or 
who  are  always  striving  for  higher 
heights  with  God.  Besides  hearing  the 
Word  through  the  medium  of  the  Church 
and  learning  it,  one  must  learn  by  doing 
the  Word  also.  We  must  be  meek  in  re- 
ceiving and  doing  the  Word  or  work  of 
God  to  be  blessed  in  our  souls  and  to  live 
the  victorious  life. 
By  Shepherding 
1  Pet.  5:1-4 

The  Church  of  God  is  the  sheepfold  in 
which  individuals  may  be  protected  from 
the  snares  of  the  world  in  general.  The 
Church,  composed  of  all  the  needed  offi- 
cers including  elders,  bishops,  pastors  and 
deacons  and  others,  is  in  a  position  to  care 
for  the  flock  of  God  in  such  a  way  that 
individual  Christians  may  resist  the  cruel 
adversary,  the  devil.  Incorporated  this 
way  in  humility  and  being  examples  to 
each  other  along  the  way  God  will  give 
us  grace  to  stand.  In  obeying  the  com- 
mandments of  God,  we  need  to  assemble 
ourselves  and  prevail  in  prayer,  remem- 
bering that  the  effectual  fervent  prayer 
of  a  righteous  man  availeth  much.  If 
then,  the  prayer  of  one  availeth  much, 
how  much  more  then  the  many  souls  in 
unity  crying  out  to  God  will  accomplish 
for  the  Christian. 
By  Fellowship 
1  John  1:3 

The  Church  provides  ways  by  which 
we  can  have  fellowship  with  our  brothers 
and  sisters  in  the  Lord  and  also  with  God. 
We  can  meet  in  many  ways — in  worship, 
in  Sunday  School,  in  women's  organiza- 
tions, in  Young  People's  Endeavor,  at 
prayer  meetings — men  who  like  ourselves 
are  striving  for  the  best  in  life,  who  are 
fighting  temptation  and  endeavoring  to 
live  helpfully  by  holding  up  the  blood- 
stained banner  of  Jesus.  To  associate  with 
people  with  these  purposes  in  view  is  to 
receive  inspiration  that  is  nowhere  else 
afforded.    Just    to    have    fellowship    with 


good  people,  or  people  striving  to  be  good, 
is  a  means  of  helping  us  to  live  victorious- 

ly. 

By  Worship 
Heb.   10:19-25 

By  having  a  high  priest  over  us  which 
is  Jesus  Christ,  the  mediator  between  God 
and  us,  we  may  draw  near  with  true 
hearts.  By  the  assembling  of  ourselves  to- 
gether in  services  regularly  we  are  edified 
individually,  in  testimony,  in  song  service, 
in  prayer,  or  in  giving  out  the  Word,  each 
person  is  edified  by  someone  else  in  his 
worship.  The  exhortation  of  each  in  the 
assembly  will  influence  some  person  to 
love  and  also  to  good  works.  It  is  very  im- 
portant that  our  worship,  even  though 
each  may  worship  alone,  be  in  a  collective 
way.  When  we  come  together  for  worship 
in  the  Church  of  God  we  know  He  is 
faithful  that  promised  and  will  bless  us 
together  as  we  obey  His  commandments 
concerning  it. 
By  Its  Ideals 
lTim.  6:6-16 

The  Church  of  God  furnishes  both  in- 
struction and  inspiration  in  idealism.  It 
provides  a  great  dream — the  Kingdom  of 
God  on  earth,  a  redeemed  humanity,  per- 
fect and  Christlike  character,  immortal 
life.  The  elements  of  this  dream  are  such 
as  to  challenge  the  best  in  man,  summon 
forth  the  noblest  and  the  divinest  in  him, 
drive  him  to  God  for  the  strength  and 
power  to  strive  for  the  realization  of  that 
dream.  Man  needs  constantly  to  be  in- 
spired afresh  by  ideals:  that's  why  he  needs 
to  go  regularly  and  constantly  to  church. 
"The  function  of  the  Christian  church 
is  to  instill  into  the  hearts  and  souls  of 
men  the  spirit  of  Christlike  justice  and 
righteousness.  No  other  institution  on  top 
of  earth  can  do  that." 
Conclusion 

The  Church  is  a  workshop  where  we, 
as  God's  workers,  turn  out  the  finished 
product.  It  is  a  medium  through  which 
one  labors  for  the  bringing  in  of  the 
kingdom.  The  very  expression  of  one's 
Christianity  enables  him  to  live  it  better. 
Through  the  Church  one  can  teach  and 
preach,  give  money  and  serve  people  in 
hours  of  distress  and  need,  and  furnish 
fellowship,  etc.  It  is  the  best  place  for 
rendering  service  to  God.  The  Church 
offers  to  men  a  solution  of  the  problem 
of  sin;  a  thorough  toning  up  of  their  in- 
ner lives;  a  method  of  expression  for  the 
very  things  that  men  desire  to  express; 
comfort  and  strength  when  trials  come 
and  sorrows  weigh  upon  the  heart;  an 
enlargement  of  life's  endeavors,  and  as- 
surance of  life's  outcome;  and  the  power 
of  the  eternal  life  with  God. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Pauline  Weaver 

Topic  :     God's  Smile  of  Approval 

I  often  feel  that  the  greatest  thing  and 
the  happiest  thing  in  a  person's  life  is  hav- 


ing God's  smile  of  approval  upon  him. 
No  child  of  God  who  has  ever  experi- 
enced this  ever  regrets  anything  he  may 
have  done  to  have  won  it.  It  seems  some- 
times to  me  that  we  would  do  more  to 
win  it  instead  of  thoughtlessly  or  care- 
lessly doing  things  we  know  God  does  not 
approve  of.  Below  are  given  a  few  of  the 
many  things  we  can  do  to  win  God's  smile 
of  approval.  Let's  win  more  of  those  pre- 
cious smiles! 

Live  humble:  Oh,  how  often  we  find 
ourselves  not  being  humble  enough. 
We  rebel  against  things  people  do  to  us, 
against  things  people  say  to  us,  against 
the  way  life  treats  us — against  so  many 
things — when  after  all  we  can  do  nothing 
about  it.  Why  not  be  humble,  live  true 
to  God  and  look  over  the  things  that 
come  to  us — remembering  that  "all  things 
work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love 
God"?  God  will  bless  us  so  much  more 
when  we  do  live  humble,  and  after  we've 
been  humble  when  people  have  done  or 
said  things  to  us,  we  can  see  God's  great 
smile  of  approval  beaming  on  us. 

Obey:  One  of  the  greatest  mistakes  we 
make  in  life  is  not  obeying  God.  We  feel 
we  should  speak  to  a  sinner,  we  feel  we 
should  sing  a  song,  we  feel  we  should  do 
some  work  for  God,  we  feel  we  should 
fast,  we  feel  we  should  read  and  pray 
more — there  are  so  many  things  in  which 
we  don't  obey  God.  May  God  grant  that 
we  will  do  what  He  calls  on  us  to  do.  I've 
been  so  happy  over  doing  just  a  very  little 
thing  that  God  had  wanted  me  to  do; 
feeling  His  smile  of  approval  on  my  life. 

Trust:  I  know,  without  any  doubt, 
that  God  wants  us  to  trust  Him  in  all 
things.  We  should  trust  Him  with  our 
all  and  all,  ourselves,  our  best  of  posses- 
sions, and  all  that  we  own.  If  we  trust 
Him,  He  will  take  care  of  everything 
for  us.  He'll  work  things  out  for  us,  and 
best  of  all,  we'll  feel  His  great  smile  of 
approval  descend  upon  us.  If  we  don't 
trust  Him,  we  not  only  miss  His  sweet 
smile,  but  also  one  of  the  greatest  oppor- 
tunities we  have — giving  and  surrender- 
ing all  to  Jesus  to  use  as  He  sees  best.  'Tis 
then  that  we  find  what  true  living  really 
is,  what  true  happiness  really  is — and  how 
pleased  God  really  is. 

Suggested  song:  "Trust  and  Obey." 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic  :     Lighted  Pathway  Lesson 

This  month  we  are  going  to  use  the 
whole  Lighted  Pathway  for  one  lesson. 
Let  the  leader  make  a  talk  on  the  paper 
as  a  whole  and  point  out  the  different 
pages  and  articles  that  have  impressed  her, 
and  then  ask  others  to  express  themselves. 
Many  thoughts  will  come  to  you  through 
your  reading. 

Announce  the  meeting  a  week  or  two 
ahead  of  time  and  then  appoint  two  or 
three  special  speakers  but  make  it  a  free 
for  all  discussion  of  the  different  articles. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Sometimes  one  short  piece  will  provide 
thought  for  a  good  talk.  Be  sure  to  give  a 
special  invitation  to  all.  Appoint  a  good 
leader  who  will  put  vim  into  it. 

Have  plenty  of  good  special  music  and 
pray  for  the  success  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. 

The  Testimony  Meeting 

(Continued  from  page  18* 
edge  of  Christ,  for  I  never  entered  a 
church  building,  or  attended  a  meeting  of 
any  sort.  My  father  was  an  atheist,  and 
so  his  children  grew  up  without  even 
reading  the  Bible.  One  day,  when  I  was 
about  sixteen,  an  unaccountable  impulse 
to  go  to  a  church  service  gripped  me.  It 
was  a  Sunday  evening,  and  there  was  a 
party  at  my  home.  However,  I  persuaded 
one  of  my  brothers  to  accompany  me,  and 
together  we  set  out  for  the  nearest  church 
building,  which  happened  to  be  this  one. 
We  sat  at  the  very  back  of  the  building, 
and  laughed  through  most  of  the  services, 
then  went  home,  declaring  that  we  would 
never  enter  such  a  dull  place  again.  How- 
ever, the  next  Sunday  evening  I  again 
felt  compelled  to  go  to  church.  This  time 
it  was  more  difficult  to  persuade  my 
brother  to  come  with  me,  but  at  last  he 
yielded  to  my  entreaties,  and  once  more 
we  sat  in  the  same  place,  and  giggled  and 
scoffed.  What  the  preacher  spoke  on  that 
night  I  do  not  know,  but  when  I  left  the 
building  a  terrible  conviction  of  sin  came 
over  me,  and  back  at  home,  I  went  apart 
from  the  others,  and  paced  up  and  down 
in  an  agony  of  remorse.  At  last  I  could 
stand  it  no  longer,  and  implored  my 
brother  to  take  me  to  see  the  minister. 
We  arrived  back  at  the  church  door  just 
as  he  came  out  to  go  home,  and  clutching 
at  his  sleeve,  I  cried:  'Oh,  sir,  tell  me  how 
to  be  saved!' 

"He  took  us  into  the  vestry,  and  there 
he  showed  me  Scripture  after  Scripture, 
and  as  he  spoke  to  me,  I  saw  my  sins  laid 
on  the  spotless  Lord  Jesus,  and  heard  His 
triumphant  cry:  'It  is  finished.'  In  that 
instant  I  knew  that  my  salvation  was  an 
accomplished  fact,  and  slipping  to  my 
knees,  I  poured  out  my  thanksgiving  to 
my  mighty  Savior.  That  is  how  I  became 
a  Christian,  and  if  there  is  anyone  in  this 
building  tonight  who  feels  the  burden  of 
sin  pressing  upon  him,  and  longs  to  be 
saved,  I  would  say  to  that  one — do  not 
delay,  but  come  to  the  Lord  Jesus  to- 
night, just  where  you  sit,  and  trust  your- 
self to  Him.  He  is  not  a  disappointment!" 

She  sat  down,  and  the  leader  of  the 
meeting  suggested  that  they  should  all 
sing  that  beautiful  hymn  if  they  could 
truthfully  do  so, 

"He  is  not  a  disappointment, 

Jesus  is  far  more  to  me 
Than  in  all  my  wildest  daydreams, 

I  bad  fancied  He  could  be." 

A  boy  of  sixteen  was  the  last  to  give 


his  testimony  that  night,  and  it  was  clear 
and  to  the  point.  "I  do  thank  God  that 
one  day,  as  I  was  passing  this  church,  a 
young  man  handed  me  a  leaflet,"  he  said. 
"I  glanced  at  it  carelessly,  but  the  title 
arrested  me,  and  instead  of  tossing  it 
away,  as  I  had  done  many  times  before,  I 
began  to  read:  'Come  thou  with  us,  and 
we  will  do  thee  good,'  was  the  opening 
verse.  I  turned  on  the  other  side,  and  read: 
'Which  road  are  you  taking — the  Broad 
or  the  Narrow  way?  The  way  that  leadeth 
to  Life,  or  the  way  that  ends  in  Death?' 
The  tract  went  on  to  put  the  way  of  Life 
and  the  way  of  Death  clearly,  and  as  I 
read  it  I  know  that  unless  I  put  my  trust 
in  the  living  Savior,  I  would  inevitably 
end  in  the  way  which  leads  to  Death.  I 
remember  standing  at  the  corner  of  the 
road  outside  this  building,  and  debating 
whether  I  would  yield  myself  to  Christ 
that  very  day  or  not.  An  inner  voice 
urged  me  to  do  so,  but  another  voice — 
the  voice  of  my  own  desires — cried  out  to 
me  that  if  I  did,  I  would  lose  everything 
which  life  on  this  earth  held  most  dear  to 
me  just  then.  As  I  hesitated,  I  heard  sing- 
ing from  this  church,  and  on  the  still  air 
of  that  summer  morning  the  words  came 
clearly: 
'Jesus  is  tenderly  calling  thee  borne, 

Calling  today,  calling  today; 
Why  from  the  sunshine  of  love  wilt  thou 
roam 

Farther  and  farther  away?' 
And  then  it  seemed  to  me  I  saw  a  vision 
of  Christ  hanging  on  the  cross  of  Cal- 
vary, and  His  dying  eyes  looked  into 
mine,  and  His  stiffening  lips  formed  the 
words:  'I  am  dying  for  you.'  'Lord 
Christ,  I  am  thine  for  life!'  I  cried,  and 
in  that  moment  my  whole  life  was  trans- 
formed. Now  I  live  but  for  Him:  my  life 
is  no  longer  my  own,  and  instead  of  los- 
ing all  that  I  loved,  I  have  found  that  my 
life  has  become  richer,  deeper,  and  fuller 
as  the  days  slip  by,  and  as  I  press  on  to 
know  Him." 

The  young  speaker  sat  down,  and  the 
meeting  came  to  a  close  with  the  singing 
of  one  or  two  choruses.  Bob  seemed  in  a 
hurry  to  escape  from  those  who  knew  him 
on  the  way  out,  and  Archie  was  glad  to 
follow  him,  for  the  meeting  had  been 
such  an  impressive  one  that  neither  did 
he  feel  like  talking.  They  walked  on  in 
silence  for  some  moments,  then  slipping 
his  arm  into  his  friend's,  Bob  said  quietly: 
"Thank  you  for  taking  me  to  the  meet- 
ing tonight,  old  chap.  I've  stepped  out  of 
the  old  life  into  a  new  one,  for  I  have 
given  myself  to  Christ.  I've  been  pretty 
miserable  lately,  for  I  knew  my  life  was 
a  sinful  one,  but  it  gripped  me,  and  I  just 
couldn't  turn  from  it.  Now  by  the  help 
of  my  Savior,  I  will  start  afresh,  and  live 
only  for  Him." 

"Thank  God!"  replied  Archie,  quietly. 
"How  good  of  Him  to  give  me  a  share  in 
this  thing!" — Gospel  Herald. 


Wanted:  Boys  and  Girls 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

have  gone  through.  Many  times  the  cross 
down  here  gets  heavy,  but  we  can  look 
ahead  of  us  with  our  spiritual  eyes  and 
see  the  crown  that  is  waiting  for  those 
who  are  faithful  till  death. 

How  could  the  Christian  life  be  easy 
when  Christ  said  it  is  a  "strait  gate"  and 
if  we  would  enter  we  must  strive,  bidding 
us  to  take  up  the  cross  daily,  deny  our- 
selves and  follow  Him.  If  we  are  to  be 
eternally  saved  we  must  overcome,  and 
Jesus  said,  "My  grace  is  sufficient." 

There  is  another  class  of  boys  and  girls 
who  are  eligible  to  answer  this  ad  which 
God  has  issued,  they  are  the  Christ  honor- 
ing boys  and  girls.  When  Christ  honors  us 
by  coming  into  our  hearts  we  should 
honor  Him  by  doing  our  best  for  His 
honor  and  glory.  Paul  said,  "For  I  know 
that  in  me  dwelleth  no  good  thing." 
Paul  gave  God  all  of  the  glory  of  his  suc- 
cess. 

I  believe  if  the  young  people  would  live 
a  life  pleasing  to  God,  and  would  stay 
close  enough  they  could  hear  the  "call" 
of  God. 

Truly  we  are  living  in  the  Saturday 
evening  of  time,  and  I  don't  believe  we 
have  much  longer  to  bear  the  cross.  I 
don't  believe  we  have  long  to  work.  If 
ever  there  was  a  time  we  should  be  pray- 
ing the  prayer,  "Lord,  I'll  do  what  you 
want  me  to  do,"  it  is  now.  There  are  souls 
that  are  going  out  to  meet  God  daily,  un- 
prepared. Perhaps  many  never  heard  the 
joyful  sound,  "Jesus  saves."  Boys  and 
girls,  it  behooves  us  to  stay  close  to  God, 
and  obey  His  dear   voice. 

I  would  to  God  that  we  all  would  get 
a  vision  of  the  lost  souls,  for  without  the 
vision  we  perish. 

Millions  are  dying  in  sin  and  shame. 
This  very  thought  should  make  us  want 
to  hasten  to  the  rescue  of  other  souls  who 
are  in  sin.  The  Word  of  God  says,  "The 
harvest  is  great,  but  the  reapers  few." 

As  we  look  around  us  we  see  sin  on 
every  hand.  We  see  how  Satan  is  luring 
our  young  people  deeper  and  deeper  in  sin, 
and  we  also  see  how  the  signs  are  being 
fulfilled  which  lead  to  the  soon  coming  of 
our  Lord,  it  makes  us  want  to  call  on 
our  God  to  help  them. 

Lots  of  folks  say,  "Well,  I'm  saved,  so 
I  don't  care  about  anyone  else."  I  believe 
this  is  the  wrong  attitude  to  take,  if 
Christ  had  thought  the  same  thing  I'm 
sure  He  would  never  have  given  His  life 
as  our  ransom.  We  can't  pay  the  debt  we 
owe  Him  fully,  but  we  can  give  Him  our 
life  that  He  can  get  glory  out  of  it.  My 
prayer  is  that  God  will  help  us  all  to 
surrender  our  life  and  services  to  Him  so 
that  we  can  answer  the  ad,  "Help 
Wanted." 


September,  1940 
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IMPORTANT 

The  young  people  of  the  state  of  Penn- 
sylvania will  observe  their  second  annual 
Y.  P.  E.  convention  at  the  state  camp- 
ground, Somerset,  Pa.,  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day, Aug.   31 -Sept.    1. 

God  has  wonderfully  blessed  this  de- 
partment of  the  Church  work  this  year, 
and  we  feel  the  assurance  that  we're  go- 
ing to  be  honored  with  the  sweet  presence 
of  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost 
throughout  this  convention. 

Among  the  many  interesting  features 
of  the  convention  will  be  a  large  band  and 
an  orchestra.  Each  will  be  ready  at  all 
times  to  render  special  musical  numbers. 
We'll  also  be  honored  with  many  quartets, 
trios  and  duets. 

Brother  Paul  H.  Walker,  our  esteemed 
state  overseer,  and  his  wife  will  be  there. 
Brother  Walker  will  address  the  young 
people  and  he  and  Sister  Walker  will  ren- 
der several  soul-stirring  duets. 

Among  the  many  distinguished  visitors 
to  be  there  will  be  Sister  Starke,  mission- 
ary to  Africa,  who  will  have  a  part  on 
the  program. 

Sleeping  accommodations  will  be  fur- 
nished at  a  very  low  price  in  the  two  large 
dormitories  on  the  campground,  and  meals 
will  also  be  served  at  the  lunch  stand  there 
on  the  ground,  at  a  reasonable  cost. 

A  special  invitation  is  extended  to  all 
to  be  with  us  at  this  great  convention  and 
share  with  us  the  many  blessings  that  God 
has  in  store  for  us. 

We  will  be  looking  for  you.  —  David 
N.  Lykcns,  state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent 
of  Pennsylvania. 

Report  from  McLeonsboro,  III. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  the  name  of  the  Lord.  We 
indeed  count  it  an  honor  to  sound  a  note 
of  praise  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  We 
truly  love  to  search  out  the  "hidden  man- 
na" in  the  Lighted  Pathway  that  feeds 
the  souls  of  the  young  people. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  ranks  among  the  smallest 
of  the  Y.  P.  E's  in  the  state  of  Illinois, 
yet  we  are  selling  fifteen  rolls  of  Lighted 
Pathways.  That  is  more  than  any  other 
Y.  P.  E.  in  the  state  of  Illinois  is  selling. 

May  God's  richest  blessings  be  upon 
you  and  bless  you  in  your  good  work. — 
Clarence  C.  Heil,  president. 

Report  from  Indiana 

Indiana  young  people  are  still  on  the 
battlefront,  standing  on  the  firing  line, 
and  not  being  defeated.  By  the  grace  of 
God  and  the  help  of  Jesus,  Indiana  is  go- 
ing over  the  top  this  year. 

There  have  been  63  saved,  32  sancti- 
fied and  16  filled  with  the  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  in  our  meetings  this  year. 

Saints  of  God  everywhere,  please  pray 
for  the  young  people  of  Indiana  as  there 
is  a  work  here  for  the  young  people. 

Our  rally  days  are  on  the  second  Mon- 


day in  each  month.  Visitors  from  every- 
where are  welcome.  Please  come  and  be 
with  us  in  our  rallies. — H.  E.  Dietz,  state 
Y.  P.  E.  superintendent. 

Voldosra  District  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sun- 
day School  Convention 

The  Valdosta,  Ga.,  district  of  the 
Church  of  God  held  its  annual  district 
convention  of  the  Young  People's  En- 
deavor and  Sunday  School  at  the  Bethel 
Church  of  God,  located  six  miles  west  of 
Statenville,  on  Saturday  and  Sunday,  July 
20,  21,  under  the  direction  of  L^  H. 
Griffis,  local  church  pastor,  and  Roy 
Douglas,  state  superintendent  of  the  Y. 
P.  E.  and  Sunday  School. 

On  Saturday  night  the  convention 
opened  with  the  welcome  address  by  Rev. 
Griffis.  This  was  responded  to  by  Rev. 
Gann,  of  Union  Grove,  and  Rev.  Ball,  of 
Homerville,  who  is  also  district  pastor. 
The  Bethel  Y.  P.  E.  gave  a  play,  "The 
Prodigal  Son." 

Sunday's  services  opened  with  a  devo- 
tional service  followed  by  a  lecture  on 
the  Sunday  School  lesson  by  Rev.  Gann, 
after  which  Rev.  Douglas  preached.  Din- 
ner was  served  on  the  grounds.  Of  great 
enjoyment  was  the  iced  lemonade  and 
Dixie-ade  drinks  served  by  the  Intermedi- 
ate Class  of  Bethel  Sunday  School.  Plenty 
and  to  spare  of  the  drinks  and  dinner  was 
on  hand.  Bethel  church  is  noted  for  its 
hospitality  and  dependability  in  "feeding 
the  crowds."  Our  neighboring  churches 
co-operated  so  unselfishly  in  assisting. 
Thanks  to  all.  In  the  afternoon  Rev. 
Douglas  gave  reports  of  the  work 
throughout  the  district.  All  except  two 
of  the  churches  on  this  district  were 
represented.  Homerville  had  the  best  rep- 
resentation, considering  the  number  pres- 
ent and  miles  traveled. 

Attention    State    Y.   P.   E.  Superin- 
tendents and  Gideons 

The  assembly  year  is  coming  to  a  close 
and  we  know  you  are  working  hard  for 
the  state  banner. 

Here  is  some  information  for  you.  Our 
contest  closes  September  20.  All  accounts 
must  be  settled  by  that  date  in  order  to 
get  credit  in  the  contest. 

Any  orders  sent  in  for  October  papers, 
which  will  be  published  September  15, 
must  be  accompanied  by  cash  in  order 
to  get  credit  in  the  contest.  Please  order 
your  October  papers  early  if  any  change 
is  to  be  made  so  we  will  know  how  many 
to  have  published. — Editor. 

If  this  life  be  not  a  real  fight  in  which 
something  is  eternally  gained  for  the  uni- 
verse, it  is  no  better  than  a  game  of  pri- 
vate theatricals  from  which  one  may 
withdraw  at  will;  but  it  feels  like  a  real 
fight — as  if  there  were  something  really 
wild  in  the  universe  which  we  are  needed 
to  redeem. — William  James. 


Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for 

August  Total 

Alabama  954  11,542 

Arizona  14  168 

Arkansas  155  2,014 

California        119  1,289 

Colorado 14  126 

Delaware 14  2  59 

Foreign  3  59  3,050 

Florida         3,531  38,690 

Georgia  6,739  34,02  5 

Iowa  3  5  464 

Idaho  - - 98  677 

Illinois    846  7,131 

Indiana  217  2,166 

Kansas 32  366 

Kentucky  1,113  15,984 

Louisiana    167  1,468 

Maine   5  6  660 

Massachusetts    42  384 

Maryland    3  59  3,102 

Minnesota  70  378 

Michigan    .    224  2,158 

Mississippi  427  3,701 

Missouri    217  1,799 

Montana  _.       84  1,321 

Nebraska    28  71 

New  Jersey 84  43  5 

New  Mexico 60  726 

North  Carolina -.,..2,346  21,706 

North  Dakota 140  1,250 

Ohio  541  4,466 

Oklahoma    .     23  8  2,344 

Oregon    42  493 

Pennsylvania    645  6,398 

South  Carolina  ..-.6,212  47,931 

South  Dakota  112  1,694 

Tennessee  1,573  15,883 

Texas    43  5  5,162 

Virginia    708  6,564 

Washington    28  562 

Washington,  D.  C.  ....14  155 

West  Virginia 1,281  12,256 

July  Prize  and  Honor  Roll 

MilS.  B.  S.  MOODY 
Jacksonville,  Fla.,  is  the  happy  winner  of 
the  cash  prize  of   $5.00  for  selling     the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

JULY  HONOR  ROLL 

Daniel  Coley,  Lindale,  Ga. 

T.  J.   Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

S.  T.  Stalcup,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Lois  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 

Miss  Katherine  Brown,  Whitmire,  S.  C. 

August  Prize  and  Honor  Roll 

BEULAH  OSBON 

Aiken,  S.  O,  is  the  happy  winner  of  the 
cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the  most 
papers  and  having  the  money  in  on  time. 
AUGUST  HONOR  ROLL 

T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Lois  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

John  B.  Findley,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 

Monnie  McClure,  Tampa,  Fla. 

Mrs.  Bernice  Blankenship,  Rome,  Ga. 

John  Guy  Eubanks,  W.  Durham,  N.  C. 
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Giving    the    Skim 

At  a  missionary  meeting  a  good  many 
years  ago,  the  writer  was  amused  and 
stirred  in  spirit  by  the  address  of  the 
guest  speaker,  a  well-known  Irish  pastor, 
now  with  the  Lord.  His  theme  was  the 
duty  of  systematically  setting  apart  a 
portion  of  the  income  for  the  Lord,  as 
indicated  by  the  apostle  in  his  letter  to 
the  Corinthian  church.  He  told  how,  in 
his  boyhood  days,  when  his  mother  would 
be  "doin'  up  presarves,"  the  children 
would  be  gathered  around  with  watering 
mouths  as  they  watched  the  proceedings. 
As  the  fruit  boiled  up  well  in  the 
"kittle,"  the  mother  would  take  a  saucer, 
and  from  the  top  of  the  simmering  sweet- 
ness would  lift  with  a  spoon  the  "skim." 
This  became  the  portion  of  the  children, 
and  disappeared  with  relish  and  rapidity. 

As  the  mouths  of  the  audience  also 
watered  at  the  graphic  description,  the 
pastor  earnestly  pressed  home  the  lesson. 
How  many  Christians  adopted  the  same 
method  of  giving  to  the  work  of  the 
Lord.  Only  the  "skim"  was  allotted  to 
Him.  The  business  man  at  the  end  of 
the  year  closed  his  books,  and  figured 
what  there  was  left  that  might  be  handed 
to  the  missionary  treasurer.  The  house- 
keeper gave  the  "skim"  of  her  allowance; 
the  employed  person  what  could  be  spared 
of  the  weekly  income.  Then,  with  a 
mighty  appeal,  he  pictured  the  One  who 
for  our  sakes  became  poor,  that  we 
through  His  poverty  might   be  rich. 

The  only  fair  response  to  the  gift  of 
divine  grace,  he  argued,  was  the  definite 
consideration  of  the  Lord's  portion  be- 
fore our  own  was  touched.  It  was  the 
way  of  obedience,  the  way  of  justice, 
the  way  of  love,  and  the  way  of  faith. 
He  did  not  fail  to  stress  the  truth  that 
the  balance  went  further  when  the  Lord 
was  first  considered,  and  long  experience 
has   confirmed   his   words. 

Driving  in  company  with  a  returned 
missionary,  confession  was  made  that,  for 
some  time,  he  had  felt  that  he  could  not 
afford  to  lay  aside  a  tithe  for  the  Lord 
out  of  the  small  amount  that  he  had  been 
receiving.  But  he  had  been  troubled  about 
it,  and,  as  the  months  had  gone  by,  his 
wife  and  he  had  come  to  realize  that 
they  were  beginning  again  to  strictly  set 
apart  the  full  tithe  of  everything  that 
was  received,  assured  that  God,  who  gave 
them  all  that  was  now  coming  to  their 
hands,  would  make  the  residue  sufficient, 
and  would  not  fail  to  meet  new  and 
pressing  needs. 

Giving  does  not  impoverish  God,  He 
is  often  informed  by  those  who  are  seek- 
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ing  help  from  Him.  Neither  does  it  im- 
poverish His  consecrated  children.  But  it 
is  certain  that  withholding  "more  than 
is  meet"  does  bring  a  real  poverty  of 
soul.  No  sanctified  believer  can  afford 
to  retain  aught  of  that  which  the  Word 
of  God  and  his  own  instructed  conscience 
assures  him  is  the  share  of  his  Lord. 
What  the  Holy  Spirit  teaches  in  addition, 
and  what  the  law  of  precedence  as  be- 
tween Master  and  servant  must  ever  im- 
press upon  the  loyal  heart,  is  that,  not 
only  in  the  ordinary  matters  of  obedience, 
but  as  well  in  the  allotment  of  the 
income,  God's  share  must  come  first. — 
/.  A.  M.,  in  The  Alliance  Weekly. 

How  Much   Shall   I   Give  This  Year 
to  Missions? 

A   Little  Argument  With  Myself 

1.  If  I  refuse  to  give  anything  to  the 
missions  this  year,  I  practically  cast  a 
ballot  in  favor  of  the  recall  of  every 
missionary,  both  in  the  home  and  foreign 
fields. 

2.  If  I  give  less  than  heretofore,  in 
proportion  to  my  income,  I  favor  a  re- 
duction of  the  missionary  forces  pro- 
portionate   to    my    reduced    contribution. 

3.  If  I  give  the  same  as  formerly,  in 
proportion  to  my  income,  I  favor  holding 
the  ground  already  won,  but  I  disregard 
any  forward  movement.  My  song  is, 
"Hold  the  Fort!"  forgetting  that  the 
Lord  never  intended  that  His  army  should 
take  refuge  in  a  fort.  All  of  His  soldiers 
are  under  marching  orders  always.  They 
are   commanded    to   "GO!" 

4.  If  I  advance  my  offering  beyond 
former  years,  then  I  favor  an  advance 
movement  in  the  conquest  of  new  terri- 
tory for  Christ.  Shall  I  not  join  this 
class? 

Resolve:  I  do  believe  in  greatly  in- 
creasing the  present  number  of  our  mis- 
sionaries; therefore  I  will  increase  my 
former  offerings  to  missionary  work. — 
Selected. 

Missionary   Thermometer 

"There  is  no  fun  like  work."  That  is 
a  motto  which  the  Rev.  J.  A.  Broadbelt, 
an  English  minister  who  is  devoted  to 
mission  work,  keeps  in  plain  sight  in  his 
home.  He  likes  mottoes,  and  in  Hull, 
Bristol,  London,  and  other  places  where 
he  has  been  superintendent  of  missions 
among  the  more  needy  classes,  the  walls 
of  his  missions  have  been  covered  with 
them.  But,  among  other  things,  he  uses 
a  missionary  thermometer.  A  poster  has 
a  thermometer  sketched  on  the  left,  and 


the  various  readings  indicate  the  "heat" 
of  the  enterprise  in  missions.  The  classi- 
fication runs  thus: 

"Boiling:  The  ideal  church  —  Pente- 
costal,   spiritual,    missionary. 

"Hot:  Missionary  sermons  popular, 
sacrificial  giving. 

"Blood-heat:  Studies  diligently,  prays 
earnestly,    gives    freely. 

"Warm:  Interested  in  missions,  world's 
vision    dawning. 

"Lukewarm:  Thinks  missions  a  trouble, 
but  must  be  helped. 

"Cool:  Thinks  charity  begins  at  home, 
and  ends  there. 

"Cold:  Callous  about  heathen  and  ev- 
erybody else. 

"Freezing:  Thinks  missions  a  huge 
mistake. 

"Zero:  Opposes,  criticizes  missions,  a 
dead  church." 

Churches  and  Sunday  Schools  may 
find  the  reading  of  this  thermometer  of 
interest,  and  by  its  aid  can  determine 
their  own  relation  to  the  spreading  of 
the   gospel. — Sunday   School   Banner. 

The   Last   Forty 

"No,  I  don't  believe  in  foreign  mis- 
sions. I'm  a  home  mission  man.  I  think 
it's  foolishness  to  go  spending  money  on 
other  people  when  America  is  not  all 
right.  Let  us  convert  America.  Let  us 
make  our  own  country  pure  before  turn- 
ing to  others."  This  from  Farmer  Hop- 
kins. And  he  spoke  with  vehemence,  too, 
for  he  had  often  made  this  same  speech, 
and  with  each  succeeding  recital  had 
been  more  and  more  convinced  of  its 
correctness. 

His  neighbor,  Carter,  was  a  full  min- 
ute in  giving  his  answer  to  this  outburst 
of  reason,  but  finally  plied  the  following 
question,  "Thomas,  how  many  acres  have 
you  in  your  farm;  I  mean  your  home 
farm?" 

"One  hundred  and  thirty,"  answered 
Brother  Hopkins.  "I  guess  you're  a  little 
anxious  to  change  the  subject,  aren't  you, 
Henry?"  he  added  with  a  chuckle. 

"Just  wait  a  minute,  Thomas.  One 
hundred  and  thirty  acres.  Now,  if  I  re- 
member aright  you  have  two  forties,  two 
twenties,  and  the  ten  acres  around  the 
house." 

"Yes,  that's  right,"  added  Brother 
Hopkins. 

"Now,  Thomas,"  he  continued,  "allow 
me  a  suggestion  as  to  how  you  should 
farm  your  land.  I  think  you  have  been 
entirely  wrong  in  your  method.  The  other 
day  I  noticed  you  plodding  home  with 
your  horses,  hauling  back  the  plows  from 
the  farthest  forty  behind  the  woods. 
Now,  Thomas,  you  do  foolishly  in  that." 

"But!    Carter — " 

"Now  wait,  Thomas;  I  heard  you  plan- 
ning to  put  a  new  fence  around  the 
next  forty,  and  that  you  intended  drain- 
(Continued  on    page   33) 
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"How  beautiful  and  perfect  in  form 
and  feature!  What  a  capital  model!  I'll 
paint  her,"  said  Stenburg,  the  highly  tal- 
ented artist  of  Dusseldorf  to  himself,  as 
unexpectedly  he  encountered  a  Gypsy  girl 
named  Petita.  She  agreed  to  be  at  his 
studio  three  times  a  week  at  an  appointed 
hour,  for  a  specified  sum  of  money.  At 
her  first  visit  to  his  workshop  she  was 
amazed  at  the  sight  of  so  many  strange 
things.  She  saw  medieval  armor,  pottery, 
carvings,  and  paintings.  Finally  her  rov- 
ing eyes  fixed  upon  an  altarpiece  that  was 
nearing  completion  for  the  wealthy 
church  of  St.  Jerome. 

"Who  is  that?"  questioned  the  Gypsy 
girl,  pointing  to  the  most  prominent  fig- 
ure. "The  Christ,"  brusquely  answered 
the  artist.  "What  are  they  doing  to 
Him?"  "Being  crucified,"  sharply  re- 
torted the  man  with  the  brush.  "Who  are 
those  people  about  Him — those  with  the 
bad  faces?"  Stenburg  stamped  his  feet  and 
said,  "You  must  stand  still  and  not  ask 
questions." 

The  girl  dared  not  ask  any  more  ques- 
tions, but  she  gazed,  wondering,  and  spec- 
ulating. She  was  fascinated  by  the  pic- 
ture of  the  Christ  and  was  unable  to  get 
it  out  of  her  thoughts.  Then  one  day  she 
ventured  to  ask,  "Why  did  they  cruci- 
fy Him?  Was  He  bad — very  bad?"  "No, 
very  good."  That  answer  made  her  even 
more  curious  and  inquisitive,  but  not  un- 
til a  later  day  did  she  pluck  up  sufficient 
courage  to  propound  the  question,  "If  He 
was  so  good,  why  did  they  crucify  Him?" 
The  artist  stammered,  "Because," — then 
halted.  "Please,  Signor,  please  tell  me." 
The  features  of  the  stern  man  relaxed. 
The  eager  questioner  had  touched  a  ten- 
der spot  within  his  make-up.  He  told  her 
of  Jesus  and  His  redeeming  love. 

It  was  new  to  Petita,  though  old  to  the 
artist,  so  that  without  the  quiver  of  a 
single  nerve,  he  painted  that  dying 
agony.  Petita 's  eyes  swam  in  tears.  She 
sighed  and  reverently  gazed  upon  the 
bleeding,  agonizing  picture  of  the  Christ 
who  died  to  save  us  all. 

When  she  appeared  for  the  last  time  in 
the  studio,  she  said,  "Signor,  you  must 
love  Him  very  much,  do  you  not?"  The 
face  into  which  she  looked  flushed  crim- 
son. He  was  ashamed  and  turned  away. 
That  question,  however,  continued  to 
echo  and  reecho  in  his  ears.  It  disturbed 
and  distressed  him  day  and  night. 

Then  one  day  he  saw  a  large  number 
of  people  gather  in  a  vacant  building.  He 
made  inquiry  and  was  informed  that  it 
was  a  pack  of  meddlesome  reformers. 
Curious  to  see  and  make  the  acquaintance 
of  the  "meddlers,"  Stenburg  edged  his 
way  into  the  building.  It  resulted  in  his 
conviction  and  confession  of  sin  and  in 
his  conversion.  He  joined  the  "meddlers" 


and  felt  the  urge  to  make  known  the 
glad  news  of  redemption  through  the  shed 
blood  of  Jesus  Christ.  He  quickly  realized 
that  the  tongue  was  not  a  suitable  tool 
for  him  to  rely  on,  in  making  known 
Jesus  the  Savior  of  mankind;  that  he  was 
a  painter  and  that  that  talent  ought  to  be 
utilized  by  him. 

The  leader  of  the  "meddlers"  presented 
him  with  a  New  Testament  and  he  read, 
"Looking  unto  Jesus  the  author  and  fin- 
isher of  our  faith,  who  for  the  joy  that 
was  set  before  him  endured  the  cross,  de- 
spising the  shame,"  Heb.  12:2.  Stenburg 
pondered  those  words  in  his  heart  and  in 
the  light  of  it,  it  dawned  upon  him  that 
he  erred  in  the  presentation  of  the  cruci- 
fixion on  the  altarpiece.  It  did  not  convey 
the  unutterable  love,  infinite  compassion, 
and  willing  sacrifice  that  prompted  Jesus 
to  die  and  secure  eternal  life  for  men.  It 
portrayed  human  sorrow,  anguish,  and 
woe,  and  not  a  gleam  of  hope,  joy,  and 
blissful  expectation.  On  bended  knee,  he 
besought  God  to  help  him  paint  wot  thily. 
Prayer  was  answered,  for  he  produced  a 
wonderful  painted  sermon  that  touched 
the  hearts  and  lives  of  many. 

He  would  not  sell  it.  Instead  he  gave  it 
to  his  native  city  of  Dusseldorf  to  be  dis- 
played in  the  public  gallery.  There  the 
citizens  and  visitors  from  distant  places 
flocked  to  see  it.  Voices  were  hushed  and 
hearts  were  melted  as  they  stood  before  it 
and  pondered  the  words  discernible  upon 
the  base  of  the  surrounding  frame: 
"All  this  I  did  for  thee; 
What  hast  thou  done  for  Me?" 

Almost  every  day  Stenburg  observed 
from  a  corner  of  the  gallery  the  reaction 
of  the  throngs  that  gathered  before  his 
painted  sermon  and  fervently  he  prayed 
for  them. 

One  day  he  noticed  a  young  woman 
standing  before  the  painting.  She  wept 
bitterly.  He  came  near  and  asked  her  con- 
cerning her  grief  and  visible  distress.  She 
turned  to  him.  It  was  Petita,  his  Gypsy 
model.  "O  Signor,  if  only  He  had  loved 
me  so!  But  then,  for  us  low-trash  Gypsies 
there  exists  no  such  love."  "No,  no,  Peti- 
ta. He  died  for  you  also,  for  everybody, 
'That  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should 
not  perish,  but  have  everlasting  life.'  " 
For  hours  they  sat  together  and  talked.  He 
reviewed  the  life  of  Christ  whose  advent 
angels  heralded.  He  told  her  about  His 
heartfelt  interest  in  the  common  people 
and  His  compassion  for  the  sick  and  af- 
flicted, the  heavy  laden  and  the  be- 
reaved. He  emphasized  His  sacrificial 
death,  His  triumph  over  the  grave,  His 
ascension,  and  imminent  return.  Atten- 
tively she  listened,  believed,  and  received 
the  Lord  of  glory  into  her  heart. 

Two   years   later,      while   comfortably 


seated  in  his  home  beside  blazing  pine 
logs,  on  a  bitter  cold  night,  his  servant 
admitted  a  man  who  requested  his  attend- 
ance upon  a  dying  Gypsy  woman.  In  a 
tent  illuminated  by  the  light  of  the  moon 
he  found  Petita  lying  upon  a  small  rude 
bed  of  straw.  Her  face  was  pinched  and 
hollow.  "Why,  Petita!"  She  opened  her 
eyes,  now  not  so  lustrous  and  after  a 
parozysm  of  distressing  cough,  she  ejacu- 
lated with  a  wan  smile  upon  her  face,  "Je- 
sus loves  me!  He  has  called  for  me!  He 
holds  me  in  His  pierced  hands!  I  am  hap- 
py! I  love  Him!"  It  exhausted  her  feeble 
strength.  She  laid  still  and  quiet  for  a  few 
moments,  then  looking  into  space  she  said, 
"My  Jesus,"  and  the  next  moment  her 
spirit  had  flown.  She  was  with  Him  who 
loved  her  and  gave  Himself  for  her. 

Shortly  thereafter  while  on  his  way  to 
gay  Paris,  a  young,  wealthy,  and  influen- 
tial nobleman  stopped  in  Dusseldorf.  He 
visited  the  art  gallery  and  saw  the  painted 
sermon.  It  stirred  every  fiber  of  his  be- 
ing, brought  tears  to  his  eyes,  and 
prompted  him  on  bended  knees  to  pledge 
allegiance  to  his  crucified  Lord  and  Sav- 
ior, and  readiness  to  do  whatever  He 
commanded. 

The  nobleman  was  Count  von  Zinzen- 
dorf,  writer  of  many  hymns,  some  of 
which  were  translated  into  English  by 
John  Wesley.  Under  Zinzendorf's  foster- 
ing care,  fugitive  Moravian  Brethren  were 
sheltered  on  his  extensive  estate,  known 
as  Herrnhut  (the  Lord's  guard).  He  be- 
came their  leader  and  in  order  to  spread 
their  views,  he  traveled  extensively.  The 
Moravian  Brethren  were  never  numerous, 
but  their  zeal  and  orthodoxy  has  given 
them  an  enviable  reputation.  They  are 
credited  with  having  a  larger  proportion 
of  their  membership  engaged  in  foreign 
missions  than  any  other  Christian  de- 
nomination. 

The  painted  sermon  no  longer  hangs  in 
the  gallery  of  Dusseldorf.  It  was  de- 
stroyed when  fire  wrecked  the  building 
some  years  ago. 

We  may  not  be  able  to  extol  the  sacri- 
fice, love,  and  righteousness  of  God  as  ef- 
fectively as  we  would  like  to,  yet  all  of 
us  are  capable  of  exerting  ourselves  at 
opportune  times  in  favor  of  less  worthy 
causes.  If  we  have  the  will,  we  may  apply 
ourselves  to  gain  the  mastery  over  all 
manner  of  obstacles.  Throughout  our 
country  it  has  become  nigh  impossible  for 
a  man  to  practice  medicine  unless  he  has 
devoted  at  least  seven  years  to  study  and 
to  research  work  in  a  college  and  medical 
school.  No  one  encounters  an  obstacle  so 
difficult  in  order  to  witness  for  the 
Prince  of  Glory.  Employ  the  faculties  of 
your  mind  and  body  to  the  praise  and 
honor  of  your  Savior.  If  you  fail  to  do  so, 
you  will  not  share  in  the  special  tokens 
of  love  and  esteem  that  Jesus  has  laid  by 
for  His  faithful  servants.  —  Ernest  A. 
Eggers. 
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Editor's  Message 

{ Continued   from  page  z ) 
so  they  can  stand  anywhere. 

I  remember  one  place  where  I  lived 
for  two  years  without  looking  into  the 
face  of  a  holiness  man  or  woman.  God  let 
me  have  the  best  time  of  my  life  during 
these  two  years,  because  I  had  to  trust 
Him.  There  were  no  revival  fires  burning 
around  me.  There  were  no  people  for  me 
to  confide  in.  So  I  must  hold  on  to  Him 
or  go  down  in  defeat.  I  had  been  trained 
to  trust  Him  in  the  dark.  God  help  us  to 
give  more  attention  to  training  our  young 
people  how  to  have  faith  in  the  dark. 

We  all  have  a  right  to  our  own  opin- 
ions, I  suppose,  but  I  believe  if  we'd  spend 
more  time  in  drilling  the  Word  of  God 
into  our  young  people  and  getting  them 
established  so  they  can  stand  anywhere,  it 
would  save  a  lot  of  backsliding,  and 
would  help  them  to  stand  down  in  the 
valley  as  well  as  on  the  mountain  top. 

Don't  fail  to  meet  me  at  our  Class 
Evangelism    on    another    page. 

Again  God  bless  you  and  make  you  a 
blessing. 

NOTE:  Young  people,  I  am  depending 
on  you  to  help  me  dispose  of  my  iittle 
book,  "Mountain  Peaks  of  Experience,"  or 
"The  Story  of  My  Life."  Please  don't  fail 
me.  Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  290  5 
Parker   St.,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 

Class  Evangelism 

(Continued  from  page   10) 

"Now  we  will  turn  to  Acts  1:4,  5, 
'And,  being  assembled  together  with 
them,  commanded  them  that  they  should 
not  depart  from  Jerusalem,  but  wait  for 
the  promise  of  the  Father,  which,  saith  he, 
ye  have  heard  of  me.  For  John  truly  bap- 
tized with  water;  but  ye  shall  be  baptized 
with  the  Holy  Ghost  not  many  days 
hence.' 

"Acts  1:8,  'But  ye  shall  receive  power, 
after  that  the  Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon 
you:  and  ye  shall  be  witnesses  unto  me 
both  in  Jerusalem,  and  in  all  Judea,  and 
in  Samaria,  and  unto  the  uttermost  part 
of  the  earth.'  Here  He  tells  us  what  this 
experience  means  to  us.  It  helps  us  to  be 
witnesses  for  Him.  You  remember  back 
in  John  15:26,  27  that  Jesus  said  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  will  testify  and  ye  also  shall 
bear  witness.  Now  this  scripture  clinches 
the  other,  doesn't  it? 

Samuel:  "But  it  spoke  also  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  testifying.  Is  there  something  that 
proves  that?" 

Mrs.  H — :  "Yes,  and  in  order  to 
make  this  clear  let  us  read  this  scripture 
again.  John  15:26,  27,  'But  when  the 
Comforter  is  come,  whom  I  will  send  un- 
to you  from  the  Father,  even  the  Spirit  of 
truth,  which  proceedeth  from  the  Father, 
he  shall  testify  of  me:  And  ye  also  shall 
bear  witness,  because  ye  have  been  with 
me  from  the  beginning.' 


"Let  us  turn  to  Acts  2:4.  This  won- 
derful promise  we  have  been  studying 
about  was  first  given  to  the  disciples  and 
in  the  first  four  verses  you  will  find  just 
what  happened.  'And  they  were  all  filled 
with  the  Holy  Ghost,  and  began  to  speak 
with  other  tongues,  as  the  Spirit  gave 
them  utterance.'  This  was  the  testimony 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  result  of  this 
was  a  witnessing  Spirit  on  those  who 
were  there,  so  much  so  that  impulsive 
Peter,  the  one  who  had  just  denied  His 
Lord  a  few  days  before,  preached  a  sermon 
that  saved  3,000  souls." 

Martha:  "How  many  were  in  the  upper 
room  who  received  the  Holy  Ghost?  I've 
heard  some  say  that  only  the  apostles  were 
baptized  on  the  day  of  Pentecost." 

Mrs.  H — :  "All  right,  let  us  turn 
to  Acts  1:13-15,  'And  when  they  were 
come  in,  they  went  up  into  an  upper 
room,  where  abode  both  Peter,  and  James, 
and  John,  and  Andrew,  Philip,  and  Thom- 
as, Bartholomew,  and  Matthew,  James 
the  son  of  Alphaeus,  and  Simon  Zelotes, 
and  Judas  the  brother  of  James.  These  all 
continued  with  one  accord  in  prayer  and 
supplication,  with  the  women,  and  Mary 
the  mother  of  Jesus,  and  with  his 
brethren.  And  in  those  days  Peter  stood 
up  in  the  midst  of  the  disciples,  and  said, 
(the  number  of  names  together  were 
about  a  hundred  and  twenty).'  So  you 
see  there  were  one  hundred  twenty  in  that 
company." 

Alice:  "Oh,  I'm  so  glad  the  women 
were  there.  That  lets  us  in  too,  doesn't 
it?  And  it  also  proves  that  we  can  be  wit- 
nesses for  Him.  That  makes  my  heart 
glad." 

Charles:  "I  was  just  wondering  about 
what  a  man  said  the  other  day.  He  said, 
'Oh,  that  experience  was  not  for  us  to- 
day.'  What  do  you   think  about   that?" 

Mrs.  H — :  "In  that  first  wonder- 
ful sermon  Peter  preached,  after  the  Holy 
Ghost  was  given  He  said,  'For  the  promise 
is  unto  you,  and  to  your  children,  and  to 
all  that  are  afar  off,  even  as  many  as  the 
Lord  our  God  shall  call.  " 

Martha:  "My,  my,  it's  after  ten 
o'clock.  We  must  go.  It's  wonderful  how 
time  flies  when  you  study  the  Bible." 

James:  "Before  we  go  I'd  like  for  you 
to  answer  one  more  question.  Can  you 
find  in  the  Bible  where  any  one  had  this 
experience  after  the  day  of  Pentecost?" 

Mrs.  H — :  "That  will  make  a  good 
beginning  next  week,  so  we  invite  you  to 
come  back  and  bring  others  with  you  and 
during  the  coming  days  let  us  pray  that 
our  beautiful  gospel  will  find  its  way  into 
all  the  world,  for  Jesus  is  coming  soon 
and  we  believe  this  Holy  Ghost  baptism 
will  mean  everything  when  He  comes. 

"Now  let  us  close  our  eyes  and  sing 
softly: 

"  'Jesus  keep  vie  near  the  cross, 

There  a  precious  fountain; 

Free  to  all — a  healing  stream 


Flows  from  Calvary's  mountain.' 
"And  now  let  us  recite  together  the 
Mizpah  benediction,  Gen.  31:49,  'The 
Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee,  when 
we  are  absent  one  from  another.'  Good 
night  and  God  bless  you." 

Treasured  Gleanings 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
sented  a  serious  problem.  Nearly  a  hun- 
dred men  lined  up  along  the  bank  of 
the  river,  touching  hands.  At  a  signal 
the  line  of  men  advanced  one  step  at  a 
time,  bending  over  and  feeling  every 
foot  of  the  way  for  bodies,  which  when 
recovered    were    handed    to    shore. 

I  listened  to  a  man  who  had  been  in 
the  water  for  more  than  an  hour.  "In 
such  a  manner,"  said  he,  "we  fished 
hour  after  hour  for  the  bodies  of  men 
and  women  and  children."  Then,  he  add- 
ed thoughtfully,  "I  wonder  what  would 
happen  if  we  fished  for  souls  as  efficient- 
ly as  we  do  for  bodies." — Frank  Hampton 
Fox. 

Inner  Circle 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
the  collapse  will  come,  bringing  devasta- 
tion and  ruin  in  its  train. 

But  love's  tendrils  can  cling  so  tightly 
round  a  life. 

I  am  thinking  of  a  girl,  who  years  ago, 
came  to  a  great  crisis  when  the  consecra- 
tion of  her  emotions  was  tested  to  its 
depths.  Born  in  a  sweet  Christian  home 
where  she  had  been  sheltered  from  the 
blasts  of  life,  she  grew  into  young  wom- 
anhood. Charm,  grace  and  sweetness 
marked  her  character.  Then  her  path 
crossed  that  of  a  young  officer  in  the 
British  Army.  Soon  it  became  apparent 
that  they  loved  each  other.  She  was  still 
in  her  teens,  and  he  in  his  early  twenties. 
Then  to  her  dismay,  she  began  to  detect 
that  he  was  not  so  careful  about  Christian 
principles  as  in  the  beginning  of  their 
friendship,  and  he  started  to  tease  her  for 
her  stand  against  worldliness.  She  hoped 
it  would  pass,  and  did  all  she  could  to 
help  him  amidst  the  temptations  of  army 
life.  Then  came  the  news  that  he  was  or- 
dered to  India,  and  he  urged  that  they 
should  be  married  so  that  she  could  go 
with  him.  He  told  her  of  the  social  life 
which  wives  of  officers  are  expected  to 
share,  and  her  heart  failed.  How  could 
she  compromise  her  position  as  a  true 
Christian,  and  come  down  to  the  level  of 
ordinary,  unspiritual  folk?  Then  he  began 
to  be  annoyed.  "You  can't  carry  your 
ideas  too  far!  It's  unreasonable.  I  should 
be  dubbed  'the  puritan'  if  I  lived  like 
that!" 

With  these  and  other  arguments  he 
tried  to  persuade  her.  "Oh,  yes,  you'll  be 
able  to  go  to  church,  but  that  won't  hin- 
der your  coming  to  the  regiment's  social 
functions."  So  he  talked.  Deep  down  in 
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her  heart  were  qualms  of  doubt.  "Was  he, 
after  all,  God's  intended  mate  for  her?" 
With  all  her  soul  she  loved  her  Lord,  and 
to  grieve  Him  was  her  dread.  Yet  she 
loved  the  man.  Then  she  began  to  weigh 
up  the  life  which  she  would  be  expected 
to  live,  the  life  of  gaity  and  pleasure.  No 
liberty  for  Christian  service,  no  real  fel- 
lowship with  her  husband,  and  no  peace 
in  her  heart  that  she  was  doing  what  was 
right.  To  a  girl  of  nineteen,  such  an  ex- 
perience was  well-nigh  crushing,  but  she 
did  not  shrink.  Though  the  love  in  her 
heart  for  the  man  was  deep  and  pure  (it 
was  her  first  taste  of  it,  so  her  emotions 
were  stirred  to  their  very  depths),  she 
kept  her  eyes  upon  her  Lord,  and  more 
and  more  as  the  days  went  by,  she  felt  she 
must  break  off  that  engagement.  It  was 
the  choice  between  the  human  love  and 
the  divine  love,  and  the  divine  love  won. 

A  very  human  story,  one  that  is  hap- 
pening constantly.  Some  win  through, 
while  others  do  not.  Oh,  the  sadness  in  the 
hearts  of  many  who  know  that  they  have 
put  self  first  and  God  last,  and  in  conse- 
quence have  made  shipwreck  of  their 
lives. 

Christ  does  not  claim  the  first  place  in 
human  affections  for  any  other  reason 
than  that  of  our  highest  good.  The  trou- 
ble is  that  folk  are  so  shortsighted.  They 
cannot  see  beyond  the  immediate,  so  they 
feel  that  God  is  hard  on  them  when  He 
asks  for  some  big  renunciation  for  His 
sake.  Yet  when  the  sacrifice  is  made,  and 
the  love  which  is  not  of  God's  choosing  is 
renounced,  does  He  forsake  His  child? 
No!  Never!  If  the  surrender  of  the  emo- 
tions is  complete,  then  the  capacity  for 
the  love  of  God  has  increased,  and  the 
soul  comes  out  of  the  conflict  enriched, 
deepened,  beautified,  chastened  and  made 
more  effective  in  the  hands  of  the  Lord 
for  His  service. 

Forgive  the  play  on  words.  God  does 
not  make  any  "miss-takes"  in  a  life  which 
is  wholly  yielded  to  Him.  He  does  not 
take  away  anything  amiss. 

I  doubt  whether  there  is  anything 
which  can  so  easily  turn  a  man  aside  from 
the  will  of  God  as  this  question  of  love. 
Not  that  it  is  never  God's  will  that  a  man 
should  love.  It  may  be  the  making  of  him. 
If  the  emotion  is  given  by  God,  then  it  is 
one  of  the  ways  in  which  He  fits  that 
man  for  life.  The  love  of  a  pure  woman 
has  been  the  making  of  many  a  man,  but 
in  this,  as  in  other  things,  the  devil  tries 
to  turn  us  aside  from  the  right  path,  and 
we  need  in  this  matter  to  be  very  sure  of 
the  mind  of  the  Spirit  of  God.  Every 
thought  must  be  brought  under  the  cap- 
tivity of  Christ. 

Here  is  a  man  who  has  heard  the  call 
to  the  mission  field.  Then  he  meets  some 
girl.  She  has  no  such  ambitions.  Possibly 
she  has  not  the  physique  for  the  life  of 
hardship.  She  could  never  become  a  mis- 
sionary, and  instead  of  keeping  on  stead- 


fastly with  his  purpose,  the  man  lets  the 
human  love  take  the  place  of  his  devotion 
to  His  Lord.  He  abandons  all  thought  of 
the  mission  field,  and  with  it  goes  his  pas- 
sion for  souls.  He  is  lost  to  the  cause  of 
Christ,  he  is  useless  in  His  service,  all  be- 
cause his  emotions  were  not  under  Christ's 
control. 

In  the  same  way  a  similar  experience 
may  come  to  a  girl.  She  too  has  started 
off  with  the  needs  of  the  world  so  upon 
her  heart  that  she  is  willing  to  suffer  any- 
thing or  to  go  anywhere  if  she  can  but 
lead  souls  to  the  Savior.  Then  a  friend- 
ship begins.  The  vision  of  a  home  of  her 
own,  and  the  joys  of  family  life,  the  vista 
of  a  certain  amount  of  ease  and  pleasure 
opens  up  before  her,  and  the  unevan- 
gelized  world  loses  its  appeal,  and  the  call 
of  God  dies  out  from  her  heart. 

It  is  the  old  story,  "Demas  hath  for- 
saken me,  having  loved  this  present 
world."  Paul,  weary  with  his  long  serv- 
ice, looked  to  the  younger  man  to  help 
him,  but  Demas  let  him  down.  Is  it  not 
possible  for  us  to  let  God  down  by  turn- 
ing aside  to  our  own  way,  and  by  doing 
our  own  will,  and  letting  our  emotions 
get  the  better  of  our  judgment,  and  even 
of  our  faith? 

Love  which  is  God-planned  is  one  of 
the  sweetest  things  on  earth.  The  united 
influence  and  service  of  a  man  and  a 
woman,  who  are  joined  together  by  God, 
is  incalculable  in  its  blessing.  But  things 
go  wrong  when  love  is  not  of  God,  and 
the  emotions  are  not  consecrated. 
(To  be  continued) 

Facing  Realities 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
fant  Allam. 

WEATHER  DOESN'T  MATTER 
Sometimes  we  hear  children  whine 
when  it  rains.  They  can't  play  outdoors 
and  everything  seems  to  be  wrong.  In 
our  family  we  always  sing  this  little  song 
on  rainy  or  stormy  days: 

"The  outside  sunshine's  gone  away, 
But  the  inside  sunshine's  here, 

It  shines   through   the  eyes  of  Jean  and 
John 
And  drives  away  a  tear. 

"The  outside  sunshine  goes  and  comes, 

It  does  not  always  stay, 
But  the  inside  sunshine  we  may  have 

Tor  every  stormy  day!" 

This  chant  is  always  accompanied  by 
smiles,  which  start  out,  I  must  admit, 
with  forced  grins,  but  always  end  in 
broad  and  happy  smiles. — L.  B. 

UNHURRIED  BREAKFASTS 

My  own  rising  hour  had  been  early 
enough  to  prepare  a  good  breakfast,  and 
my  husband  always  had  plenty  of  time 
to  read  his  paper  and  still  reach  the  office 
at  nine,  but  we  had  let  the  children  sleep 
until  the  last  possible  minute.  It  seemed 
heartless  to  awaken  them  early!  So  dress- 


ing was  always  a  mad  scramble,  and  they 
never  had  time  to  eat  enough  breakfast. 
It  was  always,  "Hurry  up,  Mary,  or  you'll 
be  late  to  school."  "Never  mind  about 
that  milk,  Ted.  You'll  be  late  if  you  take 
time  to  drink  it." 

One  morning  when  the  children  had 
scampered  off  to  school  after  the  usual 
breathless  race  with  the  clock,  I  sat  beside 
the  baby's  high  chair,  feeding  him  his 
cereal.  He  was  laughing  and  happy  at 
his  breakfast,  while  Ted  and  Mary  had 
been  cross  and  irritable.  It  came  to  me  in 
a  sudden  flash  of  understanding  that 
Baby  Maurice  was  happy  because  he  had 
time  to  eat  his  breakfast  in  peace.  Nobody 
was  hurrying  him  as  I  hurried  Ted  and 
Mary!  I  resolved  from  that  minute  to 
awaken  those  children  half  an  hour  earlier 
than  I  had  been  doing.  They  would  still 
have  plenty  of  sleep,  for  they  had  an  early 
bedtime. 

You'd  be  surprised  how  much  that  ex- 
tra morning  half  hour  meant  to  my  fam- 
ily! Bad  tempers  disappeared  as  if  by 
magic,  and  the  next  cards  they  brought 
home  showed  a  quickened  interest  in  their 
schoolwork. — Lucy  Mallory. 

DAY  AND  NIGHT 

People  remark  sometimes  when  they 
talk  about  the  inevitable,  "As  sure  as 
night  follows  day." 

Have  you  ever  thought  that  two  events 
in  Jesus'  life  changed  this  law  of  the  uni- 
verse? God,  the  maker  of  natural  law,  can 
change  it  too.  All  man's  inventions  and 
cleverness  are  as  nothing  compared  with 
the  power  of  the  Almighty. 

At  the  birth  of  Jesus  night  was  turned 
into  day.  "Glory  shone  all  around."  The 
Judean  hills  glowed  in  a  glory  of  celes- 
tial light  on  the  joyous  coming  of  the 
Savior  of  the  world.  Happiness  and  joy 
belong  with  light. 

And  at  the  crucifixion  of  Jesus,  when 
cruel  men  wished  to  overcome  the  Son 
of  God  with  the  powers  of  darkness,  day 
became  night  ....  "there  was  a  dark- 
ness over  all  the  earth  .  .  .  And  the  sun 
was  darkened  ..." 

We  haven't  the  power  to  change  day 
and  night  in  their  appointed  rounds,  but 
we  do  have  the  power  to  create  happiness 
and  joy  by  our  presence,  cheerfulness  and 
living  like  Jesus. 

Sin  and  deeds  of  evil  seek  the  dark. 
When  we  are  cross,  ill-tempered  and  im- 
patient, we  create  darkness  and  unhappi- 
ness  and  spread  gloom  and  spiritual  night 
to  those  around  us. 

If  you  ever  get  up  feeling  tired  and 
cross,  and  act  accordingly,  watch  those 
around  you  reflect  the  same  feelings.  You 
have  a  miserable  day  and  feel  how  badly 
you  are  treated  and  God  seems  far  away. 

But  if  you  feel  good,  sing,  smile  and  try 
to  do  your  best,  watch  how  others  re- 
spond, and  light  and  pleasantness  is 
spread.  Then  God  is  so  near  you  feel  Him 
"nearer  than  breathing,  closer  than  hands 
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and  feet." 

As  a  mother,  I've  noticed  if  I'm  on 
edge  and  start  talking  sharply  to  the 
children,  they  get  quarrelsome,  ill-tem- 
pered. If  I've  prayed  or  read  Scripture 
and  kept  in  the  spirit  of  it  in  spite  of 
temptations  to  the  contrary,  and  kept 
sweet-tempered,  low-voiced  and  gentle 
with  the  children,  all  runs  smoothly  and 
we  have  a  happy  day. 

A  mother,  more  than  anyone  else,  can 
set  the  spirit  of  the  home.  She  can  keep 
sweet  and  efficient  only  with  the  help  of 
Jesus. 

Often  when  I  want  to  scold,  tell  the 
neighbors  what  dreadful  children  they 
have,  or  some  other  such  unchristianlike 
conduct,  I  start  to  sing  some  Sunday 
School  song,  preferably  a  lively  one.  By 
the  time  I'm  through  singing  I've  changed 
my  mind  about  such  action  and  every- 
thing goes  on  serenely.  It  works  far  bet- 
ter than  the  old  counting  ten  when  angry, 
because  it  prevents  anger.  Sometimes  the 
song  may  be  sung  with  more  force  than 
music,  but  it  is  an  outlet  for  feelings. 
Modern  psychology  says  feelings  overflow 
into  action,  so  why  not  have  them  over- 
flow into  Christlike  channels.  A  song  is 
always   better   than   a   scold. 

As  we  move  to  the  land  of  "everlasting 
light"  let's  scatter  light  on  our  way  in- 
stead of  increasing  the  darkness.  For  our 
own  happiness,  for  that  of  our  children 
and  our  homes,  let's  "arise  and  shine." — 
Esther  Miller  Payler. 

The  Master  of  the  Storm 

(Continued    from    page    6) 
be,  but  the  souls  of  those  who  love  Him 
are  safe  in  His  keeping. 

More  serious  than  any  storms  of  na- 
ture are  the  storms  that  human  hatred  in- 
flict upon  the  earth.  Who  doesn't  fear  the 
war  clouds  that  rise  so  dark  and  threat- 
ening from  time  to  time?  The  outbreak 
of  a  great  war  would  inflict  more  suf- 
fering than  all  the  tornadoes  and  hurri- 
canes that  have  come  for  many  years.  It 
would  not  only  inflict  suffering,  but  it 
would  poison  the  moral  atmosphere  with 
hatred  and  falsehood.  Yet  nothing  can 
happen  on  earth  but  He  who  rules  on 
high  suffers  it  so  to  be.  It  may  be  He  will 
restrain  those  forces  that  make  for  war. 
At  any  rate,  the  kingdom  belongs  to  Him 
and  some  day  He  will  claim  His  own.  Let 
us  then  take  heart.  When  human  re- 
sources utterly  fail  He  gives  strength  to 
His  people.  When  the  storm  rages  He 
blesses  His  people  with  peace.  —  Gospel 
Herald. 

One  Little  Widow 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
sunlight  whenever  she  saw  her.  One  day, 
after  the  woman  had  abused  her  at  the 
well,  Sita  found  a  chance  to  tell  Tungi 
about  it. 

"There  is  a  better  God  than  that," 
Tungi  said.      "Our  people  do  not  know 


Him,  and  that  is  why  I  am  not  allowed 
to  talk  with  you.  I  am  married,  and  my 
husband  lives  in  a  distant  city.  If  I  speak 
to  you,  they  believe  that  he  will  die.  But 
in  the  school  I  attend  many  do  not  be- 
lieve these  things." 

"How  can  you  go  to  school?"  Sita 
asked.  "My  sister-in-law  says  that  only 
bad  people  learn  to  read." 

"So  my  mother  used  to  think,"  said 
Tungi,  "but  my  husband  is  in  school,  and 
he  sent  word  that  I  must  go  until  he  calls 
for  me  to  come  to  his  home.  Then  he  can 
have  a  wife  who  can  understand  when  he 
talks  about  his  books.  He  says  the  English 
have  happy  families,  and  it  is  this  that 
makes  them  so.  The  wives  know  books, 
and  how  to  sing,  and  how  to  make  home 
pleasant.  My  mother  says  it  is  all  very 
bad,  but  he  is  my  husband,  and  I  must 
do  as  he  says.  I  am  very  glad,  for  it  is 
very  pleasant  there." 

Thus  the  bright-eyed  little  Brahman 
wife  chatted  away  as  gay  as  a  bird.  The 
fount  of  knowledge  was  opened  to  her — 
the  beaming  eye,  the  elastic  figure,  and 
the  individuality  of  her  Western  sisters 
were  becoming  hers.  But  none  of  these 
things  seemed  for  Sita. 

For  nine  weary  months  after  Tungi 
went  to  school  the  shaven-headed  child, 
living  on  one  meal  a  day,  went  about  sad 
and  lonely.  When  she  again  saw  her 
bright-faced  little  friend,  her  condition 
had  grown  worse.  Her  neck  and  arms 
were  full  of  scars  where  bits  of  flesh  had 
been  picked  out  in  vindictive  rage  by  her 
husband's  relatives,  who  believed  her 
guilty  of  his  death.  Brutality,  growing 
stronger  with  use,  made  them  callous  to 
the  sufferings  of  the  little  being  in  their 
power.  No  one  who  cared  knew  of  the 
pangs  of  hunger,  the  violent  words  and 
the  threats  of  future  punishment.  Once 
or  twice  she  had  looked  down  into  the 
cool  depths  of  the  well,  and  wondered 
how  quickly  she  could  die.  Only  the  ter- 
ror of  punishment  after  death  kept  this 
baby  widow  from  suicide. 

One  day  she  was  weeping  by  the  gate- 
way of  Tungi's  house,  the  little  child 
wife  told  the  little  child  widow  of  a  safe 
refuge  for  such  as  she,  where  neither  pov- 
erty nor  ignorance  could  exclude  her — a 
home  under  the  loving  care  of  one  who 
knew  the  widow's  curse.  After  many  dif- 
ficulties, Sita  found  this  shelter.  Here 
she  forgot  her  widowhood  and  found  her 
childhood.  Here,  in  the  beautiful  garden, 
or  at  her  lessons,  helping  with  cooking, 
or  leaning  lovingly  on  the  arms  of  Rama- 
bai's  chair,  she  passed  many  sweet  and 
useful  years.  By  and  by  she  found  the 
greatest  joy  in  love,  higher  and  better 
than  human  love  can  ever  be. 

Many  of  the  millions  of  child  widows 
in  India  never  find  release  from  the  bonds 
of  cruel  custom  and  false  religion.  In 
Hinduism  there  is  no  hope  for  such 
accursed  ones. — Mosaics  from  India. 


The  Golden  Years 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
clouds  in  your  sky?  No  burdens  to  carry? 
No  heartaches?  Clara,  dear  girl,  why 
should  you,  alone  of  all  the  peoples  of 
the  earth,  be  granted  the  boon  of  per- 
petual happiness?"  and  she  smiled  quiz- 
zically  at   the  young  woman. 

"Oh,  Mrs.  Newman!  I — I — didn't 
mean  that,  of  course,"  she  stammered. 
"I  want  to  know  how  to  stay  married. 
That  is  probably  the  better  way  to  say 
it,"   embarrassedly. 

"Decidedly  better,  my  dear.  I  didn't 
mean  to  be  unkind,  but  it  always  clari- 
fies our  questions  if  we  see  exactly  what 
we  are  asking.  The  marriage  vows,  you 
know,  are  'for  better,  for  worse,  for 
richer,  for  poorer,  in  sickness  and  in 
health.'  There  isn't  a  word  about  happi- 
ness." 

"That's  right.  I  never  thought  of 
that,"  said  Clara.  "In  the  first  place  there 
are  a  number  of  principles  that  two  peo- 
ple should  understand  in  order  to  make 
marriage  a  success.  Did  you  ever  try  to 
mix  oil   and   water?" 

"Yes,  in  the  laboratory  at  school.  You 
have  to  know  how." 

"Undoubtedly.  There  are  folks  in  the 
world  whose  dispositions  are  just  as  op- 
posite as  oil  and  water,  and  it  usually 
keeps  up  a  constant  agitation  to  keep 
them  mixed.  A  bit  uncomfortable  for 
all  concerned.  Each  one  may  be  good, 
and  may  be  thoroughly  congenial  with 
one  of  their  own  kind.  So  it  seems  to  me 
that  the  first  thing  to  find  out  is,  if  you 
and  your  friend  are  congenial  or  antago- 
nistic by  nature.  And  this  is  not  a 
question  of  grace.  Sam  Jones  once  said 
that  the  Lord  could  live  with  some  people 
that  he  couldn't.  So  this  is  not  a  question 
of    the    church   relationships,   not   now." 

"But  how  can  we  tell?"  asked  the  girl. 

"Do  you  like  similar  things?  That  is, 
generally?  I  have  a  couple  of  friends. 
The  husband  loves  to  travel,  and  his 
wife  is  seasick  on  a  train  and  even  in  a 
car.  I  know  another  woman  who  is  fond 
of  swimming  as  a  sport,  but  her  husband 
was  snagged  in  a  river,  as  a  boy,  and  was 
nearly  drowned,  so,  of  course,  he  never 
enters  the  water.  Another  man  is  passion- 
ately fond  of  music,  but  to  his  wife  it 
is  merely  'noise.'  Or,  like  your  friends. 
The  woman  forgets  that  she  was  chosen 
as  a  companion,  and  she  allows  herself  to 
become  absorbed  by  the  children,  and, 
as  in  her  case,  she  fails  both  as  wife  and 
mother.  Children  do  not  grow  up  to  re- 
spect a  mother  who  has  made  a  doormat 
of  herself,  and  sooner  or  later  the  hus- 
band buries  his  disappointment  in  other 
interests  that  do  not  include  her.  I  might 
run  on  and  on,  but  I  think  you  see  what 
I  mean." 

"Yes,"  nodded  the  girl,  "I  begin  to 
see.  So  far,  Jerry  and  I  have  agreed  all 
right.   He   goes   my   way,   but,   honestly, 
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I  don't  know  whether  he  means  it,  or 
whether  he  is  doing  what  I  like  because 
of  chivalry,  and  he  is  right  now  most 
anxious    to   please    me." 

"The  best  plan,  Clara,  would  be  to 
have  a  frank  talk  about  it.  Have  you 
discussed    such    things    with    him?" 

"No,  I  hardly  knew  how  to  begin. 
But  I  think  now  that  I  can  and  it  will 
help  me  to  make  up  my  own  mind.  But, 
Mrs.  Newman,  would  that  mean  that  I 
must  learn  about  his  work,  and  every- 
thing,  so   that   I   can   advise   him?" 

"Not  advise,  dear.  Sympathize,  encour- 
age, cheer  and  listen  when  a  man  talks 
about  his  work,  but  always  be  sure  that 
he  knows  more  about  what  he  should  do 
than  you  can  ever  hope  to  know.  Be 
an  intelligent  auditor,  but  that  is  far 
enough,  at  least  until  you  have  had  years 
of   experience." 

"Oh!"  in  a  very  small  voice  from 
Clara.  She  had  tried  a  bit  of  advising. 
Perhaps  that  was  why  it  had  not  suc- 
ceeded. "Really,  though,  I  can't  stay  any 
longer  today,"  consulting  her  watch. 
"So  you'd  say  that  the  recipe  for  fifty 
golden  years  of  married  life  is  in  con- 
genial  tastes,   would  you?" 

"Oh,  my  dear,  no!"  in  dismay.  "I 
didn't  mean  that  at  all.  In  a  recipe  you 
combine  several  different  ingredients. 
Each  one  is  essential,  but,  alone  is  in- 
sufficient. This  is  only  one  part.  Come 
back  again  and  we'll  see  about  another." 

"Thanks,  I  will,"  she  promised  and 
was   gone. 

As  she  neared  her  own  home  after  her 
call  on  Mrs.  Newman,  Clara  Daniels 
found  her  mother  excitedly  removing  the 
wrappings  from  her  silver  tea  service. 
There  must  be  something  very  special 
to  call  for  this. 

"Company,  mother?"  she  asked  eager- 
ly-^ 

"Yes,  just  for  tea.  The  Grays  are  in 
town,"   said   Mrs.   Daniels  happily. 

"The  Grays?  Who  are  they?"  asked 
the  girl  blankly. 

"I  don't  suppose  you  remember  them. 
They  have  been  gone  for  years  and  years. 
Abbie  used  to  be  my  dearest  friend,  and 
now  we  exchange  Christmas  cards  and 
let  it  go  at  that.  Oh,  yes,  when  we  had 
our  silver  wedding  anniversary  they  sent 
this,"  holding  up  a  beautiful  tray. 

"Oh,  I  do  remember  the  card  that  came 
with  that.  Wasn't  it  'Mr.  and  Mrs.  Har- 
old,' or  was  it  'Herbert  Gray'?" 

"Herbert  is  right.  It  must  be  twenty- 
five  years  since  they  were  married.  How 
time   flies." 

Twenty-five  years!  Clara  thought  odd- 
ly that  it  had  not  been  necessary  for  her 
to  go  beyond  her  own  home  to  find  peo- 
ple who  "stayed  married."  Here  was  her 
mother's  beautiful  silver  as  a  mute  evi- 
dence of  the  faithfulness  to  her  vows. 
And  now  here,  too,  were  her  friends  who 
had   had   long  years   together!    Oh   well, 


of  course,  such  lives  did  not  make  good 
headlines  for  the  newspapers — except  at 
the  anniversary  dates!  But  she  had  no 
time  now  to  moralize  about  this,  so  she 
set  to  work  briskly  to  help  prepare  for 
the  guests. 

"When  did  you  get  the  letter?"  she 
asked. 

"I  didn't  get  a  letter.  They  are  here 
in  town  for  some  sort  of  convention, 
and  they  called  up  on  the  phone.  I  was 
so  excited  that  I  didn't  ask  them  what 
or  where  they  were  and  I  have  been  so 
busy  since  that  I  haven't  looked  in  the 
morning  paper  to  see  what  is  going  on 
that  would  be  likely  to  bring  them." 

"But  aren't  they  going  to  stay  here 
for  dinner?  Why  tea?"  asked  Clara  a 
little   bewildered. 

"Why,  no,  not  now,  anyway.  Wherev- 
er they  are  there  is  to  be  a  banquet  this 
evening,  and  that  cost  and  their  hotel 
rates  were  all  included  in  their  tickets. 
I  imagine  they  want  to  take  it  all  in. 
Get  their  money's  worth!  But  Abbie  said 
they  could  run  out  for  tea  and  then  we 
would  arrange  for  further  visits  later. 
They'll  be  here  any  minute  now.  I  called 
up  your  father  and  he  said  he'd  try  to 
get  here  by  the  time  they  did." 

They  all  came  at  once  and  joyous 
greetings  were  exchanged.  It  was  some 
time  before  they  could  settle  down  to 
the   teacups. 

Finally  Abbie  said,  "Remember,  Belle, 
how  afraid  I  was  that  I'd  lose  my  in- 
dividuality if  I  married  Herbert?"  Mrs. 
Daniels  laughingly  assented.  "Well,  I  had 
proof   today   that   I   had." 

"Or  that  I  had  lost  mine,"  interjected 
her  husband.  The  Daniels  trio  looked  ex- 
pectant. 

"Yes,"  Abbie  went  on,  "they  had  a 
contest  on  the  program  this  afternoon, 
and  we  were  both  asked  to  act  as  judges. 
I  told  them  we'd  pick  the  winner  if  we 
did,  for  we'd  think  alike.  They  said 
they'd  put  us  where  we  couldn't  see  each 
other  and  make  code  signals  nor  any- 
thing. But,  do  you  know,  when  we  got 
into  the  judges'  room  our  markings  were 
identical!" 

"They  were!"  "What  do  you  know!" 
"Why  was  that?"  exclaimed  the  Daniels 
family  in  amazement. 

Mr.  Gray  explained,  "I  see  it  this  way. 
When  two  people  live  together  for  twen- 
ty-five years,  if  they  really  are  congenial, 
and  try  to  each  see  the  viewpoint  of  the 
other,  their  thoughts  just  naturally  run 
along  the  same  grooves.  Not  consciously, 
you  understand.  I  believe  it  is  a  part  of 
the  'oneness'  that  the  Bible  talks  about 
as   constituting   true   marriage." 

Mrs.  Daniels  nodded.  "I  never  thought 
of  that  phase  of  the  statement,  'and  they 
twain  shall  be  one  .  .  .  '  but  I  have 
noticed  the  likeness.  By  the  way,  how 
long  have  you  been  married?" 

"Twenty-five   years!    We    are    on    our 


second  honeymoon  trip  right  now,"  de- 
clared Abbie  happily.  "We  went  west 
the  first  time,  and  now  we  came  east. 
But  we  have  already  decided  that  'East 
or  west,  hame  is  best,'  as  the  Scots  say." 

"Not  homesick  already,  surely,"  asked 
Clara. 

"Oh,  no,"  assured  Mr.  Gray.  "Travel 
is  all  right  but  it  would  be  all  wrong 
if  there  were  no  home  to  go  back  to. 
I  pity  the  globe-trotters.  And  attending 
a  convention  is  harder  work  than  you 
would   think." 

Mrs.  Gray  said,  "We  decided  it  was 
about  time  for  us  to  play  around  a  little. 
We've  worked  hard,  and  this  year  we 
sent  Alvin,  the  boy,  to  college.  Doris  still 
has  another  year,  so  at  home  we  are  back 
where  we  started  twenty-five  years  ago 
— just  the  two  of  us,"  and  the  talk  be- 
came personal. 

After  the  Grays  had  returned  to  their 
convention  and  their  banquet  and  the 
older  Daniels  had  settled  to  their  evening 
comfort,    Clara    admitted   Jerry. 

"Where  do  you  want  to  go  tonight?" 
he  asked.  She  had  been  enigmatic  over 
the    phone. 

"If  you  don't  mind  I'd  like  to  spend 
a  part  of  the  evening,  anyway,  right  here 
in   our   library,"   she   said. 

"Suits  me,"  said  the  young  man.  "You 
are  company  enough  for  me  any  day — 
or  evening." 

She  pushed  an  easy  chair  toward  him 
and  he  was  alertly  ready  to  follow  her 
lead,   whatever  it  might  be. 

"Jerry,"  she  began  slowly,  "I  would 
like  some  information." 

"All  right,  lady,  I'll  do  my  best  to 
answer  your  questions.  Number  One," 
he   suggested   jocularly. 

"Oh,  I'm  not  using  a  questionnaire. 
You've  told  me  some  things  about  your 
home  life.  But  I'd  like  to  know  a  little 
more   about   your   background." 

"All  right  with  me,"  he  said  heartily. 
He  had  tried  several  times  to  tell  her 
of  his  home,  but  she  had  scarcely  seemed 
interested.  It  was  a  relief  to  have  her 
ask.  He  wished  she  might  know  what  a 
splendid  father  and  mother,  and,  yes, 
sister  and  brother,  he  had.  But  her  first 
question    surprised    him,   just    the   same. 

"How  long  have  your  parents  been 
married?" 

"How  long?  Why,  let  me  see.  They 
celebrated  their  silver  wedding  anniver- 
sary about  ten  years  ago.  That  would 
make  it  about  thirty-five  years.  Do  you 
want  to  know  the  exact  date?"  anxious- 

ly- 

"Oh,  no.  That's  not  necessary,  to  be 
perfectly  frank  with  you,"  and  she  crim- 
soned, "I  have  been  thinking  over — your 
question — "  he  nodded  understandingly, 
—  "and — I — saw  so  many  of  my  genera- 
tion— who — do — not — seem  to  be  mak- 
ing— a  success — of  marriage — "  she  was 
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floundering    helplessly. 

Jerry  came  to  the  rescue.  "So  you 
thought  you'd  check  up  on  some  of  the 
folks  who  are  succeeding?  Is  that  it?" 
"Oh,  yes,"  with  grateful  relief.  "I 
thought  if  we  could  find  out  what  is  the 
secret  of  success  with  them,  why,  maybe 
we'll  not  fail,"  and,  her  voice  dropped 
to   an   anxious   whisper. 

"Bless  your  dear  heart!"  and  his  own 
voice  was  husky.  "Listen.  Perhaps  I've 
told  you  that  my  father  is  a  judge,  but 
I  am  sure  I  have  not  told  you  that  a 
large  part  of  his  time  is  spent  in  the 
domestic  relations  court.  Day  after  day 
he  listens  to  all  sorts  of  complaints  and 
accusations.  Some  are  fantastic.  Some  are 
silly  in  the  extreme,  and  a  very  few  are 
reasonable.  I  have  heard  him  say,  over 
and  over,  that  not  a  case  has  come  before 
him,  where  two  people  recognized  the 
obligations  of  partnership  in  their  mar- 
riage vows." 

"Partnership!"  exclaimed  Clara. 
"Yes,  plain,  simple  partnership.  In 
business,  you  know,  two  men  decide  to 
work  together  because  each  can  con- 
tribute something  which  the  other  lacks. 
One  may  have  skill,  experience,  ability, 
but  no  capital,  while  the  other  may  have 
the  money,  but  lacks  the  other  qualifi- 
cations. Each  one  puts  in  his  share  and 
they  first  maintain  the  business,  and 
when  profits  accrue  they  divide  them." 
"Y-e-s,  I  understand  that,  but  I  don't 
see  where  profits  and  losses  and  such 
things  can  come  into  marriage  relation. 
It  is  net,  to  me,  a  matter  of  financial 
arrangement." 

"Nevertheless,  Clara,  it  is  a  contract, 
isn't  it?" 

"Y-e-s,  I  suppose  so." 
"It  certainly  is.  A  solemn  contract, 
entered  for  'so  long  as  you  both  shall 
live.'  And  my  father  says  that  those  peo- 
ple who  recognize  the  force  of  their  obli- 
gations as  marriage  partners  are  the  ones 
who  never  appear  before  him.  He  has 
healed  many  breaks,  though." 

"He  doesn't  always  let  them  separate?" 
quickly. 

"No.  He  says  he  has  an  obligation  as 
a  Christian  jurist.  He  sees  the  results 
of  sin  all  too  plainly,  and  he  is  bound 
to  help  all  he  can.  He  frequently  takes 
the  two  into  his  little  private  office  and 
prays  with  them  and  tries  to  get  them 
converted.  Then  he  turns  the  names  over 
to  the  Salvation  Army,  or  some  other 
mission  worker.  He  has  helped  a  lot  of 
people." 

"That  must  be  fine,"  breathed  Clara. 
"And  your  mother?  What  kind  of  a 
woman   is   she?" 

"My  mother  has  always  been  my  ideal 
of  a  noble,  Christian  woman,"  he  said 
emphatically.  "I'd — like  to  say — that  I 
was  first  attracted  to  you  because  you 
reminded  me  of  her.  Not  that  you  look 


like  her — but — you  have  the  same  quali- 
ties." 

"Thank  you,"  she  said  simply. 
"There's  one  thing  about  my  folks 
which  I  am  sure  you  will  like.  They  are 
just  as  active  Christian  workers  as  your 
family  is.  Twenty-five  years  ago  my  fa- 
ther began  teaching  a  class  in  the  Sun- 
day School.  They  celebrated  his  silver 
anniversary  last  month.  They  all  had  a 
great  time,  from  the  newspapers  they 
sent  to  me.  There  were  letters  from  a 
good  many  States  of  the  Union  and  from 
several  foreign  mission  fields.  He  teaches 
young  men,  and  I  don't  know  how  many 
students  he  has  sent  to  the  church  schools 
for  training  in  Christian  work  of  one 
form  or  another.  In  all  those  years  I  don't 
believe  that  he  has  missed  a  Sunday." 
"Hasn't  he  been  sick?" 
"Not  much.  An  occasional  day  or  so, 
but  when  Sunday  School  time  came  he 
was  always  better." 

"Doesn't  your  church  have  vacation 
in   the   summer?    Ours   does." 

"Most  of  them  do  there.  But  my  fa- 
ther has  quite  a  bit  of  influence  and  he 
says  that  summer  time  is  the  busy  season 
for  Satan,  why  should  the  Lord's  people 
take  a  vacation,  and  go  wandering  away 
to  the  ends  of  the  earth.  He  says  they 
may  try  to  salve  their  consciences  by 
worshipping  in  whatever  little  church 
they  may  find  open  on  Sunday,  but  what 
about  their  own  harvest  field  at  home? 
Who  is  reaping  it?  No,  we  do  have 
a  summer  home  on  the  Heights,  but  he 
goes  in  town  every  day  for  business,  why 
shouldn't  he  go  on  Sundays  for  the  Lord's 
work?" 

"And  do  the  rest  of  the  family  go, 
too?" 

"Absolutely.  Mother  has  a  class  of 
girls  of  the  "teen-age,'  you  know.  Most 
of  them  can't  leave  the  city  anyway, 
unless  it  would  be  for  the  day.  But  as 
long  as  mother  is  faithful,  the  girls  are, 
too.  She  is  sure  she  has  kept  a  better  hold 
on  them,  spiritually,  by  faithful  attend- 
ance." 

"She  is  a  partner  in  tnat,  too,  isn't 
she?"    remarked    Clara    reflectively. 

"Partner!  I'll  say  she  is.  She  says  that 
her  part  is  to  care  for  the  home  and 
keep  the  expenses  within  the  limits  of 
my  father's  earnings.  And  she  did  it, 
too,  in  the  lean  years  when  we  children 
were  small.  But  best  of  all  it  was  her 
task  to  keep  the  home  atmosphere  right 
for  the  spiritual  development  of  her 
husband  and  children.  She  wanted  us  to 
grow  up  to  be  an  honor  to  the  name 
our  father  gave  us.  It  is  father's  part 
to  be  the  head  of  the  household:  to  pro- 
vide the  material  things  and  lead  in  mat- 
ters spiritual.  Companions!  Partners! 
Wonderful  words,  little  girl,"  he  fin- 
ished   with    a    meaning    look. 

She    smiled    encouragingly,    but    when 


he  pressed  for  his  answer  she  begged  for 
"a  little  more  time."  Reluctantly  he 
took  his  leave. 

In  her  own  room  she  reviewed  the  day. 
It  had  been  full  and  the  prospect  of 
Golden  Years  with  Jerry  did  seem  nearer 
of  fulfillment.  But  she  wanted  to  see 
Mrs.  Newman  again.  She  had  now  two 
ingredients  of  that  "recipe."  Congeniality 
of  tastes,  and  partnership  was  surely  the 
second.  Could  there  be  more?  She  would 
see. — Sunday  School  Banner. 

(To  he  Continued) 

The  Last  Forty 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
ing  the  low-lying  tract  in  the  northeast 
corner.  Now  my  criticism  is  this:  You 
should  not  spend  time  and  labor,  and, 
above  all  else,  money,  on  your  ten-acre 
home  plot.  And,  remember  you  have  the 
ten-acre  tract  around  your  home  that 
has  your  house  and  out>buildings,  your 
cistern,  spring,  garden,  flower  beds  and 
all  things  necessary  for  pleasure  and 
comfort.  You  must  admit  that  your 
house  is  not  all  you  desire.  Your  out- 
buildings need  enlarging  and  repairing. 
The  highest  point  of  production  has  not 
been  attained  in  your  garden;  your  spring 
needs  walling  up;  your  lawn  needs  re- 
sowing  and  your  drive  fresh  gravel. 
Thomas,  it  is  wrong  to  go  down  to  that 
last  forty,  until  you  have  made  the  home 
ten  acres  spick-and-span  and  perfect. 
Now,  Thomas,  do  you  think  all  this  is 
right,  in  the  face  of  the  policy  you  have 
just    declared?" 

"I  see  what  you  are  driving  at,"  an- 
swered Farmer  Hopkins,  and  added,  "I 
never  thought  of  it  in  just  that  way." 
"Of  course,  you  see,"  hastily  pursued 
his  neighbor,  not  heeding  the  partial  ad- 
mission, "you  seem  to  forget  that  the 
Lord  has  seen  fit  to  fence  this  world  off 
into  different  fields.  Now  there  is  the 
European  field,  the  Asiatic  field,  the  Af- 
rican field,  the  South  American  field, 
the  Australian  field,  and  then — here  is 
the  home  place.  God  is  a  wise  overseer, 
and  expects  His  servants  to  be  wise  hus- 
bandmen. He  believes  in  farming  His 
entire  farm  and  so  decreed  that  His  dis- 
ciples should  go  to  the  other  side  of  the 
farthest  field — the  uttermost  part — there 
to  prepare  the  soil,  sow  the  seed,  and 
reap  the  harvest.  It  would  be  just  as 
foolish  for  Him  to  keep  His  laborers 
constantly  plowing  and  pruning  at  home, 
to  the  neglect  of  His  other  needy  fields, 
as  it  would  for  you,  Thomas,  to  pursue 
the  same  policy  on  your  ten-acre  home 
plot.  And,  Thomas,  no  one  knows  that 
better    than    yourself." 

"I  see,"  said  Hopkins,  "I  see;  and  I 
guess  you're  right.  I  can't  go  myself: 
I've  got  to  take  care  of  my  farm  here. 
But  I'm  willing  to  send  a  hand  out  to 
do  a  little  plowing  up  in  the  corner  of 
the    Lord's    last    forty." — Exchange. 


September,  1940 
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State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,    Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA.  NEVADA:  El- 
mer Boyd,    4303    Norton    Road,    Lynwood,   Calif. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff    Gentry,    Higden,  Ark. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENN- 
SYLVANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  W.  Ly- 
kens.    Mines,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewel 
Ave.,    Lakeland,    Fla. 

GEORGIA:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Macon, 
Ga. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland   St.,    W.    Frankfort,    111. 

INDIANA:  Floyd  Standifer,  Shelburn,  Ind., 
Sunday  School  Supt.;  Hubert  Deitz,  Jascnville, 
Ind.,    Y.P.E.    Supt. 

KANSAS:    Helen  Coslet,   Corona,   Kan. 
KENTUCKY:      Cecil     Bridges,        137     Cotter 
Ave.,    Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe,   La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT, 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Blooming- 
dale.    128    Brackett   St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MD,  DEL.,  WASH,  D.  C,  E.  VA.:  Russell 
Bonneville,    Cnsfield,    Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Artie  M.  Dorman.  1108  River 
Ave.,   Hattiesburg,   Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt  St., 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 

MICHIGAN:     Raymond    E.    Crowley,       3207 
John    Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 
MINNESOTA,   WISCONSIN:    N.   W.   Lowe, 
Pelican    Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2581,   Charlotte,   N.   C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.    Dak. 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  St.. 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OKLAHOMA:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Seminole, 
Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box   971,   Greenville,  S.  C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson, 
Gettysburg,    S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  2418  Walker 
St.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar  St., 
Dallas,   Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski,  Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
West   Virginia. 

IDAHO,    Frances    L.    Dekle,    Box    54,    Stites, 

Idaho. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.    W.    O.    Boheler,    Lavonia,    Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy.    Tenn. 

Carroll    James,    Rt.    2,    Box    91,    Forrest   City,    Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierville,   Tenn. 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett.    W.    Va. 

Marie   Roberts,   934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan,    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,   2407  Decatur  Ave.,   Ft.  Worth.Tex. 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St.,    Rt.    2,    Kan- 

napolis,    N.    C. 
Geneva    Kennedy,    11th    St.,    Judson,    Greenville,  S.  C. 
Doris  Parrish,   1509   3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Bennie  DeLay,   834   W.   Marietta  St.,   Atlanta.   Ga. 
Mildred   Richie.   Rt.  4,  St.   Elmo,  Tenn. 
Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Betty   Jo   Brown,   c|o   Lawson   Bros.   Store,   Townsend, 

Tenn. 
J.   C.   Bean,    601    E.    10th   St.,   Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
L.  C.  Caldwell,    14  Locust  St.,   Rome,  Ga. 
Miss   Otha    Mae   Brock,   Wheelwright,    Ky. 
Mamie  Lee  Burkett,    158   St.   Louis  St.,   Mobile,   Ala 


Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  2  5c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


PLAYS 


HOME  SCENES 
By  the  Editor 


FOR  HIS  GLORY 
By  Mrs.  K.  E.  Cobb 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 


Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 


RULES  FOR  ORDERING 
PAPERS 

When  ordering  papers  be  sure  to 
have  your  pastor  recommend  you 
or  send  cash  with  order. 

Please  let  us  know  before  the 
10th  of  the  month  if  you  want  to 
increase  or  decrease  your  order. 
Any  orders  sent  out  after  that 
time,  you  will  be  responsible  for. 
So  many  write  in  and  cancel  their 
order  after  their  papers  are  sent 
to  them  and  then  return  them  to 
us  perhaps  torn  and  soiled.  This 
is  a  great  loss  to  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  feel  sure  that  many  of 
you  have  not  thought  of  this  and 
when  you  read  this  notice  you  will 
be  glad  to  cooperate  with  us. 

If  you  have  enlisted  as  a  Gideon 
you  do  not  need  to  order  again  un- 
less you  desire  to  change  your 
order.  Your  papers  will  be  sent  to 
you  each  month.  If  you  do  write 
to  order  more  or  less  papers,  please 
mention  what  issue  you  are  order- 
ing. 

Send  all  business  letters  to  the 
Lighted  Pathway,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 
The  Editor  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  business.  All  personal  letters 
or  material  for  the  paper  should 
be  addressed  to  Alda  B.  Harrison, 
2905  Parker  St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 

Our  Lighted  Pathway  Is  growing 
by  leaps  and  bounds  and  it  will 
take  cooperation  to  take  care  of 
the  financial  end  of  the  work.  God 
bless  all  who  are  interested  in  get- 
ting this  paper  into  the  homes  of 
our  young  people. — From  the  busi- 
ness office  of  the  Church  of  God 
Publishing  House. 


The  Disease  Called  Touchiness 

If  those  who  suffer  from  personal 
sensitiveness  knew  its  destructive  power, 
they  would  leave  no  stone  unturned  to 
be  free  from  it.  There  is  no  abnormal 
state  of  mind,  habitual  or  otherwise,  that 
will  not  have  all  the  wind  taken  out  of 
its  sails  if  we  meet  it  with  a  true  and 
positive  remedy  from  our  own  wills. 
When  your  feelings  are  hurt,  do  not  act, 
speak  or   think  from   the  painful  sensa- 


tion, but  go  on  doing  what  your  mind 
has  recognized  to  be  wise  at  times  when 
you  were  free  from  wounded  feeling. 
Tell  yourself  it  is  only  your  love  of  ad- 
miration which  is  hurt.  Look  the  selfish 
cause  why  your  feelings  are  hurt  square- 
ly in  the  face,  and  refuse  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  it.  Turn  the  experience 
into  practice  toward  getting  free  from 
personal  sensitiveness.  —  Annie  Payson 
Call,  in  Beams  of  Light. 

We  can  never  let  our  light  shine  unless 
we  have  a  light,  and  we  can  never  have  a 
light  with  us  and  live  and  walk  in  dark- 
ness. It  takes  both  oil  and  fire  and  a  clean 
globe  to  make  a  light  that  has  the  shining 
qualities. 

New  Gideons 

Mrs.   Florence   Messer,   Fyffe,  Ala. 

C.    S.    Pansier,    Akron,   Ohio. 

Mrs.    Thos.    Chandler,    Lenoir,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    Maybelle    Green,    Madisonville,    Tenn. 

John    B.    Findley,    Honea   Path,    S.   C. 

Miss    Betty    Carter,    Taylorsvllle,    N.    C. 

Mae    Broughman,    Mabscott,    W.    Va. 

Eva   Dorman,    Hattiesburg,   Miss. 

H.  C.   Smth,   Heflin,   Ala. 

Hayward   Bond,    Thomasville,   Ga. 

Nellie    Chapman,    Chapmanville,    W.    Va. 

Nora    Burt,    Shawneetown,    111. 

E.    O.    Chesser,    Foley,    Fla. 

Thursa  Daugherty,   Jamboree,   Ky. 

A.    B.    Gilbert,    Closplint,    Ky. 

Mrs.    J.    J.    Powell,    Sharpsburg,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    P.    C.    Laswell,    Vine    Grove,    Ky. 

Shirell  Avery,   Erwin,   N.   C. 

Dorothy   Franklin,    Pratt  City,    Ala. 

Mrs.    A.    B.    Dixon,    Vicco,    Ky. 

Mrs.    Corean    Welch,    Star,    Miss. 

Frank    Petruccelli,    Goldsboro,    N.   C. 

LaVern   Barton,   Levettsburgh,    Ohio. 

O.  S.  Lane,  Mt.  Croghan,  S.  C. 

Iner  Owens,   Salem,   S.  C. 

Inez  Wicker,   Newberry,   S.   C. 

Mrs.    Bob    Bigby,    Big    Spring,    Texas. 

Mrs.    Rochel    Hinkley,    Cambria,    Va. 

Ted    Moore,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Don    Kennedy,    Hinch,    W.    Va. 

Pauline    Nestor,    Marfrance,    W.    Va. 

Ruth    Helms,    Monroe,    N.    C. 

Mrs.    Robert   Bice,    Soddy,   Tenn. 

Bessie    Lee   Whitehead,    Morristown,    Tenn. 

Mrs.    Evans   Lewis,    Mullins,    S.   C. 

Abigail   Sauls,    Ridgway,   111. 

Billy    Sowder,    Hamilton,    Ohio. 

Mrs.   Clayton  Aliff,  Scarbro,   W.  Va. 

Mrs.    Ethel    Lyons,    Shaw,    Miss. 

J.   B.   MulLs,   Huntersville,   N.   C. 

Mrs.   H.   L.   McDaniel,   Mt.   Holly,   N.   C. 

Mrs.     G.    T.     Fowler,     Lawrenceville,    Ga. 

Lucille    Martin,    Jesup,    Ga. 

Lula    Brissel,    Jesup,    Ga. 

Mrs.    W.    J.    Taylor,    Yazoo   City,    Miss. 

Jewell   Evans,   Gablar,   Mo. 

Christene   Burton,    Eupora,   Miss. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to   the   general   welfare  and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at   the 

CHURCH   OF   GOD   PUBLISHING 

HOUSB 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


ALDA    B.    HARRISON,    Editor 

Cleveland,  Tennessee 


SUBSCRIPTION  RATB 

Single  subscription,  per  year 91.00 

Rolls  of  14 #1.00 

Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Pott 

Office,   Cleveland,   Tenn. 


[Page  34 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 


By  REV.  WILLIAM  E.  HARRISON 


Some  preachers  don't  know  when  to 
quit.  They  don't  seem  to  understand  how 
a  sermon  can  be  eternal  without  being  ev- 
erlasting. They  dive  deeper,  stay  under 
longer  and  come  up  drier  than  any  man 
of  earth.  Instead  of  Glorea,  they  should 
open  their  services  with: 

Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up 

And  Sabbaths  hate  no  end. 

A  writer  recently  had  something  to  say 
on  this  subject  in  the  Nashville  Christian 
Advocate.  He  quotes  the  late  Lord  Bryce 
as  saying  the  Constitution  of  the  United 
States,  including  the  amendments,  may 
be  read  aloud  in  twenty-three  minutes. 
It  took  George  Elliott  700  pages  to  de- 
scribe Adam  Bede;  Thackeray  used  600 
pages  to  describe  Henry  Esmond.  It  took 
Victor  Hugo  1,5  00  pages  to  give  us  Jean 
Valjean,  but  in  527  words  Christ  gave  us 
the  prodigal  son;  in  197  words  He  told 
us  the  story  of  the  Good  Samaritan,  and 
in  124  words  He  gave  us  that  matchless 
picture  of  the  publican  and  the  Pharisee 
who  went  up  to  pray.  All  the  words  in 
the  Gospel  spoken  by  Jesus  can  be  read  in 
two  or  three  hours. 

Despite  the  disadvantage  of  excessive 
brevity,  we  are  sure  that  the  difficulty 
with  most  public  speakers  and  writers  is 
on  the  side  of  diffuseness  and  weari- 
some reiteration.  Most  preachers  can  see 
in  the  discourses  of  other  preachers  sev- 
eral good  stopping-places.  A  desirable 
brevity  may  be  attained  by  pruning  a 
large  number  of  superfluous  words  and 
repetitions. 

MONROE  DOCTRINE 
There  is  entirely  too  much  loose  talk 
about  the  Monroe  Doctrine.  Japan  says  it 
believes  in  a  Monroe  Doctrine  for  East 
Asia.  Germany  says  she  is  perfectly  will- 
ing for  us  to  have  our  Monroe  Doctrine  if 
we  also  keep  out  of  Europe  and  let  them 
have  a  "Monroe  Doctrine"  of  their  own. 
But  there  is  a  difference.  The  United 
States  has  stood  out  against  foreign  occu- 
pation of  any  part  of  the  Western  Hemi- 
sphere, and,  thanks  to  the  fact  the  British 
Navy  added  to  her  own  stalwart  stand, 
the  Doctrine  has  become  a  tradition.  But 
at  the  same  time  our  nation  has  not 
sought  dominion  over  any  of  her  weaker 
neighbors.  It  is  the  height  of  unreality  for 
Japan  or  Germany  to  be  talking  about 
their  "Monroe  Doctrines"  as  long  as  they 
are  endeavoring  to  gain  the  lordship  over 
all  of  their  neighbors. — A.  B.  McCor- 
inick. 

Bastile  Day — the  French  "Fourth-of- 
July" — on  July  14  was  other  than  a  day 
of  rejoicing.  The  famous  slogan,  "Liberty, 
Equality  and  Fraternity,"  is  now  out- 
moded. Today  a  totalitarian  government 
deprives  the  liberty-loving  French  of  the 


ideals  they  have  held  dear.  It  is  a  time  for 
mourning  on  the  part  of  all  free  people 
everywhere.  And  it  is  a  time  for  serious 
thought.  Like  some  vast  Juggernaut,  au- 
thoritarianism has  been  crushing  down 
democracies  until  at  last  there  is  left  but 
one  champion  of  freedom  in  the  world — 
the  British  Empire.  Of  course,  we  have 
freedom  here,  but  we  are  not  fighting  for 
it.  We  have  it  simply  because  not  yet  has 
it  been  attacked.  In  time  we  shall  have  to 
fight  or  to  make  an  ignominious  peace 
with  the  international  gangsters. — Scl. 

Dean  Russell  of  Columbia  University 
said:  To  keep  us  out  of  war,  we  must  be 
strong — strong  to  resist  armed  attack, 
strong  to  resist  the  attack  of  ideas.  We 
need  the  armor  of  military  power,  the 
armor  of  physical  health,  the  armor  of  re- 
ligious belief,  and  the  armor  of  love, 
abiding  love,  in  our  country  and  in  the 
American  dream. 

Upton  Close  calls  the  year  from  193  0 
to  1940  pre-eminently  "a  decade  of  de- 
ceit" and  says  "good-bye  to  the  Dirty 
Thirties.  They  began  in  world-wide  de- 
pression; they  end  in  war."  Among  the 
activities  for  which  those  years  were  espe- 
cially noted  he  names  "tiger  pounces  on 
the  weak,  sophisticated  slaughter,  and  the 
game  played  by  statesmen  and  deluded 
idealists  of  calling  things  the  opposite  of 
what  they  are."  The  decade,  he  says,  saw 
the  climax  of  politician  rackets  masquer- 
ading as  ideologies,  preaching  one  aim  and 
practicing  another.  "In  the  193  0's  the 
strong  were  not  heroic,  the  victims  never 
generous;  liberals  swallowed  totalitarian 
nostrums,  and  compassion  for  the  perse- 
cuted rarely  passed  beyond  words.  It  was 
a  decade  of  gigantic,  crude  swindles, 
cynical,  brutal  disillusionment.  History 
will  deplore  the  decade,  and  mankind  will 
be  ashamed  of  it." 

WITNESS  OF  THE  SPIRIT 

The  witness  of  the  Spirit  is  peculiarly 
the  privilege  of  God's  children. 

If  we  have  not  the  witness  of  the  Spirit 
our  religion  is  only  an  inference. 

Pardon  takes  place  in  the  mind  of  God, 
and  the  Holy  Spirit  alone  can  reveal  that 
mind  concerning  us. 

There  is  always  a  reason  why  God 
withholds  the  witness  of  the  Spirit,  and 
we  should  know  what  that  reason  is. 

The  witness  of  the  Spirit  saves  people 
from  going  into  fanaticism  and  deception. 

A  standing  doubt  about  the  witness  of 
the  Spirit  is  a  standing  trouble. 

Latimer  said,  "When  I  live  in  a  stead- 
fast assurance  about  the  state  of  my  soul 
I  am  bold  as  a  lion." 

Believers  have  a  double  testimony,  one 


without  and  one  within. 

The  witness  of  the  Spirit  is  a  perma- 
nent, settled,  standing  evidence  that  we 
love  God  above  every  earthly  thing. — 
Holiness  Era. 


Napoleon  Bonaparte  lay  dying  in  St. 
Helena  in  1821,  and  to  Count  Montholon 
exclaimed,  "I  die  before  my  time,  and 
my  body  will  be  given  back  to  the  earth 
to  become  food  for  worms.  Such  is  the 
fate  of  him  who  has  been  called  'the 
Great    Napoleon!'  " 

The  church  has  always  found  that  the 
"blood  of  martyrs  is  the  seed"  from 
which  glorious  growth  has  come.  China 
is  said  to  have  seen  a  greater  growth  of 
Christianity  in  the  last  three  years  than 
in  all  the  previous  century.  And,  in  spite 
of  persecution,  we  are  told,  there  are  to- 
day as  many  Christians  in  little  Korea  as 
were  in  all  the  world  at  the  end  of  the 
first  century,  A.  D. 

Roger  Babson,  Congregationalist  stat- 
istician and  business  analyst,  recently 
said:  "The  only  hope  for  democracy  is  a 
sane  spiritual  revival.  The  churches 
should  lead  in  this  revival.  They,  however, 
must  again  preach  the  Cross  and  the  ne- 
cessity for  sacrifice.  Our  churches  will 
never  get  to  first  base  by  imitating  popu- 
lar service-luncheon  clubs."  They  must 
preach  His  Cross  as  the  place  where  He 
was  wounded  for  our  transgressions,  and 
not  caricature  His  suffering  for  our  sins 
by  subtle  formulas  to  empty  it. 

This  may  help  you  in  your  missionary 
collection. 

It  was  a  Jew  who  brought  the  Gospel 
to  Rome;  a  Roman  who  took  it  to 
France;  a  Frenchman  who  took  it  to 
Scandinavia;  a  Scandinavian  who  took  it 
to  Scotland;  a  Scotchman  who  evange- 
lized Ireland,  and  an  Irishman  in  turn 
made  the  missionary  conquest  of  Scotland. 
No  people  ever  received  the  Gospel  except 
at  the  hands  of  an  alien. 

The  Chinese  Ambassador  to  the  United 
States,  C.  T.  Wang,  is  reported  as  saying: 
"I'm  proud  of  the  fact  that  Christ  is 
gaining  the  heart  and  sympathy  of  China. 
Believe  me,  that  is  happening.  His  foot- 
steps become  clearer  and  clearer  in  the 
good  earth  of  China  with  every  passing 
hour.  Once  we  looked  at  the  handful  of 
Christians  on  the  one  hand  and  massed 
millions  of  China  on  the  other  and  said, 
'You  beter  go  home  and  forget  it.'  But 
the  handful  stayed.  The  story  of  their 
staying  is  an  epic  which  makes  the  defense 
of  modern  Madride  a  sham  battle.  Today 
the  handful  is  winning." — Pentecostal 
Evangel. 


Ql  We  Knew  Ou\  Brothel  ftettel 


Minnie  E.  Ludwig 


/f%^  WE  think  that  all  the  sorrow, 
^/        All  the  grief  and  all  the  care 
Are  found  only  at  our  doorstep, 

While  our  friends  have  naught  to  bear. 
We  forget  that  other  people's 

Hearts  and  hands  are  often  sore, 
If  we  knew  our  brother  better, 

We  would  love  our  brother  more. 

If  we  knew  our  brother's  pathway, 

As  he  travels  here  below, 
Is  not  always  strewn  with  roses 

But  is  often  paved  with  woe, 
Would  we  let  him  go  discouraged, 

Passing  by  our  bolted  door? 
If  we  knew  our  brother  better, 

We  would  cheer  our  brother  more. 

Lo!  his  eyes  have  lost  their  luster, 

And  his  feet  have  lost  their  pace, 
For  he  feels  no  one  is  caring, 

If  he'll  lose  or  win  the  race; 
Wearily  he  trudges  onward 

O'er  the  long  and  stony  road. 
If  we  loved  our  brother  better, 

We  would  help  him  with  his  load. 

Let  us  look  into  his  home-life, 

Let  us  stand  beside  that  bed, 
There  is  languishing  a  loved  one, 

Life  is  hanging  by  a  thread; 
Well  he  knows  that  on  the  morrow 

Death  will  stalk  into  his  door. 
If  we  knew  our  brother's  sorrows 

We  would  help  our  brother  more. 

Yes — at  times  he  missed  the  pathway 

But  in  this  he's  not  alone — 
"Let  the  one  who  never  faltered 

Be  the  one  to  cast  a  stone." 
Let  us  help  him  in  the  struggle 

E'en  he  gives  the  battle  o'er. 
If  we  knew  our  brother's  struggles, 

We  would  help  our  brother  more. 


Well  he  knows  his  many  failings, 

Oft  they've  brought  him  to  the  dust, 
Can  we  help  him  with  our  curses 

To  o'ercome  his  hate  and  lust? 
Better  get  our  arms  beneath  him, 

Tell  him  he  can  make  the  score. 
If  we  loved  our  erring  brother, 

We  would  help  our  brother  more. 

If  we  give  him  just  a  hand-clasp 

It  may  help  him  win  the  fight, 
Just  a  boost  while  in  the  tunnel 

It  would  make  the  darkness  light; 
'Twould  be  easy — not  much  effort, 

Yet  worth  more  than  golden  store. 
If  we  knew  our  brother  better 

We  would  help  our  brother  more. 

Perhaps  he's  reared  without  a  mother, 

Did  not  have  her  tender  care, 
But  was  sent  from  post  to  pillar, 

Anywhere,  to  earn  his  bread; 
All  the  hounds  of  hell  opposed  him, 

He  was  tempted  to  the  core. 
If  we  knew  about  our  brother, 

We  would  love  our  brother  more. 

He's  not  publishing  his  crosses, 

Tries  to  bear  them  all  alone, 
Then  because  he  makes  a  misstep 

We  reach  forth  and  cast  a  stone. 
When  he's  lying  in  the  casket, 

How  we'll  wish  we'd  helped  him  more. 
If  we  knew  our  brother  better, 

We  would  love  our  brother  more. 

As  I'm  sitting  by  my  window, 

Watching  crowds  as  they  go  by, 
On  the  surface  some  look  happy 

But  in  heart  there's  many  a  sigh. 
Most  of  those  who  touch  our  elbows 

Have  some  hidden,  aching  sore. 
If  we  knew  our  brother  better, 

We  would  love  our  brother  more. 
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THE  SUNSET'S  AFTERGLOW 


The  sunset's  wonderful  we  all  know 

But  something  is  sweeter  still, 
'Tis  the  glorious  light  of  its  afterglow 

On  the  timber,  the  lake  and  the  bill. 
The  bright  sun  plied  at  the  work  it  wrought 

With  beams  that  were  clear  and  strong, 
But  the  world  only  woke  to  the  good  it  brought 

When  its  afterglow  came  along. 
Yes!  It  blessed  ?is  all  in  a  thousand  ways, 

But  the  human  is  always  too  slow 
To  pay  tribute,  till  its  fading  rays 

Are  shedding  t/jeir  afterglow. 

Just  like  the  toiling  old  sun,  my  friend, 

We're  sometimes  misunderstood, 
And  the  people  we  serve  just  can't  comprehend 

— Till  we're  gone — that  we've    done    them   some 


But  there  was  joy  in  the  little  ways 

We've  helped  as  we  travelled  here, 
Though  we  may  not  have  won  such  a  wealth  of  praise 

In  the  closing  Assembly  year 
We  shall  do  our  best,  and  some  morning  bright 

When  the  hidden  at  last  we  shall  know, 
We'll  don  our  crowns,  where  there'll  be  no  night, 

To  follow  life's  afterglow. 
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DEAR  Boys  and  Girls:  God  bless  you.      petty  trials  of  life  and  He  has  not  turned 
Is  it  really  true  that  we  are  so  near      a  deaf  ear     to  us  one  single  time.     He 
another    Assembly?    When    this    message      knows  our  names,  each  one  separately. 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


reaches  you  it  will  be  just  a  few  days  un- 
til some  of  us  meet  at  the  Assembly.  I 
presume  some  of  you 
have  been  working 
and  saving  all  the  year 
so  that  you  can  be  at 
this  great  gathering. 
You  are  looking  for- 
ward to  seeing  your 
loved  ones  there,  that 
mother  and  father, 
that  boy  or  girl,  or 
that  friend  of  yours 
from  whom  you  have 
been  separated  during 
these  months  since  last 
Assembly.  You  left 
each  other  to  go  out 
on  the  battlefield  for  souls.  Will  it  not 
be  a  great  time  when  you  all  gather  again 
to  discuss  the  problems  you  have  en- 
countered this  year?  You  will  like  to 
tell  about  the  victories  you  have  won  over 
the  enemy  as  you  labored  here  and  there. 
This  will  be  a  great  time.  I  hope  you 
will  not  be  disappointed,  but  that  you 
will  be  right  there  and  that  I  shall  be 
there  also  and  have  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing you.  Truly  this  is  one  of  the  greatest 
occasions   this   side   of   heaven. 

This  great  Assembly  is  somewhat  like 
I  imagine  the  greatest  of  all  assemblies 
will  be,  that  one  when  we  all  gather  to 
partake  of  the  marriage  supper  of  the 
Lamb.  Father  and  mother  will  be  there; 
that  little  darling  we  laid  beneath  the 
sod;  that  sister  and  brother  or  that  friend 
we  loved  so  much;  that  husband  or  wife 
will  be  there,  waiting  to  greet  us.  We 
have  been  working  and  laying  up  treas- 
ures up  there  so  that  we  may  have  our 
way  all  paid  just  ready  to  enter  in  and 
hear  our  Savior  say,  "Well  done,  thou 
good  and  faithful  servant."  Will  not  that 
sound  sweet  to  our  ears,  just  to  know 
that  with  all  our  mistakes  we  have  at 
last  landed  safely  over  there?  And  then 
to  think  that  we  were  invited  to  such  a 
grand  feast  as  that  will  be!  We  think 
sometimes  it  must  be  great  to  have  pres- 
tige enough  here  in  this  world  to  be  in- 
vited to  a  great  affair  at  the  White  House 
and  have  the  honor  of  meeting  and  dining 
with  the  President  of  the  United  States, 
but  what  will  it  be  to  meet  and  dine  with 
the  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords! 

We  will  not  have  to  be  introduced  to 
this  great  King,  for  we  have  been  ac- 
quainted with  Him  perhaps  many  years. 
Some  of  us  have  been  on  intimate  terms 
with  Him.  He  has  known  about  all  our 
problems  and  has  helped  us  to  solve  them. 
We  have  gone  to  Him  with  all  the  little 


When  I  was  just  a  girl  I  had  a  beautiful 
dream  and  I  am  giving  it  to  you  this 
month  on  page  3  0,  entitled  "Only  i 
Step  to  Heaven."  I  might  have  turned 
it  over  to  someone  who  under- 
stands all  about  poetry  and  he  might 
have  improved  upon  it  but  I  want  you  to 
have  it  just  as  I  wrote  it  then.  In  this 
dream  I  had  a  faint  picture  of  what  that 
great  occasion  will  be.  I  don't  want  to 
miss  it,  do  you?  This  dream  is  just  as  real 
to  me  as  it  was  the  day  I  wrote  it.  It 
shall  linger  with  me  as  long  as  time  shall 
last.  Would  it  not  be  wonderful  if  we 
could  know  that  all  our  little  family 
would  be  there:  Martha,  Mary,  Paul  and 
James?  So  often  in  the  last  year  it  has 
seemed  rather  sad  because  our  children 
have  been  separated  from  us,  one  living 
here  and  one  there,  and  we  have  always 
been  just  a  little  anxious  about  their  wel- 
fare when  they  are  absent  from  us.  Then 
occasionally  they  all  come  home.  My!  how 
secure  we  feel  when  they  are  all  once  more 
under  our  roof  and  we  know  they  are 
safe.  But  what  will  it  be  when  we  are  all 
safe  together  around  that  great  festive 
table!  Oh,  will  we  not  feel  secure  then! 
What  a  wonderful  day! 

Dear  ones,  are  you  on  intimate  terms 
with  the  One  who  is  altogether  lovely, 
the  Bright  and  Morning  Star,  the  Lily 
of  the  Valley?  If  you  are,  there  is  nothing 
to  do  but  labor  on  and  wait  till  that  great 
day.  But  to  have  an  invitation  to  the  mar- 
riage supper  of  the  lamb,  this  is  one  cf 
the  requirements  and  to  be  on  intimate 
terms  with  Him,  we  must  confide  in 
Him,  and  trust  Him. 

Only  yesterday  a  great  disappointment 
came  to  me.  At  first  I  almost  gave  way 
under  it,  but  like  a  flash  the  gentle  voice 
of  this  "Lily  of  the  Valley"  spoke  to  me 
in  the  familiar  verse  of  scripture,  "We 
know  that  all  things  work  together  for 
good  to  them  that  love  God."  I  knew 
that  meant  me,  for  I  knew  I  was  on  in- 
timate terms  with  Him.  Did  you  ever 
stop  and  wonder  how  people  get  along 
without  Him?  How  they  could  go  on  in 
this  wicked,  unfriendly  world  without 
His  tender  care? 

This  Christ  is  our  Bridegroom  and  He 
is  calling  to  us.  Here  is  His  call.  Rev. 
22:17,  "And  the  Spirit  and  the  bride  say, 
Come.  And  let  him  that  heareth  say, 
Come.  And  let  him  that  is  athirst  come. 
And  whosoever  will,  let  him  take  the 
water  of  life  freely." 

We  notice  that  this  verse  says  that 
"the  Spirit  and  the  bride  say,  Come." 
Yes,  the  Holy  Spirit  is  doing  all  He  can 
to  arrest  the  attention  of  man  these  days. 


He  is  whispering  to  you:  That  still  small 
voice  is  seeking  to  find  an  entrance  into 
your  heart.  He  is  knocking  at  the  door. 
Then  the  bride  is  pleading  and  praying 
for  you.  When  some  child  of  God  comes 
to  you  and  pleads  with  you  that  is  the 
fulfillment  of  this  scripture,  for  those 
who  have  yielded  their  lives  to  the  Bride- 
groom make  up  the  bride. 

Yes,  the  bride  is  saying  come.  Stop 
for  a  moment  and  think  of  that  time 
when  dear  old  Sister  Jones  came  back  in 
the  audience  with  tears  streaming  down 
her  face  and  asked  you  to  be  a  Christian 
and  you  wished  she  would  go  away.  That 
was  the  bride  pleading  with  you.  The 
Spirit  was  working  through  this  yielded 
vessel  of  His,  but  you  turned  Him  away. 
The  invitation  is  being  sent  out  all  over 
the  world,  "Come  to  this  great  Assem- 
bly." We  are  anxious  to  obey  the  call  an£ 
accept  this  invitation.  Many  will  be  there" 
who  have  not  accepted  the  invitation  to 
the  greatest  of  all  Assemblies,  but  we  are 
praying  that  at  this  time  that  somehow 
the  voice  of  the  Bridegroom  will  be  heard 
and  that  thousands  will  be  prepared  to 
listen  and  obey  His  voice. 

We  are  looking  forward  to  the  young 
people's  meetings,  and  we  trust  that  you 
are  too.  Let  us  come  praying  that  we  may 
reach  many  of  our  boys  and  girls.  There 
will  be  mothers  and  fathers  there  who 
will  be  praying,  "Lord,  save  my  boy  or 
my  girl."  Are  we  going  to  help  answer 
that  prayer,  or  are  we  coming  to  the  As- 
sembly to  have  a  good  time?  I  wonder  if 
you  will  try  to  let  your  light  shine  around 
you  wherever  you  are.  People  will  be, 
there  investigating  this  great  Holy  Ghost 
movement.  They  will  want  you  and  me 
to  show  them  a  sample  of  this  salvation 
we  are  holding  up  to  the  world.  Yes,  it  is 
about  the  highest  standard  we  find  in  the 
world  today.  We  claim  more  than  any 
other  body  of  people  in  the  world,  and 
more  should  be  expected  of  us.  Wher- 
ever we  go  people  are  watching  us  and 
wondering  if  we  possess  what  we  pro- 
fess. One  little  blunder  on  your  part  or 
mine  may  cause  someone  to  turn  away 
and  be  lost.  Thank  God  for  our  small 
auditorium  where  we  have  had  so  many 
good  times  in  the  past.  Come  with  the  in- 
tention of  getting  up  early  and  coming 
to  the  meetings.  We  are  sure  that  God  is 
going  to  bless  in  our  services.  We  want  to 
meet  you  face  to  face.  God  bless  those 
whom  He  may  see  best  to  leave  at  home 
to  keep  the  home  fires  burning.  You 
would  like  to  come  and  enjoy  this  great 
feast  with  us  but  long  ago  you  said: 

Ready  to  go,  ready  to  stay, 

Ready  my  place  to  fill; 

Ready  for  service  lowly  or  great. 

Ready  to  do  His  will. 

(Continued  on  page  30J 
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I  Sally  (Jo 


Sally  Jo  closed  the  book.  She  sat  very 
still,  with  just  the  suggestion  of  a  cloud 
shadowing   her   usually   sunny   face. 

She  felt  as  though  a  loved  and  trusted 
friend  had  suddenly  made  an  unreasonable 
demand.  She  was  sorry  to  refuse,  and 
her  quick  fancy  could  almost  catch  a 
look  of  tender  reproach  in  kindly  eyes, 
as  she  glanced  at  the  little  book  lying 
in   her   lap. 

It  was  small,  cheap,  paper-bound,  but 
its  message  had  appealed  to  her  mightily. 
She  saw  in  it,  all  spread  out  before  her 
eyes,  such  a  life  as  she  had  wished  for, 
every  stifled,  unsatisfied  longing  met, 
and  a  deep  hidden  joy  where  now  was 
vague  unrest. 

But  she  wanted  to  read  no  farther  now. 
She  tossed  the  book  on  the  table  and 
picked  up  the  latest  magazine.  Idly  she 
leafed  through  it,  reading  a  snatch  here 
and  a  paragraph  there,  and  in  a  few  mo- 
ments she  laid  it  down  squarely  on  top 
of  the  little  paper-covered  volume.  Its 
very   title   seemed   annoyingly   obtrusive. 

And  then  she  fell  to  planning  vigor- 
ously for  the  picnic  that  was  to  be  held 
that   very   afternoon. 

Sarah  Josephine  Brenton  was  numed 
for  her  two  aunts,  her  father's  only  sister 
and  her  mother's  only  sister.  From  the 
day  of  her  birth  they  had  vied  with  each 
other  in  showing  affection  for  this  their 
first  niece.  That  there  might  be  no  par- 
tiality, both  names  in  full  were  scrupu- 
lously given.  But  it  was  manifestly  im- 
possible that  such  a  little  mite  should 
carry  them  always,  and  long  before  she 
learned  to  lisp  her  own  name,  the  digni- 
fied "Sarah  Josephine"  had  been  sum- 
marily shortened  to  "Sally  Jo."  And 
Sally  Jo  she  remained.  On  certain  occa- 
sions of  honor  the  full  name  was  some- 
times used,  as  well  as  at  other  times, 
not  so  rare  in  occurrence,  when  some  of 
the  little  girl's  pranks  and  misdeeds 
seemed  to  call  for  unusually  severe  cen- 
sure. For  Sally  Jo  was  charged  with 
dynamic  energy. 

She  had  now  reached  the  mature  age 
of  seventeen  years,  and  the  aunts  were 
equally  outspoken  in  their  predictions  of 
a  great  future  for  her.  They  were  sure 
she  had  unusual  gifts  and  talents,  and 
they   were   immensely   proud   of  her. 

It  was  the  usual  thing  in  her  circle 
of  friends  to  ask  Sally  Jo  to  take  charge 
of  a  picnic  or  a  program  of  any  sort. 
Affairs  moved  when  Sally  Jo  had  a  hand 
in  them,  and  she  was  as  willing  as  she 
was  capable. 

She  was  chairman  of  the  committee  in 
charge  of  the  sports  today,  and  she  was 


particularly  anxious  that  everything 
should  be  a  grand  success.  Dunstan  Perry 
was  to  be  there.  Of  that  she  was  reason- 
ably sure  now,  and  she  smiled  as  she 
admitted  to  herself  that  it  did  make  a 
difference  whether  Dunstan  was  there 
or  whether  he  was  not.  She  was  not  sure 
but  she  would  ask  him  to  help  her  with 
some  of  the  games.  He  was  certain  to 
be  good  in  that  sort  of  thing,  and  she 
always  needed  someone.  Anne  Whipple 
would  be  there  to  help  her,  but  it  took 
a  man  sometimes  to  put  the  program 
across  in  the  best  way. 

She  had  the  whole  schedule  worked 
out  in  perfect  detail, — games,  races,  con- 
tests, stunts,  everything.  There  was  a 
good  "ice-breaker"  she  planned  for  the 
first  thing,  something   to  take  away   the 


Moody  Monthly  says:  "The  au- 
thor of  'Under  Whose  Wings'  has 
provided  an  even  better  volume 
which  carries  the  same  message  of 
God's  guiding  hand  in  the  making 
of  life  decisions.  .  .  .  Should  be 
read    by    all    young   people." 

King's  Business  says:  "Not  many 
masters  of  fiction  are  willing  to 
limit  their  writings  to  a  Christian 
type.  Zenobia  Bird  has  chosen  this 
enviable  restriction  of  her  work, 
and  the  result  has  been  an  eager 
acceptance  of  all  her  books." 


stiffness  and  make  them  all  feel  acquaint- 
ed. She  was  sure  Dunstan  would  approve 
of  that. 

Why  shouldn't  she  ask  him  to  help 
her?  He  seemed  to  like  her  pretty  well, 
but  he  wasn't  particularly  interested  in 
any  of  the  girls.  That  was  one  reason  she 
felt  free  to  ask  him.  Again  she  went  over 
her  program,  each  event  one  by  one. 
Would  Dunstan  think  some  of  them 
childish?  He  seemed  so  dignified  at  times, 
and  rather  reserved.  He  was  full  of  fun 
though.  It  was  queer  how  she  had  been 
well  pleased  with  it  all  until  she  thought 
of  Dunstan  Perry! 

"Sally  Jo,"  she  scolded  herself,  "don't 
be  a   silly!" 

Her  day-dreaming  suddenly  ceased; 
there  was  still  much  to  be  done.  She  must 
see  if  Anne  had  those  pencils  ready.  She 
hoped  Peggy  had  not  forgotten  the  sugar 
for  the  coffee.  Would  she  dare  ask  Bessie 
to  meet  those  two  girls  who  were  coming 
from  such  a  distance  and  would  hardly 
be  able  to  find  the  place  alone?  Did  Bill 
Buxton    promise    to   bring    the    books? 


She  sprang  to  her  feet  and  dashed  away, 
a   dozen   commissions  on   her   mind. 

The  morning  had  been  dark  and  threat- 
ening, but  the  clouds  had  cleared  away 
by  noon  and  the  day  was  as  perfect  as 
heart  could  wish.  Many  young  people 
were  looking  forward  to  this  time  of 
fun  and  fellowship,  when  the  various 
groups  that  had  attended  one  or  more 
of  the  summer  conferences  met  together 
with  their  friends  for  a  hike  and  social, 
followed  by  a  picnic  supper.  The  day  was 
always  closed  with  a  beautiful  vesper 
service  of  song  and  testimony  and  usually 
a  strong  message  from  some  visiting 
speaker   secured    for   the   occasion. 

The  group  that  was  meeting  together 
this  afternoon  was  gathered  from  a  wide 
radius.  There  was  a  little  handful  of 
friends  from  each  of  a  dozen  churches, 
also  many  a  girl  or  young  man  who  felt 
that  he  or  she  was  standing  practically 
alone  so  far  as  life  standards  were  con- 
cerned. Each  had  felt  more  or  less  keenly 
the  solitariness  of  such  a  walk.  But  the 
loneliness  of  months  was  brushed  away 
when  fifty  or  more  wholesome,  fun-loving 
young  people  were  together.  Faith  and 
courage  were  strengthened  by  the  very 
sight  of  happy  faces.  There  was  the 
pleasure,  too,  of  meeting  new  friends  and 
of  seeing  the  acquaintances  of  a  confer- 
ence week. 

Today  they  were  to  meet  at  a  lovely 
spot,  and  walk  through  the  woods  to  the 
picnic  grounds.  Sally  Jo  was  promptly  at 
hand  at  the  appointed  place,  greeting 
with  sunny  and  impartial  friendliness  the 
little  knot  of  early  comers.  More  were 
arriving  from  every  direction,  coming 
by  twos  and  threes.  There  were  cheery 
greetings,  as  friend  met  friend  and  quick- 
ly bridged  the  gap  of  the  months  that 
had  intervened  since  last  they  met. 

Sally  Jo  and  others  like  her  flitted  here 
and  there  on  the  lookout  for  those  who 
appeared  to  be  strangers. 

After  waiting  a  little  while  for  those 
who  might  be  unavoidably  delayed,  the 
party  gathered  together  and  the  hike  be- 
gan. They  were  lined  up  two  by  two, 
for  the  path  was  narrow.  With  much 
laughter  and  shouting  back  and  forth 
the  long  queue  followed  the  leader  over 
the  winding  trail. 

Sally  Jo  and  Anne  waited  until  almost 
the  last. 

"Isn't  there  a  splendid  big  crowd  to- 
day? I  wonder  where  they  all  came  from." 

"I  am  wondering  what  we  are  going 
to  do  when  we  get  them  there,"  Ann  re- 
plied,  dubiously. 

Sally  Jo's  eyes  sparkled.  "We're  going 
to  have  great  fun.  Don't  you  get  scared." 

"I'm  not  scared."  Anne  was  older  than 

Sally  Jo  and  had  more  experience,  "but 

I  know  it  is  not  an  easy  thing  to  handle 

a    crowd    like    this.    Ted    was    trying    to 

(Continued  on  page  32) 
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CONDUCTED   BY   SISTER   NORA   CHAMBERS 


©peisf  the  Doo/^roe 
tme  ©HfLD^pf 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESION   NO.    1 
JESUS  BLESSES  THE  CHILDREN 

Flora  E.  Tbimm 
One  day  Jesus  called  a  little  child  to 
Him  and  set  him  in  the  midst  of  His 
helpers.  He  told  His  friends  to  be  kind 
and  gentle  with  children  and  to  help 
them  to  be  good  and  to  love  Him.  Long 
ago  mothers  talked  to  their  little  ones 
about  Jesus.  They  wished  their  children 
could  see  Him.  One  day  the  mothers 
heard  that  Jesus  was  near.  They  said, 
"This  is  our  chance  to  take  our  children 
to  see  Jesus."  So  they  dressed  the  children 
very  carefully  and  hurried  to  the  place 
where  Jesus  was  teaching.  There  were 
crowds  of  people  around  Jesus.  The  chil- 
dren pushed  right  through  the  crowd 
to  get  to  Jesus.  The  mothers  with  the 
babies  in  their  arms  were  close  behind. 
They  had  all  come  near  enough  to  Jesus 
to  see  His  loving  face  and  even  hear  His 
voice,  when  a  strong  man  stood  in  their 
way  and  said,  "Go  away,  do  not  trouble 
Jesus  for  He  is  very  busy  and  has  not 
time  to  notice  children."  Other  men 
joined  him  in  trying  to  keep  the  children 
from  Jesus.  Jesus  saw  His  friend  sending 
the  mothers  and  children  away.  He  said, 
"Let  the  little  ones  come  to  me."  Oh, 
how  joyfully  they  ran  to  Jesus.  Even  the 
babies  held  out  their  arms  to  Him  for 
Him  to  take  them.  He  blessed  each  little 
child  and  spoke  words  of  comfort  to  the 
mothers.  The  children  went  home  very 
happy  because  they  had  seen  Jesus.  Some 
day  we  shall  see  Him,  and  hear  His  loving 

voice. 

Questions 
What  did  Jesus  tell  His  friends? 


Who  planned  to  take  their  children  to 
see  Jesus? 

Who  tried  to  keep  them  away  from 
Jesus? 

What  did  Jesus  say  about  the  children? 

What  did  Jesus  do  with  the  children? 

How  did  the  children  feel  because  they 
had  seen  Jesus? 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON   NO.   2 
FORGIVENESS 

One  day  Peter  came  to  Jesus  and  asked, 
"Master,  how  many  times  shall  I  forgive 
my  brother  when  he  wrongs  me?  Seven 
times?"  Jesus  said,  "Not  only  shall  you 
forgive  him  seven  times,  but  seventy 
times  seven."  Jesus  told  a  story  to  show 
us  how  to  forgive  others.  He  said,  "Once 
there  was  a  king  who  wanted  to  find  out 
how  faithful  his  servants  were  to  him 
and  what  they  owed  him.  So  he  had  them 
brought  before  him  to  question  them. 
One  servant  came  who  owed  him  a  great 
deal  of  money.  The  king  ordered  that 
all  this  servant  had  should  be  sold  in 
order  to  get  enough  money  to  pay  his 
debt.  The  servant  then  fell  down  before 
the  king  and  said,  "Please  have  patience 
with  me  and  give  me  time  and  I  will 
pay  you  all  I  owe."  The  king  felt  sorry 
for  this  servant  and  let  him  go,  for- 
giving him  and  saying  that  he  need  never 
pay  the  money. 

The  servant  went  out  and  found  an- 
other servant  who  owed  him  some  money. 
He  caught  this  other  servant  and  said, 
"Pay  me  what  you  owe  me."  The  other 
servant  fell  down  before  him,  saying, 
"Have  patience  with  me  and  I  will  pay 
you  all  I  owe,"  but  he  did  not  wait.  He 
put  this  fellow  servant  in  prison  until 
he  should  pay  all  his  debts.  The  other 
servants  were  sorry.  They  went  to  the 
king  and  told  him  about  it.  The  king 
then  punished  the  servant  because  he 
would  not  forgive  his  fellow  servant. 
Questions 

Who  owed   money   to   the   king? 

What  did  he  beg  the  king  to  do? 

What   did  the  kind  king  do? 

How  did  this  servant  treat  another 
servant? 

What  did  the  king  do  when  he  heard 
this? 

How    can   we   please   Jesus? 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
A  FOOLISH  RICH  MAN 

Luke    12:16-20 
"Thou  fool,  this  night  thy  soul  shall 
be   required  of   thee." 

Jesus  often  spoke  in  parables.  He  used 


natural  things  to  explain  spiritual  things. 

In  this  lesson  Jesus  tells  about  a  rich 
man  whose  chief  object  in  life  was  to 
accumulate  wealth.  He  must  have  had 
a  large,  fertile  farm.  It  was  no  doubt 
modern  in  its  day.  When  harvesting  time 
came  he  did  not  have  room  to  store  away 
his  fruits  and  goods  and  decided  to  tear 
down  his  barns  and  build  larger  ones. 
But  God  said  unto  him,  "Thou  fool,  this 
night  thy  soul  shall  be  required  of  thee." 

He  perhaps  lived  in  a  palace  surrounded 
by  every  luxury.  He  might  have  been  a 
good  citizen,  a  moral  man  loved  by  his 
neighbors.  He  had  all  heart  could  wish 
for  in  this  present  world  but  stood  in 
judgment    a    pauper. 

Here  was  a  man  with  all  his  wealth 
and  ability  who  might  have  accomplished 
great  things  for  God.  He  left  undone  the 
most  important  thing  in  life.  He  sought 
for  perishable  things  and  laid  up  where 
moths  corrupt  and  thieves  could  break 
through  and  steal,  failing  to  lay  up  for 
himself  treasures  in  heaven.  He  neglect- 
ed his  soul. 

CHILDREN'S   BIBLE  LESSON   NO.   4 
A  GREAT  EVIL  IN  THE  LAND 

"Wine  is  a  mocker,  strong  drink  is 
raging,  and  whosoever  is  deceived  there- 
by is  not  wise,"  Prov.  20:1. 

According  to  this  scripture  millions 
of  people  are  not  wise.  They  have  been 
deceived  and  overcome  by  this  great 
monster.  We  want  our  boys  and  girls  to 
hate  this  evil.  Alcohol  is  often  taken 
into  the  human  body  in  the  form  of 
different  drinks.  Some  of  these  drinks 
have  small  quantities  of  alcohol  in  them, 
others  have  more. 

Scientists  have  proved  that  alcohol  is 
injurious  to  the  body.  Every  boy  and 
girl  should  be  taught  that  liquor  drink- 
ing affects  the  nerves  and  makes  straight 
thinking  impossible.  It  destroys  charac- 
ter. It  undermines  morals,  and  it  is  de- 
structive of  health. 

Evangeline  Booth  sums  up  in  a  nut- 
shell  some   of   the   evils  of   drink: 

Drink   has   drained   more   blood, 

Hung  more  crepe, 

Sold  more  homes, 

Plunged  more  people  into  bankruptcy, 

Armed  more  villains, 

Slain  more  children, 

Snapped    more    wedding   rings, 

Defiled  more  innocents, 

Blinded  more  eyes, 

Twisted   more   limbs, 

Dethroned    more    reason, 

Wrecked  more  manhood, 

Dishonored   more    womanhood, 

Broken   more  hearts, 

Blasted  more  lives. 

Driven  more  to  suicide, 

And  dug  more  graves 

Than  any  other  poisoned  scourge  that 
(Continued  on   page   31) 
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then  perched  itself  on  a  near-by  tree  and 
began  to  sing  a  merry  tune  that  sounded 
to  Bobbie  as  if  it  were  saying,  "You  did 


THE  LORD 

Betty  Ruth  Arrowood  (age  10  years) 

The  Lord  who  died  for  you  and  me 
Arose  and  went  to  heaven  on  high, 
Some  day  He  will  come  for  you  and 

me, 
And  take  us  home  beyond  the  sky; 
And  we  will  be  in  heaven  on  high 
With  Jesus  to  never  die. 

THE  CONSCIENCE   BELL 

Minnie  E.  Ludwig 

Bobby  was  a  very  clever  little  boy, 
eight  years  of  age,  and  he  was  usually  at 
the  head  of  his  classes  in  school,  but  there 
was  one  lesson  that  he  had  not  yet 
learned,  he  did  not  always  have  courage 
to  say,  "No,"  when  he  was  tempted  to 
do  wrong. 

One  day  on  his  way  home  from  school 
Bobbie  met  Seldon,  a  boy  about  his  own 
age,  who  spoke  to  him  and  said,  "Look, 
Bobbie,  what   I  have  in   my  pocket." 

Then  Seldon  drew  from  his  sweater 
pocket  several  cigarette  stubs  about  an 
inch  long.  Showing  them  to  Bobbie  he 
said,  "I  have  some  matches  too." 

"Well,  what  about  it?"  Bobbie  returned 
indignantly. 

"Let's  go  into  the  alley  and  smoke 
them,"  Seldon  replied.  "No  one  will  ever 
know  about  it." 

"I  don't  want  to  smoke,"  Bobbie  said, 
and  started  for  home. 

"All  right  then,  you  little  sissy  boy," 
Seldon  said  with  ridicule,  "I  guess  you 
are  your  mamma's  baby  darling  and  you 
are  afraid  that  she  might  see  you  smoke — 
I'm  not,"  and  Seldon,  with  an  important 
air  went  strutting  into  the  alley. 

Just  then  the  large  bell  in  the  tower 
of  the  church  began  to  ring,  ding-dong, 
ding-dong,  ding-dong. 

Quickly  conscience  began  to  ring  its 
faithful  little  bell,  and  to  Bobbie  it 
sounded  as  if  the  bell  was  saying,  "It's 
wrong!  it's  wrong!  it's  wrong!" 

Bobbie  stopped  and  listened — yes,  the 
big  bell  was  really  saying  what  sounded 
to  him  like  the  words,  "It's  wrong,  it's 
wrong,   it's   wrong." 

Suddenly  Bobbie  turned  around  saying 
to  Seldon  as  he  left  the  alley,  "I'm  not 
a  sissy  boy,  and  I'll  show  you  that  I'm 
not.  My  teacher  says  it  takes  courage  to 
say,  No,  to  temptation,  and  sissy  boys 
do  not  have  courage  to  do  that — good- 
bye, Seldon,  I'm  going  home." 

"With  these  words  Bobbie  started  for 
home.  He  had  walked  only  a  few  steps 
when  he  saw  a  robin,  that  had  shortly 
returned  from  the  Southland,  hopping 
along  by  his  side  on  the  yard  fence,  and 


right!   You  did  right!   You  did  right!" 

With  smiling  face  and  happy  heart 
Bobbie  went  skipping  home.  He  was  now 
very  happy,  and  that  very  moment  he 
decided  that  he  would  always  have 
courage  to  say,  No,  to  temptation.  He 
faithfully  kept  his  promise  and  grew  up 
to  be  a  fine  Christian  business  man. 

GETTING  THE  WORST  OF  IT 

One  day  a  boy  came  to  the  door  and 
asked  the  lady  of  the  house  if  she  would 
like  some  berries.  He  had  spent  several 
hours  gathering  them,  and  now  he  was 
looking  for  customers. 

"Yes,"  said  the  woman,  "I  will  take 
them."  So  as  she  took  the  basket  inside 
to  empty  it  the  boy  remained  at  the  door 
whistling  to  the  canary  birds  in  their 
cage  on  the  porch. 

"Why  don't  you  come  in  and  see  that 
I  measure  your  berries  correctly?"  said 
the  woman.  "How  do  you  know  that  I 
may  cheat  you?" 

"I  am  not  afraid,"  said  the  boy,  "for 
you  would  get  the  worst  of  it." 

"Get  the  worst  of  it?"  said  the  woman, 
"what  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

"Why,  ma'am,"  replied  the  boy,  "I 
would  only  lose  my  berries,  and  you  would 
make  yourself  a  thief.  Don't  you  think 
that  would  be  getting  the  worst  of  it?" 

The  woman  knew  the  boy  was  right 
in  his  conclusion,  for  no  one  can  do  a 
wrong  act  without  getting  the  worst  of 
it  in  the  end.  When  a  boy  slights  his 
work  because  he  thinks  no  one  will  know 
about  it,  he  is  forming  a  habit  which  will 
cause  him  to  lose  a  great  deal  later  in 
life.  The  one  who  does  his  work  to  a 
finish  will  step  in  ahead  of  him,  and  he 
will   miss   his   chance   for   promotion. 

Suppose  a  boy  cheats  during  examina- 
tions and  makes  a  better  grade  than  he 
deserves.    He   may   think    it    clever,    but 

He  Loves  the  Children  Best! 

"Our  Jesus  loves   the  flowers  so  fair, 
He  says  they  teach  us  of  God's  care. 

"And  Jesus  loves  the  birds  that  fly, 
He  says  they  sing,  'God  will  supply.' 

"But   Jesus   loves    the   children   best, 
He  wants  all  children  to  be  blest. 

"He  cares  so  much  in  Heaven  above 
Each  little  child  may  trust  His  love. 

"And  not  one  child  need  ever  fear, 
For  Jesus  loves  us  and  is  near." 

— Selected 


he  is  cheating  himself  when  he  does  not 
have  the  knowledge  necessary  for  making 
the  grade.  His  classmates  who  do  not 
equal  him  on  examination  are  honest  in 
their  efforts,  and  as  time  passes  will  far 
surpass  him  in  his  chosen  calling  in  life. 
We  are  cheating  ourselves  when  we 
pretend  to  know  more  than  we  do,  for 
when  responsibilities  come  we  will  not  be 
equal  to  them.  Our  friends  will  give  us 
work  to  do  that  they  think  should  be 
easy,  but  we  fail  because  we  did  not 
know  as  much  as  they  thought  we  did. 
We  have  deceived  them,  and  so  got  the 
worst  of  it. — Unkuoivn. 

HOW   KATIE  WORKED   IT 

Florence  Isaacson 

Down  at  the  end  of  Katie's  street 
there  was  a  little  house  that  had  long 
been  vacant.  But  now  some  one  had 
moved  into  it. 

"Just  some  foreigners,"  people  said  and 
passed  by.  No  one  ever  called  there,  and 
none  of  the  children,  except  Katie,  ever 
spoke  to  the  little  fellow  who  looked  so 
longingly  over  the  gate  as   they  played. 

Pedro,  his  name  was,  Pedro  Nevarro. 
He  was  a  Spanish  boy. 

Every  morning  Katie  spoke  to  him, 
but  she  dared  not  ask  him  to  play  with 
them  after  school  for  fear  the  other  chil- 
dren would  treat  him  slightingly  and 
hurt  his  feelings.  She  made  up  her  mind 
that  she  would  have  to  work  it  carefully. 

"Indeed,  we're  not  going  to  have 
foreigners  in  our  crowd,"  they  said  when 
she  asked  them  if  Pedro  could  play. 

"I'll  have  to  think  up  some  way,"  she 
said  to  herself.  "He  looks  so  lonely, 
always   watching   us   play." 

She  thought  a  great  deal  about  it  and 
finally  she  thought  of  a  plan. 

When  the  rest  of  the  crowd  gathered 
in  her  yard  after  school  to  play  Katie 
suggested  that  they  play  "follow  the 
leader." 

"And  let  me  be  leader  first,"  she  said. 
"I  have  some  fine  new  stunts." 

"All   right,"    they   all   agreed. 

So  the  procession  started  out.  Katie 
made  them  do  stunts  all  the  way  down 
the  street.  Then  they  were  near  the  house 
where  little  Pedro  lived.  As  usual,  he 
was  looking  wistfully  over  the  fence. 
Katie's  eyes  twinkled  as  she  brought  the 
procession  closer   to  the  fence. 

"Hello,  Pedro,"  she  called  gaily,  and 
with  a  backward  glance  at  the  next  in 
line  said,  "Do  as  I  do,  or  you  are 
stumped." 

"Hello,  Pedro,"  he  said,  as  cheerfully 
as  he  could  under  the  circumstances. 

"Hello,  Pedro,"  said  the  third. 

"Hello,  Pedro,"  said  the  fourth,  and 
with  each  successive  greeting  Pedro's 
face  grew  brighter. 

By  the  time  the  last  of  the  line  had 
greeted  him  Katie  had  led  the  line  around 
and  was  passing  him  again. 
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THE  MESSAGE  OF  THE  TUNNELS 

By  Frederick  W.  Raymond 
"There  hath  no  temptation  taken  you," 
wrote  Paul  to  the  Corinthians,  "but  such 
as  is  common  to  man:  but  God  is  faith- 
ful, who  will  not  suffer  you  to  be  tempt- 
ed above  that  ye  are  able;  but  will  with 
the  temptation  also  make  a  way  to  escape, 
that  ye  may  be  able  to  bear  it."  How 
many  there  are  in  these  days  who  need 
just  the  assurance  which  this  word 
gives!  I  would  like  to  try  to  bring  this 
message  of  the  apostle,  who  B 
himself  spoke  out  of  a  very 
real  experience,  by  the  use 
of  a  figure  which  came  to 
me  last  summer  as  we  trav- 
eled across  Italy  the  beaut- 
tiful.  It  is  the  message  of 
the  tunnels. 

"Life  is  just  one  dark 
tunnel  after  another!"  So  it 
seemed,  as  we  traveled  by 
train  from  Genoa  to  Rome, 
and  a  few  days  later  from 
Rome  to  Venice,  via  Flor- 
ence. From  Genoa  to  Rome, 
the  road  follows  the  shore 
line  along  the  front  of  the 
"bootleg"  of  Italy,  for  a 
considerable  distance.  Hero, 
for  miles,  mountain  after 
mountain  juts  down  to  the 
sea.  These  natural  barriers 
to  human  progress  have  been 
overcome  by  the  engineers, 
who  have  bored  tunnels 
through  them,  some  of  them 
very  short,  so  short  you 
can  see  light  ahead  as  you 
enter;  some  of  them  so  long 
that  you  are  plunged  in 
darkness  for  several  min- 
utes. Some  statistical  soul 
abroad  counted  about  sev- 
enty of  them  on  the  first 
portion  of  this  trip  and 
about  forty  or  fifty  on  the 
other.  In  this  latter  section 
they  wound  the  road  up 
and  around  the  mountains. 
Sometimes  you  could  see  be- 
low a  section  of  road  over 
which  you  had  just  come, 
and,  above,  a  bridge  or  the 
mouth  of  a  tunnel  you 
would  soon  enter. 

"Oh,  these  tunnels!"  said 
many  a  passenger;  "so  many, 
so  long,  so  dark,  so  disagree- 
able!" Whenever  those  peo- 
ple think  of  those  summer 
days,    they    will    be    telling 


their  friends  what  a  horrid  trip  it  was, 
that  it  was  just  one  dark  tunnel  after 
another.  There  are  those  to  whom  life 
seems  just  like  that,  a  succession  of  ex- 
periences more  or  less  disagreeable,  with 
unwelcome  circumstances  not  of  their 
choosing  or  easily  overcome,  and  dark 
situations  whose  issues  do  not  appear. 
Discouragement,  if  not  despondency,  is 
their  too  familiar  mood. 

Looking  back  over  the  route  by  which 
I  have  come  to  this  hour,  I  am  not  dis- 


LORD,  HOLD  MY  HAND! 
Virgie  Mae  Webber 

Lord  Jesus,  hold  my  hand! 

So  many  things    I   cannot   understand: 

The  darkness  presses  in  upon  my  heart 

Until   the  walls  are  almost  rent  apart. 

I   see  no  way  through  this  unlighted   land — 

Lord,    hold    my    hand! 

Lord  Jesus,  hold  my  hand! 

Then  can  I  brave  the  desert's  blistering  sand 

Or  tread  a  steeper  path,   mile  after  mile, 

Nor  faint  nor  murmur,  Master  dear,  the  while 

Thou,   who  before   this  same   long   way  hast  spanned, 

Dost  hold  my  hand! 

Lord   Jesus,    hold   my   hand ! 

There's  strength   in   touching  Thee;   faith   to  expand 

My  shrinking  courage;  there  is  light  and  peace; 

And  power  that  makes  grief's  raging  torrents  cease 

Their  lapping  at  the  soul — oh,  closer  stand, 

And  tighter  hold   my   hand! 

Dear  Savior,  hold  my  hand! 

So  shall   I   love  and  trust  Thine  each  command, 

And  leave  the  choice  of  all  my  ways  with  Thee, 

Till    I   shall   reach  that  bright  Eternity. 

Oh,  lest  I  miss  the  way  that  Thou  hast  planned, 

Lord,    hold    my    hand! 


posed  to  deny  that  there  have  been 
tunnels  enough  thus  far;  I  can  see  more 
ahead  before  I  pull  in  at  the  terminal. 
I  have  the  deepest  sympathy  with  all 
those  who  are  distressed  at  finding  them- 
selves in  some  confining  situation  whose 
issue  they  do  not  see. 

But  I  want  to  recall  and  tell  others 
of  the  refrain  I  heard  in  the  rhythm 
of  the  train,  as  we  roared  through  the 
Italian  tunnels.  "You're  sure  to  come 
out;  you're  sure  to  come  out!"  For  every 
j  tunnel  has  two  openings. 
We  never  went  into  one, 
but  soon  or  later  we  came 
out  at  the  other.  Simple  and 
obvious!  Yes,  but  so  easily 
overlooked  and  forgotten. 
It  is  so  likely  not  to  be  the 
outstanding  impression.  Yet 
it  deserves  emphasis.  I  know 
the  limitations  of  circum- 
stances, and  also  the  limita- 
tions of  my  own  tempera- 
ment and  personality.  I  have 
experienced  the  austere 
things  of  life,  the  disciplines, 
sorrows  and  heartaches  that 
hide  the  sun  and  shut  out 
the  stars.  I  don't  deny  the 
tunnels.  But  I  do  insist  that 
every  one  of  them  has  an 
exit.  I  have  never  been  in 
one  but  soon  or  later  I 
came  out.  I  am  going  to 
continue  to  hold  that  faith 
and  I  invite  all  my  fellow 
travelers  to  share  it  too. 
There  may  be  blacker  and 
longer  tunnels  ahead,  but 
from  every  one  of  them  we 
shall   at   length  emerge. 

"Every  tunnel  opens  upon 
a  bella  vista,"  said  those 
Italian  tunnels.  After  the 
blackness  came  some  fair 
vision  of  the  blue  Mediter- 
ranean, the  lovely  shore,  the 
happy  children  on  the  sands, 
the  homes  of  a  village,  the 
fruitful  fields,  the  moun- 
tains themselves.  Something 
fine  and  beautiful  as  reward 
for  the  temporary  discom- 
fort, some  fair  vision,  some 
lovely  outlook,  the  lure  of 
something  lofty,  the  blue 
sky,  the  clear  air,  the  glo- 
rious sea,  the  shining  sun! 
And  often,  though  we 
looked  upon  the  same  scenes, 
(Continued  on  page  34) 
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appreciation  of  the  little  scene  as  I  said, 
"Oh,  wise  mother,  to  think  about  get- 
ting ready  to  pray!" 

"I  long  ago  found,"  she  said  quietly, 
"that  in  my  own  prayer  life  I  needed 
preparation.  Sometimes  I  would  be  dis- 
tracted by  many  small  cares,  depressed  by 
grief  or  anxiety,  or  perhaps  merely  indif- 
ference, but  in  any  case  unfit  in  spirit  to 
enter  God's  presence  and  really  pray.  I 
found  that  if  I  took  a  few  minutes  of 
time  either  to  read  something  uplifting  or 
devotional,  or  merely  to  entertain  for  a 
time  the  thought  of  God  and  His  infinite 
goodness  and  love,  I  was  more  able  to 
pray — more  able  to  fix  my  thoughts  en 
God  while  I  tried  to  approach  him.  If  1 
had  a  friend  to  whom  I  was  going  to 
write  a  letter  I  would  fix  the  thought  ot 
her  in  my  mind  before  I  began  the  letter 
and  then  as  I  wrote  I  would  recall  the 
vision  of  her  as  I  saw  her  last  and  think 
over  in  my  mind  the  many  sweet  events 
and  experiences  of  our  friendship.  Then 
why  should  I  not  prepare  my  heart  to  en- 
tertain   the    spiritual    presence    of    God? 

"Children  are  such  eager,  fluttering 
little  spirits  that  they  cannot  long  en- 
tertain one  idea,  so  I  like  to  bring  their 
minds  away  from  all  other  distractions 
and  help  them  really  to  pray  for  the  brief 
minute  that  they  arc  saying  words  to 
God." 

I  took  the  little  thought  home  with  me, 
and  have  since  not  only  profited  by  it 
myself  in  my  own  prayer  life,  but  have 
offered  it  to  mothers  who  have  told  me 
how  their  children's  thoughts  wandered 
at  prayer  time;  and  they  have  tried  the 
plan  with  happy  success. 

Five-year-old  Billy  rose  from  his  knees 

*  THE    GUIDING    HAND  * 

*  * 
+                   By    Lillie    M.    Saunders 

*  I 

*  Oh,    mother,    tired   and    weary  y. 
J  With    little   ones    kneeling    there  ■¥■ 
<£  At   your    knee    in    obedient   worship 
■*■  As     you     teach     them     their    bedtime  if. 
i          prayer.  •*■ 

■T- 

■£•  Do    you,     really,     realize    all     that     it  T 

*  means,  -¥• 
J  That    you're    guiding    their    footsteps  J 

*  to  trod  J 
J  In  the  only  path  in  life  worth  while,  + 
i  The  one  that  leads  them   to  God?  m. 

*  * 
J  Their  later  footsteps  may  falter  ■¥■ 
+  And  wander  in  paths  unknown, 
ilr  But  they  will  come  back  to  the  path-  if. 
i  way  you  taught  j 
*•  That     will     lead     them     to    God     and  J 

*  Home.  * 

*  •*• 


Home,  Sweet  Home 
PREPARATION   FOR  PRAYER 

By  Frances  McKinnon  Morton 

Marian  and  Bobby  were  building  block 
houses  in  the  nursery  when  their  mother 
called  them  to  undress. 

"Now  get  ready  for  bed  quickly,"  she 
said,  "and  then  come  to  me  so  we  can 
get  ready  to  pray." 

I  stopped  my  reading  to  listen.  I  won- 
dered just  how  they  were  going  to  get 
ready  to  pray. 

Pretty  soon  they  came  in,  two  tiny 
white-robed  figures.  Then  the  mother 
put  an  arm  about  each  while  she  said,  "It 
is  so  nice  that  we  can  pray  to  God,  our 
kind  heavenly  Father,  who  loves  us  and 
keeps  us  every  day  and  all  the  time. 

"When  we  say  our  prayers  we  will 
think  of  Him  and  of  all  His  kindness,  and 
we'll  think  how  we  love  Him  and  how  He 
loves  us.  That  will  help  us  to  pray,  be- 
cause when  we  think  how  He  loves  us  and 
wants  us  always  to  be  happy  and  to  have 
what  is  best  for  us,  we  feel  thankful  in 
our  hearts  and  we  want  to  do  all  that  He 
gives  us  to  do.  We  want  to  do  what  He 
gives  us  to  do,  even  if  we  have  something 
else  we  think  we'd  rather  do.  Just  like  we 
thought  we'd  rather  go  to  grandpa's 
house,  but  God  let  it  rain  on  the  fields 
and  gardens  instead,  so  we're  glad  to  do 
His  way  about  everything,  because  we 
know  how  He  loves  us." 

I  watched  the  little  faces  as  the  mother 
talked,  and  love,  adoration  and  worship 
grew  on  them  and  deepened  in  the  child- 
ish eyes  until  I  understood  fully  what 
that  mother  meant  by  getting  ready  to 
pray. 

She  had  taken  only  a  few  minutes  of 
time,  but  in  that  time  she  had  fixed 
clearly  and  lovingly  the  thought  of  God 
in  the  two  little  minds  and  then  she  had 
removed  from  their  hearts  the  small  hurt 
and  disappointment  that  might  have 
stood  between  them  and  the  loving 
thought  of  God. 

In  this  fitting  frame  of  mind  and  heart 
the  little  prayers  were  said  and  the  babies 
tucked    happily    and    sleepily    into   bed. 

When  the  mother  returned  I  smiled  my 


with  a  slightly  belligerent  expression — 

"Mother,  why  do  we  have  to  say  our 
prayers?  If  God  loves  us  and  takes  care  of 
us  anyway,  why  do  we  have  to  bother 
asking    Him    to?" 

His  mother  smiled.  "You  see,  Billy, 
praying  is  a  little  like  keeping  our  win- 
dows clean.  The  sun  shines  down  on  all 
the  houses  in  our  town,  doesn't  it?  But 
suppose  in  the  house  the  windows  are 
covered  with  dust  and  spider  webs,  while 
in  the  next  house  the  windows  are  kept 
clean  and  shining.  Which  house  will  get 
more  sunshine  in  its  rooms?" 

"The  one  with  clean  windows. 
Mother." 

"And  why?  The  sun  shines  on  one  just 
as  much  as  on  the  other." 

Billy  thought  for  a  minute.  "Why — 
because — in  one  house  the  people  want 
the  sun  to  come  in.  They  work  hard  and 
keep  the  windows  clean." 

"That's  right,  Billy.  And  that's  what 
we  do  when  we  pray.  We  show  that  we 
want  God  to  take  care  of  us;  and  we  keep 
our  hearts  clean  and  shining  so  that  His 
love  can  come  in.  Of  course  God  does  love 
and  take  care  of  everyone;  for  if  He  did 
not,  no  one  could  live  at  all.  A  little  light 
from  the  sun  will  shine  into  any  window, 
you  know,  no  matter  how  dusty  the  win- 
dow is.  But  praying  is  one  way  of  keep- 
ing our  windows — our  hearts — clean. 
You  know  that  when  you  don't  feel  like 
saying  your  prayers  it  is  because  you  feel 
a  little  cross,  or  because  you  know  you 
have  done  something  wrong,  and  are  not 
feeling  right  inside.  Sometimes  grown- 
up people  who  have  done  a  great  many 
wrong  things  stop  praying  for  a  long 
time.  But  when  they  finally  want  to  be 
good,  and  begin  trying  hard,  they  find 
chat  they  want  to  pray  again;  and  in  that 
way  their  hearts  can  be  open  to  God 
again,  and  more  of  His  love  can  shine  in." 

Billy  snuggled  down  into  bed.  "I'm 
glad  to  know  about  that,"  he  said.  "You 
know,  Mother,  sometimes  I  did  get  tired 
of  saying  my  prayers;  but  after  this  I'll 
remember  it's  to  keep  my  windows 
clean." 

Feeding  the  child  for  spiritual  growth 
demands  the  same  careful  balance  that  is 
needed  in  feeding  for  physical  growth. 
Let  the  first  spiritual  food  be  such  that 
the  little  tot  can  easily  digest  it  and  he 
can  soon  go  on  to  added  foods  in  his 
daily  feedings  that  will  add  to  his  stature 
and  his  strength.  —  Rboads,  from 
Mother's  Golden  Now. 

Thousands  of  lives  have  been  saved 
from  ruin  by  a  great  book;  thousands 
have  been  wrecked  by  the  want  of  a 
great  book;  and  nothing  will  more  likely 
prepare  you  for  the  coming  years  than 
a   well  chosen  book. 

If  you  never  trod  a  college  campus, 
you  can  make  amends  by  installing  the 
best  library  that  an  expert  can  select. 
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By  Frederick  P.  Wood 
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The  Volitional 

The    central    citadel    of    01 
the  will. 

When  the  will  yields,  everything  yields. 
Consecration,  therefore,  involves  the 
surrender  of  every  choice,  every  decision, 
every  desire  to  the  arbitration,  or  rather 
to  the  loving,   all-wise  will  of   God. 

What  a  tremendous  thing  this  free 
will  is,  with  which  God  has  endowed  us! 
It  is  a  priceless  treasure,  a  high  dignity, 
but  at  the  same  time  it  can  lead  to 
disaster.  With  this  free  will  we  can  say 
either  "Yes"  or  "No"  to  God.  We  can 
take  this  tremendous  power  of  choice, 
this  highest  prerogative,  and  with  it  reach 
the  heights  of  glorious  achievement  or 
sink  to  the  depths  of  ignominious  shame. 
The  divine  plan  is  always  for  our  en- 
richment. The  Lord's  purposes  are  that 
we  may  bring  blessing  to  the  world. 
The  will  of  God  is  always  "good,  and 
acceptable,    and   perfect." 

Why  should  we  hesitate  to  yield  to  the 
will  of  Christ?  His  will  is  based  upon 
His  infinite  love  and  wisdom.  He  is  ever 
seeking  for  our  highest  good.  The  safest 
road  that  anyone  ever  trod  is  the  path- 
way of  the  will  of  God. 

Surrender  should  not  be  by  compul- 
sion, nor  looked  upon  with  resignation 
or  even  acquiescence.  God's  will  is  not 
something  to  be  dreaded,  nor  accepted 
reluctantly.  Our  attitude  should  rather  be 
that  of  glad  acceptance  and  co-opera- 
tion. 

"Thy  beautiful  grand  will,  oh  God, 
With  triumph  now  I  make  it  mine, 
And  faith  shall  cry  a  joyous  yes 
To  every  dear  command  of  Thine. 
Upan  God's  will  I  lay  me  down 
As  child  upon  its  mother's  breast. 
No  silken  couch  nor  softest  bed 
Could  ever  give  me  such  deep  rest. 

When  a  soul  is  challenged  to  make  this 
surrender,  generally  one  vital  issue  looms 
big  in  the  mind,  and  upon  that  the  battle 
of  wills  is  fought.  I  am  thinking  now  of 
three  people  who  came  to  see  me  one  eve- 
ning. They  had  been  wrought  upon  by 
the  Holy  Spirit,  and  each  knew  that  she 
ought  to  yield  everything  to  Christ,  but 
there  was  something  in  the  way.  In  one 


case  the  girl  had  stolen  money  from  her 
mother  years  before,  and  she  knew  if  she 
let  Christ  have  His  way,  she  would  have 
to  pay  it  back.  To  own  up  to  the  theft 
was  more  than  she  thought  she  could  do, 
and  the  sum  was  a  large  one.  It  would 
mean  many  months  of  saving  before  she 
could  hand  over  the  money,  and  at  first 
she  shrank  both  from  the  shame  and  the 
cost.  But  she  won  through,  and  became 
willing. 

The  next  case  was  one  who  was  in- 
volved in  a  friendship,  and  it  was  obvi- 
ously not  according  to  the  will  of  God. 
To  cut  it  off  meant  heart-break,  but  after 
a  struggle  it  was  done.  The  Lord  won 
that  heart. 

Then  came  a  girl  who  felt  that  God 
was  calling  her  to  the  mission  field,  and 
she  dreaded  leaving  home.  How  could  she 

**************************** 

"His  hands  were  pierced,  the  hands  that 

made 
The  mountain  range  and  everglade; 
That  tvashed  the  stains  of  sin  away 
And  changed  earth's  darkness  into  day. 

"His  feet  were  pierced,  the  feet  that  trod 
The  furthest  shining  star  of  God; 
That   left   their  imprint   deep  and   dear 
On  ev'ry  winding  pathway  here. 

"His   heart   was   pierced,   the  heart   that 

burned 
To  comfort  every  heart  that  yearned! 
And  from   it  came  a  cleansing  flood, 
The  river  of  redeeming  blood. 

"His  hands  and  feet  and  heart,  all  three 
Were  pierced  for  me  on  Calvary, 
And  here  and  now,  to  Him  I  bring 
My  hands,  feet,  heart,  and  offering." 

**************************** 

tell  her  parents  that  she  was  called  to  do 
such  a  thing!  In  that  matter,  too,  the  bat- 
tle was  fought  and  won.  She  yielded  her 
will  for  anything  that  the  Lord  might 
mean  her  to  do,  even  the  mission  field. 
In  such  conflicts  the  greater  includes 
the  less,  and  when  the  victory  comes  over 
the  hardest  thing,  then  the  whole  soul  is 
pliable  in  the  hands  of  the  Lord. 

ALL  1  HOPE  TO  BE— MY  PLANS 
Youth  is  the  time  for  castle  building. 
Life  plans  and  ambitions  for  future  ca- 
reers fill  the  mind.  The  call  for  adven- 
ture and  the  appeal  of  the  romantic  beck- 
on us  on  and  life  is  full  of  great  thoughts 
and  questions.  "I  want  to  be  .  .  "  is  the 
cry,  and  every  power  is  bent  upon  achiev- 
ing that  end. 

There  are  many  claimants  for  that  life. 


Self  wants  it.  The  world  wants  it.  The 
devil  wants  it.  But,  thank  God,  He 
wants  it.  He  and  He  alone  can  make  the 
best  out  of  it.  He  and  He  alone  can  real- 
ize  its   highest    possibilities. 

So  is  it  unreasonable  that  the  Lord 
should  claim  the  control  of  plans  and 
projects? 

A  young  doctor  was  one  of  the  party 
of  explorers  who  set  out  to  conquer 
Mount  Everest.  Together  they  journeyed 
north  until  they  reached  the  slopes  of  the 
mighty  Himalayas.  For  a  time  they  were 
obliged  to  stay  in  a  village  to  collect 
supplies,  and  this  young  man  was  at- 
tracted to  a  small  hospital  which  was  be- 
ing run  singlehanded  by  a  missionary. 
Throngs  of  sick  folk  crowded  the  court- 
yard waiting  to  see  the  doctor,  and  there 
he  worked  from  morning  to  night  until 
he  was  worn  out. 

"Look  here,"  said  the  young  doctor, 
"it's  absurd  of  you  to  work  like  this. 
You'll  kill  yourself.  Go  off  for  a  rest." 

"How  can  I?"  said  the  overworked 
mission  doctor.  "Here  are  all  these  people 
with  no  one  to  help  them.  How  can  I 
rest?  If  you  would  stay  and  lend  me  a 
hand  it  might  help." 

So  together  they  worked,  and  the 
young  man  realized  as  never  before  some- 
thing of  the  sin  and  suffering  of  the 
world.  Then  he  had  to  go  on  with  his 
companions  to  begin  the  great  adventure, 
so,  leaving  the  missionary,  he  started  the 
climb.  Up  and  up  they  went.  Presently 
they  reached  the  snow  level,  and  then  the 
real  work  began.  Facing  dangers,  braving 
storms,  at  last  they  reached  the  spot 
where  the  young  doctor  felt  he  could  go 
no  farther.  Two  of  the  other  men  went 
on,  leaving  him  alone  in  a  rough  moun- 
tain shelter.  Away  there,  far  from  the 
haunts  of  men,  surrounded  by  the  ever- 
lasting snows  and  whirling  blizzards 
whilst  waiting  for  his  companions  to 
come  back,  which  they  never  did,  for  alas 
they  perished  amid  the  snows,  he  had  a 
vision  of  God.  Never  before  in  his  life  had 
he  been  so  certain  that  the  Lord  stood  by 
him,  and  he  knew  that  he  could  never  be 
the  same  again.  His  ambition  had  been  the 
top  of  the  tree  in  the  medical  profession. 
He  had  visions  of  Harley  Street,  a  Rolls 
Royce  and  the  world's  renown.  But  there 
amidst  the  snows,  not  knowing  whether 
he  would  ever  get  back  alive,  God  called 
him. 

After  many  hazards,  he  eventually 
reached  the  village  where  the  mission 
hospital  doctor  was  still  living.  Once 
again  he  turned  to  and  helped  all  he  could. 
Then  surrounded  by  those  sick  souls,  he 
had  a  second  vision — the  need  of  the 
world  for  the  gospel  of  Christ.  How  could 
he  any  longer  seek  for  renown?  How 
could  he  live  for  himself?  There  were 
souls  dying  for  want  of  his  skill,  and 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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I 

Proof  of  Faith 

John  14:15 

A  converted  cowboy  once  gave  this 
very  sensible  idea  of  what  "being  faith- 
ful" consisted  in: 

"Lots  of  folks  think  that  bein'  faithful 
to  the  Lord  means  shoutin'  themselves 
hoarse   praisin'   His   name. 

"I'll  tell  you  how  I  look  at  it.  I'm  work- 
ing here  for  Jim.  Now,  if  I'd  sit  around 
the  house,  talkin'  what  a  good  fellow  Jim 
is,  and  singin'  songs  to  him,  and  gettin' 
up  in  the  night  to  serenade  him,  I'd  be 
doing  just  what  some  Christians  do.  But 
I  wouldn't  suit  Jim,  and  I'd  get  my  dis- 
charge. But  when  I  buckle  on  my  straps 
and  hustle  among  the  hills  and  see  that 
Jim's  herds  are  all  right,  and  not  suffer- 
in'  for  water  and  feed,  or  bein'  branded 
by  cattle  thieves,  then  I'm  servin'  Jim  as 
he  wants  to  be  served.  That's  what  I 
call    bein'    faithful    to   Jim." — Selected. 

Love  Never  Fails 

John  21:7 
"You  do  not  love  that  Man,"  said  Tol- 
stoy bluntly  to  a  Russian  painter  who 
was  displaying  a  canvas  in  which  Christ 
was  the  central  figure.  Tolstoy  missed 
something  in  the  figure.  It  was  not  ade- 
quate; it  was  not  worthy.  "You  do  not 
love  that  Man,"  he  said.  A  painter  must 
love  Jesus  Christ  before  he  can  paint  Him 
worthily,  and  a  man  must  love  Jesus 
Christ  before  he  can  speak  for  Him  or 
work  for  Him  effectively.  Indeed,  with- 
out love,  may  it  not  be  questioned 
whether  a  man  will  be  able  to  work  for 
Christ  at  all.  The  work  is  hard  and  diffi- 
cult and  there  are  many  adversities;  but 
with  love,  a  man  will  be  "steadfast,  im- 
movable, always  abounding  in  the  work 
of  the  Lord."  When  Peter  said,  "Yea, 
Lord;  thou  knowest  that  I  love  thee," 
our  Lord  could  appoint  Peter  to  his  task. 
Our  Lord  knew  the  lambs  would  not  lack 
for  nurture  nor  the  sheep  for  care.  Love 
carries  with  it  the  assurance  of  devoted 
service. — R.   B.    McDowell. 

Conscience    Control 

John  21:19 
Says  Dr.  Stuart  Nye  Hutchinson,  in 
"The  Voice  Within  Us":  "You  have  all 
seen  sundials  which  tell  the  time  of  the 
day  by  means  of  a  shadow  which  is 
thrown  on  a  clock  dial.  A  wise  old  phi- 
losopher was  once  examining  a  sundial.  As 
he  did  so  he  said  to  himself:  'Dials  are 
very  ingenious  contrivances  but  they  are 


of  no  use  if  the  sun  does  not  shine.'  In 
the  same  way  the  conscience  is  a  splendid 
guide  to  show  us  what  is  right  and 
wrong,  but  if  Christ  is  not  directing  and 
controlling  it,  it  is  never  sure." — W. 
/.  Hart. 

It  Is  Well  With  My  Soul 

Mr.  H.  G.  Spafford  was  a  lawyer  who 
lost  all  his  possessions  in  a  panic,  thence- 
forth, he  gave  himself  to  God,  without  a 
reserve,  and  devoted  himself  to  God's 
service.  One  day,  while  in  his  office  in 
New  York,  he  was  visited  by  a  messenger, 
who  came  to  tell  Mr.  Spafford  that  his 
four  daughters  had  been  drowned,  and 
that  the  shock  had  been  too  great  for  his 
wife,  who  had  lapsed  into  unconscious- 
ness, and  that  the  doctor  had  said  that  if 
she  ever  came  to  she  would  be  a  helpless 
invalid.  It  is  said  that  Mr.  Spafford  never 
uttered  a  word,  but  walked  to  his  desk, 
dipped  his  pen  into  the  ink  and  began  to 
write: 

"When  peace,  like  a  river,  attetuleth  my 
way, 

When  sorrows,  like  sea  billows,  roll, 
Whatever  my  lot,  Thou  hast  taught  me  <u 
say, 

It  is  iv ell,  it  is  well,  with  my  wul. 
— Teacher's  Quarterly. 

The  Shepherd  Cares 

An  old  Scotch  farmer,  who  had  a  re- 
markably fine  flock  of  sheep,  was  one 
day  asked  why  they  were  in  such  splendid 
condition.  His  significant  reply  was,  "I 
aye  take  care  of  the  lambs."  And  to  us 
today  comes  the  voice  of  the  Lord  Je- 
sus, the  great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep,  say- 
ing, "Feed  my  lambs." — Teacher's  Quar- 
terly. 

Find   One's  Own   First 

John  1:41 
A  minister  reports  a  conversation 
which  he  once  heard  between  an  evange- 
list and  a  young  man  as  they  were  walk- 
ing away  from  the  tent  in  which  a  meet- 
ing had  been  held.  The  lad  had  been  in 
the  meetings  regularly,  but  had  not  gone 
forward.  The  evangelist  said,  "Your 
mother  wants  you  to  be  a  Christian,  for  I 
know  she  is  a  Christian;  and  your  father 
would  be  pleased,  because  he  is  an  officer 
in  the  church."  The  lad  was  silent  for 
a  while;  then  he  said,  thoughtfully,  "Pos- 
sibly you  may  not  believe  what  I  am  to 
say,  but  neither  my  mother  nor  my  father 


has  ever  asked  mc  to  be  a  Christian,  and 
I  never  expect  to  be  until  they  do."  The 
minister  added  this  significant  comment: 
"It  is  a  burning  shame  that  I  should  be 
obliged  to  waste  one  minute  of  my  time 
or  one  ounce  of  my  strength  to  try  to  per- 
suade fathers  and  mothers  to  speak  to 
their    children    about    Christ." — Selected. 

Asks  For  Hard  Task 

Matthew  16:24 
In  a  Bible  training  school  in  Japan,  a 
Japanese  teacher  offered  to  give  half  of 
the  sum  needed  to  support  a  member  of 
the  graduating  class,  so  that  this  one 
might  give  her  whole  time  to  Christian 
work  among  her  own  people.  The  teach- 
er's salary  was  about  fifteen  dollars  per 
month,  and  one-third  of  it  was  given  to 
her  mother.  The  sum  the  teacher  pledged 
was  one-sixth  of  what  she  received.  On 
being  asked  whether  it  would  not  be  hard 
for  her  to  give  so  much,  she  answered, 
"I  want  it  to  be  hard."  She  wished  to  do 
for  Christ  something  that  would  cost 
real  self-denial. — R.  B.  McDowell. 

A  Lighthouse  Lesson 

A  friend  told  us  that  he  was  visiting 
a  lighthouse  lately,  and  he  said  to  the 
keeper,  "Are  you  not  afraid  to  live  here? 
It  is  a  dreadful  place  to  be  in  constantly." 

"No,"  replied  the  man,  "I  am  not 
afraid!  we  never  think  of  ourselves  here." 

"Never  think  of  yourselves!  How  is 
that?" 

The  reply  was  a  good  one:  "We  know 
that  we  are  perfectly  safe,  and  only 
think  of  having  our  lamps  brightly  burn- 
ing, and  keeping  the  reflectors  clear,  so 
that  those  in  danger  may  be  saved." 

This  is  what  Christians  ought  to  do. 
They  are  safe  in  a  house  built  on  a  rock 
which  can  not  be  moved  by  the  wildest 
storm;  and,  in  a  spirit  of  holy  unselfish- 
ness, they  should  let  their  light  gleam 
across  the  dark  waters  of  sin,  that  they 
who  are  imperiled  may  be  guided  into  the 
harbors  of  eternal   safety. — The  Quiver. 

Man  to  Man 

"The  things  which  happened  unto  me,'' 
Phil.  1:12. 

Sir  Eardly  Wilmot  was  approached  one 
day  by  a  friend  in  public  office  who  felt 
that  he  had  been  grossly  wronged  by  a 
fellow   official. 

"Don't  you  think  it  would  be  manly  to 
resent  this  offense?"  inquired  the  one 
wronged. 

"Yes,"  replied  Sir  Eardley,  "it  would 
doubtless  be  manly  to  resent  it,  but  it 
would  be  Godlike  to  forget  it." 

The  man's  wrath  cooled  and  he  de- 
parted, resolved  to  forgive  and  forget. 
Which  shall  it  be  with  us — add  fuel  to 
the  flames  of  misunderstanding  and  be 
manly  or  womanly,  or  forgive  as  God 
forgives  and  be  Godlike? — Religion  Tel- 
escope. 
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BY  THE  EDITOR 


Good  evening,  young  folks,  come  right 
in  and  make  yourselves  at  home. 

James:  Yes,  we're  beginning  to  feel 
at  home  here. 

Mrs.  H.:  That  is  just  the  way  I  want 
you  to  feel.  So  you  have  grown  in  number 
this  week.  Well,  if  we  get  just  a  few 
extras  each  week  we'll  soon  have  our 
room  full.  Had  you  noticed  that  not 
one  has  dropped  out  since  we  started? 
I  think  we  are  proving  that  the  Bible 
can  be  made  interesting.  I'll  have  a  little 
surprise  for  you  at  the  close  of  our  meet- 
ing tonight. 

Robert:  Sister  Harrison,  we  were  just 
talking  about  our  class  the  other  day.  It's 
the  best  way  to  learn  how  to  win  souls 
for  Christ  we've  ever  found  yet.  Do  you 
know  I  never  did  know  just  how  to  lead 
a  soul  to  Christ  through  the  Word  of  God 
before. 

Mrs.  H.:  To  know  God's  Word  is  very 
essential  to  soul  winning.  One  must  have 
a  solid  rock  foundation  or  he  will  soon 
fall  by  the  wayside.  It  grieves  us  to  see 
how  some  folks  are  led  these  days.  So 
many  times  conviction  is  preached  upon 
people  and  they  yield  to  God  and  He 
accepts  them.  Perhaps  they  are  led 
through  emotionalism  and  when  they 
leave  the  altar  they  are  blank  so  far  as 
knowing  the  Word  of  God,  and  I'm  sorry 
to  say  that  very  few  people  have  a  vision 
of  the  need  of  training  the  new  converts. 
They  are  turned  loose  to  backslide  in  a 
short  time.  And,  of  course,  they  are  called 
weak.  Now  the  weak  spot  is  not  always 
in  the  person,  but  it  is  in  the  church 
that  fails  to  give  them  the  religious  edu- 
cation  they  need. 

Well,  so  much  for  that.  We  must  get 
into  our  lesson.  I  believe  we  were  to  find 
out  if  people  received  the  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  after  the  day  of  Pentecost. 

John:  This  is  my  first  time  here,  but 
I'm  very  anxious  to  know  this.  My  Sun- 
day School  teacher  said  that  this  was  an 
experience  given  only  on  the  day  of 
Pentecost    and    was    for    Jews    only. 

Mrs.  H.:  Well,  the  only  way  to  solve 
this  is  by  the  study  of  the  Word  of  God. 
We  find  in  the  10th  chapter  of  Acts 
how  God  opened  the  great  storehouse  of 
blessings  to  the  Gentiles  and  revealed  to 
Peter  that  He  is  no  respecter  of  persons. 
In  Acts  10:44-48,  "While  Peter  yet  spake 
these  words,  the  Holy  Ghost  fell  on  all 
them  which  heard  the  word.  And  they 
of  the  circumcision  which  believed  were 
astonished,  as  many  as  came  with  Peter, 
because  that  on  the  Gentiles  also  was 
poured  out  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
For  they  heard  them  speak  with  tongues, 


and  magnify  God.  Then  answered  Peter, 
Can  any  man  forbid  water,  that  these 
should  not  be  baptized,  which  have  re- 
ceived the  Holy  Ghost  as  well  as  we? 
And  he  commanded  them  to  be  baptized 
in  the  name  of  the  Lord.  Then  prayed 
they  him  to  tarry  certain  days."  We  no- 
tice that  these  Gentiles  received  the  very 
same  experience  that  they  received  on 
the  day  of  Pentecost.  And  this  experience 
was  followed  by  the  very  same  manifesta- 
tion that  they  had  then;  the  speaking 
with  other  tongues. 

Martha:  How  long  after  the  day  of 
Pentecost    did    this    happen? 

James:  I  heard  my  daddy  say  the  other 
day  that  it  was  about  ten  years. 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  I  think  he  is  nearly  right. 
Some  say  about  eight  or  ten  years.  Any- 
way that  is  about  right. 

Now  let  us  pass  on  to  Acts  19.  In  this 
chapter  we  find  these  people  at  Ephesus 
were  already  disciples  of  Jesus,  but  they 
had  not  even  heard  about  the  great  out- 
pouring of  the  Holy  Ghost.  Mary,  you 
read  Acts   19:1-2. 

Mary:  "And  it  came  to  pass,  that, 
while  Apollos  was  at  Corinth,  Paul  hav- 
ing passed  through  the  upper  coasts  came 
to  Ephesus;  and  finding  certain  disciples, 
He  said  unto  them,  Have  ye  received 
the  Holy  Ghost  since  ye  believed?  And 
they  said  unto  him,  We  have  not  so  much 
as  heard  whether  there  be  any  Holy 
Ghost."  I'll  just  read  the  next  few  verses 
also.  Verses  3-7.  "And  he  said  unto  them, 
Unto  what  then  were  ye  baptized?  And 
they  said,  Unto  John's  baptism.  Then  said 
Paul,  John  verily  baptized  with  the  bap- 
tism of  repentance,  saying  unto  the  peo- 
ple, tt.at  they  should  believe  on  him  wnich 
should  come  after  him,  that  is,  on  Christ 
Jesus.  When  they  heard  this  they  were 
baptized  in  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jesus. 
And  when  Paul  had  laid  his  hands  upon 
them,  the  Holy  Ghost  came  on  them; 
and  they  spake  with  tongues,  and  proph- 
esied. And  all  the  men  were  about 
twelve."  Some  scholars  say  this  was  about 
twenty-one  years  after  the  day  of  Pen- 
tecost. 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  this  gives  a  full  account 
of  what  happened.  You  see  these  disciples 
didn't  know  about  this  experience,  like 
thousands  of  good  people  today.  However, 
we  do  not  believe  people  today  have  any 
excuse,  for  they  have  the  Word  of  God 
and  many  thousands  of  good  people  who 
testify  to  this  experience.  Many  of  them 
are  living  lives  that  bear  them  out  in 
their  testimony. 

Jane:  Sister  Harrison,  don't  you  think 


that  one  reason  more  people  do  not  ac- 
cept these  truths  is  because  they  see  so 
much   inconsistency   in   the   Church? 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  Jane,  I  do.  But  when 
Jesus  comes  He  will  not  ask  you  whether 
the  other  fellow  lived  the  life  or  not  or 
whether  the  other  fellow  was  obedient 
to  God's  Word.  He  will  ask  were  you 
obedient  and  did  you  live  the  life.  Every 
one  must  give  an  account  for  himself. 
The  Word  of  God  is  our  waybill  from 
earth  to  heaven  and  we  are  to  search 
that  waybill  for  directions  and  follow 
them.  If  we  do  not,  we  may  lose  the 
way.  The  question  each  child  of  God 
should  ask  is,  What  does  God's  Word 
teach?  and  then  accept  and  obey  its 
teachings.  Ever  since  the  day  of  Pentecost 
we  have  been  living  in  the  dispensation 
of  the  Holy  Ghost  and  the  very  same 
experience  is  for  us  today  that  the  hun- 
dred  and   twenty  received  on  that   day. 

James:  What  about  the  14th  chapter 
of  1  Corinthians?  So  many  people  use 
that  against  the  people  who  believe  in 
the  speaking  in  tongues.  Can  you  explain 
that  to  us? 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  I'm  glad  to  discuss  this 
chapter.  In  1  Cor.  14  He  is  only  trying 
to  teach  the  people  how  to  use  and  not 
abuse  the  gifts  He  has  given  to  them. 
Perhaps  there  are  some  today  who  need 
teaching  along  this  line.  God  did  not 
give  us  the  wonderful  baptism  of  the 
Holy  Ghost  to  make  a  show  of  nor  to 
use  for  our  enjoyment  alone.  But  He 
wants  us  to  study  how  we  may  edify 
others.  Paul  says  in  the  Sth  verse,  "I 
would  that  all  spake  with  tongues,  but 
rather  that  ye  prophesied."  He  didn't 
say  to  do  away  with  speaking  with 
tongues  entirely  like  some  want  to  do. 
He  said,  "I  thank  my  God,  I  speak  with 
tongues  more  than  all:  Yet  in  the  church 
I  had  rather  speak  five  words  with  my 
understanding,  that  by  my  voice  I  might 
teach  others  also,  than  ten  thousand 
words  in  an  unknown  tongue."  In  the 
13th  verse,  "Wherefore  let  him  that 
speaketh  in  an  unknown  tongue  pray  that 
he  may  interpret."  He  admonishes  them 
to  pray  that  they  might  interpret  the 
language  they  speak.  When  this  happens 
in  our  midst  today  it  is  very  convincing, 
and   it    should   happen   often. 

Alice:  Is  there  any  place  in  the  Old 
Testament  that  prophesies  this  experience? 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  Alice,  in  Isa.  28:11-12 
we  find  these  words:  "For  with  stammer- 
ing lips  and  another  tongue  will  he  speak 
to  this  people.  To  whom  he  said,  This  ;s 
the  rest  wherewith  ye  may  cause  the 
weary  to  rest;  and  this  is  the  refreshing: 
yet  they  would  not  hear." 

Martha:  And,  Sister  Harrison,  it  surely 

is  a  rest  to  the  soul,  isn't  it?  I'll  tell  you 

that    I    can    recommend    this    wonderful 

baptism    of   the   Spirit   to   every   one   of 

(Continued  on  page  31) 
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THE   GREAT  SONG  WRITER 

Sixty  years  ago  perhaps  the  most  out- 
standing singing  evangelist  in  the  Eng- 
lish-speaking world  was  Philip  Paul  Bliss. 
In  America  and  in  Great  Britain  he  sang 
the  gospel,  and  was  used  to  win  many 
people  to  the  Christian  life. 

In  December,  1876,  when  on  the  way 
to  conduct  a  meeting  in  Chicago  he  was 
on  a  train  that  was  wrecked  at  Ashta- 
bula, Ohio,  where  many  lost  their  lives. 
Among  others  of  whom  no  trace  was 
found  were  P.   P.   Bliss  and  Mrs.   Bliss. 

But  for  two  generations  his  influence 
has  lived  in  the  world,  as  Christians  have 
sung  his  own  songs,  such  as: 

"Hold  the  fort,  for  I  am  coming," 

Jesus  signals  still, 
Wave  the  answer   back   to  heaven, 
"By   thy  grace  we  will-" 
And    this   message    which    brought    light 
and  joy  to  many: 
Free  from  the  law,  oh  happy  condition, 

Jesus  hath  bled,  and  there  is  remission, 
Ctirs'd  by  the  law  and  bruis'd  by  the  fall, 
Grace  hath  redeemed  us  once  for  all. 
Then    there    was   the    triumphant: 
I  am  so  glad  that  our  Father  in  heaven, 
Tells  of  His  love  in  the  Book  He  has 
given, 
Wonderful  things  in  the  Bible  I  see; 

This  is  the  dearest  that  Jesus  loves  me. 
And   the   assuring: 

Precious   promise  God   hath   given 

To  the  weary  passer-by, 
On  the  way  from  earth  to  heaven, 
"I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 
Or  this  ringing  appeal: 

Trim   your   feeble   lamp,   my   brother; 

Some  poor  sailor,  tempest  tossed, 
Trying  now  to   make  the  harbor, 
In  the  darkness  may  be  lost. 
There   was    that    other   nautical    message 
whose  chorus  was: 

Pull   for   the   shore,   sailor,   pull   for   the 
shore! 
Heed  not  the  rolling  waves,  but  bend 
to   the  oar; 
Safe  in  the  lifeboat,  sailor,  cling  to  self 
no  more! 
Leave  the  poor  old  stranded  wreck,  and 

pull  for  the  shore. 
But  one  of  the  most   useful,  then  as 
today,   is   still   sounding: 
When  peace,  like  a  river,  attendeth   my 
way, 
When  sorrows,   like   sea   billows,   roll; 
Whatever  my  lot,  thou  hast  taught  me 
to  say, 
"It  is  well,  it  is  well  with  my  soul." 

THE  HYMNS  OF  LONG  AGO 

Last  evening  the  lady  who  lives  in  the 
apartment  below  us  sat  down  at  her  piano, 
and  touched  the  keys  with  light,  skillful 


fingers.  Instead  of  playing  "jazz,"  or 
"swing,"  which  is  so  popular  with  the 
present  generation,  she  played  old  hymns 
that  I  learned  as  a  child.  "Rock  of 
Ages,"  "Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul,"  "Let 
the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning,"  and  many 
others,  and  as  the  soft  strains  came  up  to 
me,  sitting  alone  in  the  twilight,  my  mind 
went  back  over  the  years,  and  I  thought 
of  the  little  white  church  up  among  the 
hills,  where  I  heard  these  same  hymns, 
fifty  years  ago,  as  I  sat  with  my  father 
and  mother  in  our  pew  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing. 

I  recall  the  old  familiar  faces,  the  loved 
ones  of  days  long  gone,  that  were  wont 
to  gather  at  the  old  church,  who  have 
now  gone  to  join  the  others  over  the 
river.  Their  names  would  be  familiar  to 
many  of  you,  I  am  sure.  I  have  not  space 
to  mention  them,  but  their  kindly  deeds, 
and  the  lives  they  lived  are  still  fresh  in 
my  thoughts,  and  how  the  old  church 
would  resound  with  the  echoes  of  their 
voices! 

One  good  old  saint  of  God,  a  lame 
brother,  sat  in  the  pew  just  in  front  of 
ours,  and  I  remember  the  many  times  in 
class-meeting  that  he  would  request  an 
old  song  that  was  in  our  singing  book, 
"Songs  of  Joy  and  Gladness."  During  the 
service,  if  there  was  a  lull,  he  would  al- 
ways say,  "Sing  number  one  hundred  and 
seven."  The  chorus  began  like  this,  "Oh, 
the  children  of  the  Lord  have  a  right- 
to  shout  and  sing,"  and  how  the  good 
brother  enjoyed  that  song!  He  could  not 
sing,  but  as  the  rest  of  us  sang,  he  would 
clap  his  hands  softly  in  time  with  the 
music,  and  many  times  when  the  song 
was  done,  I  have  seen  him  lift  a  toil- 
scarred  hand  and  wipe  away  the  tears 
that  had  trickled  unbidden  down  his  face. 

Not  long  ago  it  was  my  privilege  10 
attend  worship  in  the  little  church.  Time 
had  wrought  many  changes.  The  old  peo- 
ple are  nearly  all  gone,  and  many  who 
are  strangers  to  me  have  taken  their  plac- 
es, but  as  I  heard  the  music  and  listened 
to  the  faithful  pastor  as  he  prayed  and 
preached,  this  thought  came  to  me, 
"While  the  people  have  changed  with  the 
passing  years,  the  fundamental  principles 
of  the  old  time  religion  are  the  same  as 
they  were  in  days  gone  by,  thank  God!" 

Music  has  always  been  a  source  of  in- 
spiration, and  while  the  music  of  the  pres- 
ent day  does  not  compare,  in  my  opinion, 
with  the  songs  of  other  days,  we  who 
love  and  serve  God  can  still  find  comfort 
and  help  in  the  strains  of  the  old  time 
hymns,  and  can  still  find  refuge  in  the 
"Rock  of  Ages,"  until  the  One  whom  we 
worship  as  best  we  can  sees  fit  to  call 
us  to  join  the  great  multitude  over  yon- 


der, and  to  sing  His  praises  forevermore. 
— Leon   P.   Johnson,   Rutland,   Vermont. 

OH  SAY,  CAN  YOU  SEE  BY  THE 
DAWN'S   EARLY   LIGHT 

Frances  Scott  Key,   1779-1843 

Frances  Scott  Key,  author  of  the  "Star- 
Spangled  Banner,"  was  born  at  Double 
Pipe  Creek,  Maryland,  on  the  estate  of 
his  father,  John  Ross  Key,  an  officer 
in  the  Revolutionary  War.  He  was  edu- 
cated at  St.  John's  College,  practiced  law 
at  Frederick,  Maryland,  and  for  three 
terms  served  as  district  attorney  at 
Georgetown  in  the  District  of  Columbia 
under  President  Andrew  Jackson. 

During  the  War  of  1812  with  England, 
Key  visited  the  British  ship,  MinJen,  in 
order  to  secure  the  release  of  some  of 
the  prisoners,  one  of  them  being  his 
friend,  Doctor  William  Beanes,  of  Upper 
Marlboro,  Maryland.  Merely  because  of 
his  sympathy  with  the  American  cause, 
Doctor  Beanes  was  held  by  the  British. 
Key  was  successful  in  getting  the  prison- 
ers released.  But  just  as  they  were  all 
about  to  depart,  the  British  decided  not 
to  let  them  go  that  night  because  of  the 
attack  about  to  be  made  upon  Baltimore. 
Accordingly,  they  were  taken  on  board 
the  frigate  Surprise  and  carried  up  to 
Patapsco  River  to  their  own  vessel,  which 
was  kept  under  guard,  lest  they  escape 
and  give  away  information  to  their  fellow 
countrymen.  During  the  battle  between 
the  ships  and  the  forts  their  anxiety  was 
intense.  And  as  Key  walked  the  deck, 
eagerly  awaiting  the  dawn,  which  should 
tell  him  whether  or  not  over  Fort  Mc- 
Henry  the  flag  was  still  there,  he  wrote 
on  the  back  of  a  letter: 

"O  say,  can  you  see    by    the    dawn's 
early  light, 
What  so  proudly   we  hailed  at   the  twi- 
light's last  gleaming?" 

On  the  rowboat  that  bore  him  shore- 
ward in  the  morning  he  completed  the 
song   now   so  famous. 

Let  the  Lower  Lights  Be  Burning 

P.  P.  Bliss 

At  one  of  Mr.  Moody's  meetings  in 
America  he  related  the  story  of  a  ship- 
wreck on  a  dark  and  tempestuous  n'ght, 
when  not  even  a  star  was  visible.  A  ship 
was  approaching  the  harbor  of  Cleveland, 
with  a  pilot  on  board.  The  captain,  notic- 
ing only  one  light  as  they  drew  near — 
that  from  the  lighthouse — asked  the  pilot 
if  he  was  quite  sure  that  it  was  Cleveland 
harbor,  as  other  lights  should  have  been 
burning  at  the  harbor  mouth.  The  pilot 
replied  that  he  was  sure,  whereupon  the 
captain  inquired: 

"Where   are    the   lower   lights?" 

"Gone  out,  sir,"  replied  the  pilot. 

"Can  you  make  the  harbor,  then?" 
asked  the  captain;  to  which  the  pilot  an- 
swered: 

(Coninued  on  page  24) 
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Letter  From  George    Cook    to    His 
Family  Who  Are  On  a  Fur- 
lough in  America 

My  darling  Mama  and  Papa  and  the  Boys: 

My,  how  glad  we  were  to  receive  your 
air  mail  letter  sent  from  Oakland  on  July 
2  and  received  here  today. 

This  war  makes  you  seem  to  be  ever  so 
much  further  away  than  you  really  are. 
However,  we  have  a  way  to  get  together 
and  that  is  at  the  throne  of  grace.  Praise 
the  Lord  for  His  precious  promises. 

You  know  how  much  there  is  to  be 
done  here.  I  think  I  have  given  interviews 
to  at  least  one  hundred  and  fifty  or  two 
hundred  of  our  brothers  and  sisters  dur- 
ing this  month! 

Today  it  is  33  5  days  since  you  sailed 
for  America!  My,  how  the  time  has 
flown  and  it  is  almost  time  for  your  re- 
turn! You  don't  know  how  much  we  are 
looking  forward  to  seeing  you  again.  Blos- 
som says  she  is  counting  the  days  but  I 
don't  think  that  will  help  you  to  get 
here  any  sooner;  besides  I  haven't  the 
time  to  do  that. 

I  notice  with  regret  how  low  the 
amount  for  the  Bible  School  is  this  month 
and  I  must  speak  to  the  students  about 
this  matter.  Some  of  them  are  grumbling 
because  of  the  food  and  they  say,  "Money 
is  coming  from  America  for  the  Bible 
School  so  they  may  as  well  give  us  good 
food  for  it."  I  told  them  that  not  half 
enough  is  coming  in  for  the  B.  T.  S. 
needs.  Since  you  said  that  the  B.  T.  S. 
should  be  continued  for  six  months  we 
are  doing  so,  but  are  going  to  clear  out 
those  dull  folks  by  the  end  of  this  Ma- 
layalam  year.  There  are  six  or  seven  whom 
we  already  have  in  mind  to  send  away. 
Some  of  the  B  Class  are  extremely  dull 
this  year — all  due  to  insufficient  ground 
in  Malayalam  education. 

My!  how  I  wish  we  had  a  radio  here  so 
that  we  could  get  all  the  news  quicker 
than  we  get  it  in  the  paper  (a  newspaper 
which  is  sent  us  by  post  from  the  large 
city,  Madras).  However,  we  are  waiting 
patiently  and  hope  that  you  will  bring 
one  out.  Don't  forget  that  it  must  be  one 
that  has  wave  bands  to  suit  India;  all  ra- 
dios made  for  India  have  wave  bands 
covering  from  13  metres  to  about  a  1000 
metres. 

Well,  I  have  at  last  made  some  headway 
on  the  Mangudi  church  building  roof.  We 
have  already  bought  about  three  candies 
of  timber  and  need  two  candies  more. 
(Candies  mean  cubic  feet.)  The  carpen- 
ters are  coming  tomorrow  and  we  hope 
to  have  everything  ready  in  ten  days  at 


the  latest.  When  it  is  ready  I  am  making 
a  visit  to  the  Tamil  parts  (field)  and 
will  hold  some  meetings  there  at  the  same 
time. 

I  will  probably  be  in  Pondy  (Tamil 
field)  when  you  get  this  letter.  It  will 
seem  funny  without  Papa  along  with  me 
and  I  know  Rajapalayam  T.  B.  (travelers 
inn  for  Europeans)  will  bring  up  old 
memories.  I  wonder  if  Papa  remembers 
the  time  when  we  turned  up  there  and 
found  the  whole  place  locked  up  with  no 
watchman  in  sight?  We  strewed  our  junk 
all  over  the  verandah  (porch)  and  had 
breakfast  on  the  kitchen  box  (box  of 
cooking  utensils) !  I  am  very  glad  that  at 
last  there  is  some  hope  of  finishing  the 
Mangudi  building  as  the  people  are  very 
much  discouraged  over  long  delay.  I  have 
to  make  arrangements  for  a  good  evange- 
list to  stay  here. 

Stephen  wrote  me  to  tell  Daddy  to 
bring  a  good  handpress  to  print  tracts, 
etc.,  with.  It  must  be  at  least  foolscap 
size. 

Was  very  glad  to  get  the  two  dollars 
for  tracts.  I  am  going  to  get  a  good 
article  and  have  it  printed  soon.  You  will 
be  surprised  to  know  how  high  printing 
charges  have  gone  since  the  war. 
Printing  ink  has  been  increased  by  100% 
and  printing  paper  about  5  0%.  As  a  re- 
sult, only  real  important  things  can  be 
printed. 

These  months,  June  and  July,  have 
been  terrible  months  for  the  poor  people 
out  here.  Even  when  there  is  no  war  they 
have  a  difficult  time  during  this  time 
(these  months)  but  the  war  has  made 
things  much  worse.  People  in  some  places 
are  even  eating  tapioca  leaves!  My  heart 
is  so  grieved  when  I  see  the  awful  poverty 
in  some  places — especially  at  stations 
Adur  and  Soorhad.  The  other  night  we 
had  twenty-five  bunches  of  tapioca 
(roots)  stolen  from  our  compound. 
However  I  don't  begrudge  it  if  some  poor 
starving  fellow  has  stolen  it.  A  lot  of 
stealing  of  this  sort  has  been  going  on.  I 
don't  think  the  American  people  can 
realize  how  these  people  starve  and  live  on 
almost  nothing. 

I  wrote  in  my  last  letter  that  Brother 
Livesey  was  going  to  Madura  for  a  con- 
vention last  week.  They  had  very  good 
meetings  and  I  will  just  quote  from 
Brother  B's  letter. 

"The  very  first  day  there  was  a  good 
gathering  and  the  hall  was  insufficient  ro 
hold  the  people.  The  crowd  was  increas- 
ing every  night.  The  Lord  used  Brother 
Livesey  mightily     in  all     the     meetings. 


There  was  one  meeting  in  the  day  time 
and  that  was  mainly  for  the  believers.  We 
felt  the  glorious  presence  of  the  Lord  and 
the  messages  were  from  the  Lord.  We  did 
not  have  any  baptism  in  water." 

I  am  glad  you  are  sendng  money  now 
and  then  for  the  Liveseys  as  they  are  suf- 
fering much  at  times  as  funds  from  Eng- 
land are  rather  disturbed. 

We  have  a  new  young  man  in  the 
Bible  School  from  South  Travancore.  He 
is  a  convert  from  Hinduism — was  a  Na- 
dar  Tamil  Hindu  before — and  has  trav- 
eled around  giving  his  testimony.  Some  of 
our  believers  in  Mallaserry  met  him  and 
spoke  to  him  about  the  Holy  Spirit  and 
recommended  him  to  come  here  and  study 
some  in  the  B.  T.  S.  As  a  result  he  came 
and  is  tarrying  earnestly  for  the  Baptism. 
He  will  make  a  very  useful  worker  I 
think.  Later  on  I  will  get  his  complete 
testimony  which  is  very  interesting  in- 
deed. He  spoke  last  Sunday  for  about  one 
hour  and  fifteen  minutes  under  great 
anointing.  His  name  is  W.  A.  John.  His 
Hindu  name  was  W.  A.  Subramaniam 
Nadar.  He  is  a  very  fiery  young  man  and 
seems  out  and  out  for  the  Lord.  However, 
we  can  see  what  can  be  made  out  of  him 
to  His  glory.  I  think  he  will  make  a  very 
promising  worker  for  the  Tamil  field. 

I  just  had  a  letter  from  Onnooney  who 
has  been  in  Srivilliputtur  for  the  past  two 
months.  He  is  now  going  to  Nellore  and 
expects  to  stay  there  until  the  next  an- 
nual convention,  D.  V.  I  will  quote  from 
his  letter  too: 

"Glad  to  hear  about  the  return  journey 
of  Sahib  and  Madam  (Cooks).  Last  week 
I  went  to  our  station  Watrap  where  M.  M. 
Thomas  and  wife  are  working  near 
Srivilliputtur  and  spent  some  days  with 
Brother  Thomas.  We  went  to  some  of  the 
neighboring  villages  and  had  some  good 
meetings.  There  we  have  sown  in  a  vast 
field  and  I  request  you  to  water  it  with 
your  prayers.  Last  Saturday  we  had  a  very 
good  open  air  meeting  in  Srivilliputtur. 
As  you  wrote  me,  I  am  prepared  to  go  to 
the  Telugu  parts  by  the  beginning  of 
August.  Now  I  think  it  better  to  go  to 
Nellore  after  visiting  station  Cuddapaha. 
Hope  that  you  will  agree  with  me  in  that 
opinion.  You  know  that  I  am  in  need  of 
renting  a  house  to  conduct  the  meetings. 
At  least  a  house  of  Rs.  5J-  ($1.66)  is 
necessary  in  Nellore." 

I  am  sending  him  this  amount  besides 
his  usual  Rs.  5|-,  in  faith  that  the  Lord 
will  help  you  to  get  help  for  the  Telugu 
field.  I  have  also  done  something  in  faith 
concerning  Brother  Dass  as  noted  Mow. 
Hope  you  will  agree  to  this  as  the  Telu- 
gu field  is  a  wonderful  field  and  we  can 
get  much  good  out  of  it,  especially 
amongst  the  poor  villagers  who  know 
hardly  anything  about  Jesus  and  His  sav- 
ing grace. 

(Continued  in  next  issue) 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 


We  are  happy  this  morning  because  we 
lave  the  privilege  to  send  you  our  first 
Tiessage  from  the  Y.  P.  E.  of  Toccoa.  We 
wish  to  express  our  gratitude  to  the  Edi- 
:or  for  the  wonderful  messages  and  in- 
;truction  and  helpful  material  we  receive 
from  the  Lighted  Pathway. 

We  are  thankful  for  the  progress  of 
>ur  Y.  P.  E.  and  for  our  faithful  presi- 
lent,  Mrs.  R.  Q.  Brown. 

We  also  thank  every  one  for  his  cooper- 
ition,  especially  the  Westmoreland  and 
Robert  Trios.  We  want  you  to  pray  that 
3od  will  get  hold  of  all  the  young  people 
lere  and  we  can  have  an  old  time  re- 
vival. 

We  gave  the  pantomime,  "A  Search  in 
yam,"  at  Lavonia  during  the  district  con- 
tention of  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School. 
We  feel  sure  that  it  is  a  blessing  to  many. 
— Lena  Brewer,  Toccoa,  Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I'm  thanking  and  praising  the  Lord  for 
:he  Lighted  Pathway.  It  has  been  a  great 
:ncouragcment  to  me  along  the  way.  I 
lo  hope  and  pray  the  Lord  will  bless  and 
indertake  for  you  in  this  work. 

JESUS  LOVES  US 
Jesus  died  for  you  and  me, 

Upon  the  cross  of  Calvary, 
And  gave  us  peace  and  joy  within, 

And  set  us  free  from  every  sin. 

—Violet  Banger,  age  14,  Key  West,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  felt  for  some  time  that  I  would 
ike  to  write  you.  The  Lighted  Pathway 
;urely  is  well  named  because  it  gives  forth 
■adiant  beams  of  light  to  the  pathway  of 
tiany  young  people.  I  believe  it  is  the  best 
■eligious  paper  I  have  ever  read.  It  is  so 
:omplete.  Surely  God  is  with  you  and 
eads  you  because  so  many  questions  that 
:ome  in  mind  are  often  solved  in  some 
>art  of  the  paper.  I  am  sure  others  find 
t  the  same  way. 

I  have  certainly  enjoyed  the  story  "Un- 
Jer  Whose  Wings."  It  is  very  instructive. 

I  covet  your  prayers  for  our  Y.  P.  E. — 
\/liss  Armelinc  N.  Cousineau. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  sound  a  note  of  praise  for 
ivhat  God  has  done  for  the  Y.  P.  E.  here 
it  Murphy.  A  revival  has  just  closed.  A 
lumber  of  our  young  people  have  been 
saved,  sanctified  and  filled  with  the  Holy 
3host. 

We  use  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  our 
programs.  I  think  it  is  one  of  the  most 


wonderful  and  inspiring  papers  that  has 
ever  been  published  for  the  youth  of  our 
nation. 

Most  all  our  young  people  are  willing 
workers  and  have  a  hunger  in  their  souls 
for  the  inspiring  Word  of  God,  which  is  a 
lamp  unto  our  feet  and  a  light  unto  our 
pathway.  I  have  faith  in  God  that  He  will 
keep  His  hand  on  our  Y.  P.  E.  work  that 
we  can  prove  to  be  a  blessing  to  our 
church  and  our  community  and  keep  pro- 
gressing until  Jesus  comes. 

Pray  for  us. — Fred  Stimson,  Murphy, 
Okla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  say  a  few  words  in  be- 
half of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I  believe  tt 
is  the  best  religious  paper  I  know  of,  and 
it  gets  better  every  time.  It  really  has  the 
right  name  because  it  is  a  light  and  com- 
fort to  every  one  that  will  read  it.  May 
the  Lord  bless  you  in  your  faithfulness 
to  get  the  best  for  the  paper. 

When  I  first  came  here  I  just  had  to 
beg  people  to  buy  the  paper  but  it  haj 
proven  itself  to  them  to  be  a  paper  that 
any  religious  or  good  thinking  person 
should  like  to  read.  Just  keep  up  the  good 
work  for  it  is  certainly  appreciated. 

Pray  for  us. — James  H.  Clark,  John- 
ston City,  III. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

The  church  in  Alma  is  on  a  boom  for 
God  and  His  cause.  The  young  people  are 
being  saved  in  great  numbers. 

A  revival  has  just  come  to  a  close 
which  was  continued  for  five  weeks.  Sev- 
enty were  saved,  fifty-two  sanctified, 
forty-seven  received  the  Holy  Ghost,  fif- 
ty-two baptized  and  forty-nine  came  in 
the  church.  The  greater  number  of  the 
mentioned  conversions  were  among  the 
young  people.  Even  though  this  great 
campaign  has  come  to  a  close  we  feel  that 
the  effects  will  live  on  in  the  lives  of  our 
boys  and  girls  who  came  to  God  and 
help  win  other  souls  for  the  cause  cf 
Christ. 

We  ask  your  prayers  that  the  church 
will  continue  to  grow  and  remain  a  soul- 
saving  station. — Bernice  Hyers,  Alma, 
Ga. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  can  never  express  in  words  how 
much  we  appreciate  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. We  have  increased  our  order  of 
Lighted  Pathways  two  rolls  this  year. 

We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  here  but  ask 
that  you  pray  that  all  the  young  people 
will   get    salvation.    We   won    the   district 


Y.  P.  E.  banner  last  quarter.  We  have 
about  three  plays  each  quarter  and  get 
most  of  them  out  of  the  Lighted  Path- 
way. 

We  are  going  to  start  a  revival  soon  and 
are  expecting  the  Lord  to  bless  in  a  great 
way. 

I  am  a  girl  of  twelve  writing  for  the 
Y.  P.  E.  at  Bartow,  Fla. — Blanche  Dees. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  note  of  praise  to  the  Lord  for 
full  and  free  salvation  and  for  the 
Lighted  Pathway.  It  is  a  wonderful  paper. 
I  take  it  each  month  and  enjoy  reading 
it  very  much.  It  seems  so  long  from  one 
month  to  the  next  before  I  can  read  the 
next  one. 

Pray  for  my  healing.  I  know  the  Lord 
will  heal  if  we  put  our  trust  in  Him. — 
Laura  J.  Crockett  {colored),  Austinville, 
Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  haven't  written  to  you  or  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  some  time  but  my  interest 
for  the  paper  hasn't  ceased  but  increased. 
I  am  certainly  proud  of  each  issue,  only 
wish  it  were  a  weekly  paper  instead  of  a 
monthly.  Your  messages  are  so  complete 
and  each  one  gets  richer. 

Class  evangelism  is  so  needed.  Oh!  how 
we  do  need  training. 

You  asked  what  readers  think  of 
"Biblical  Eye-Openers."  I  think  it  both 
interesting  and  educational,  especially  so 
for  our  Junior  readers.  I'm  past  thirty 
but  I  find  a  lesson  in  it  for  me.  We  never 
get  too  old  to  learn. 

May  God  richly  bless  you  in  your 
work,  and  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  appreciate  all 
prayers. — Mrs.  Fred  Durham,  Middles- 
boro,  Ky. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

"The  Lighted  Pathway,"  the  sound  of 
these  words  seem  sweet  to  my  ears. 
Words  can't  express  the  encouragement  it 
bestows  upon  my  soul.  I  look  forward  for 
the  time  of  the  mouth  to  come  to  re- 
ceive it.  I  think  it  truly  is  a  wonderful 
paper. 

We  have  a  working  band  of  young 
people  here  at  Carmi,  and  have  a  wonder- 
ful time  with  the  Lord  at  our  Y.  P.  E. 
Many  who  joined  as  sinners  are  now 
Christians  and  on  fire  for  the  Lord.  Pray 
for  our  Y.  P.  E.  that  it  may  continue  to 
grow. — Nadinc  Dill,  Carmi,  Illinois. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  name!  I  just  want  to 
write  to  let  you  know  that  we  just 
set  a  Y.  P.  E.  in  order.  Donald  E.  Pearson 
was  chosen  as  president.  We  solicit  your 
prayers  for  this  Y.  P.  E. 

It  seems  that  I  left  one  job  of  being 
Y.  P.  E.  president  of  Casper,  Wyoming, 
to  step  into  president  of  Y.  P.  E.  in  Sheri- 
(Coninued  on  page  24^ 
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My  Cross 

Lrt   Verw  Borton 

I  thought  my  cross  too  heavy, 
This  cross  I  have  to  bear; 

Until  one  day,  along  life's  way, 
Another's  I  did  share. 

My  cross  did  bend  me  very  low, 
It  seemed  I  had  no  power; 

But  when  I  took  my  brother's  cross, 
His  did  bend  me  lower. 

More  able  is  my  brother, 
To  bear  his  cross  than  me, 

More  able  by  God's  grace  am  I 
To  bear  my  cross  than  he. 

— Leavittsburg,  Ohio. 

Love  Me  While  I  Am  Living 

If  you  are  going  to  love  me, 
Love  me  now  while  I  can  know, 
All  the  warm  and  tender  feeling 
From  real  affections  flow. 

Love  me  now  while  I  am  living, 
Do  not  wait  until  I  am  gone 
And  the  chisel  is  on  the  marble — 
Warm  love  words  on  ice  cold  stone. 

If  you  have  dear  thoughts  about  me,  why 
Not  whisper  them  to  me? 
Surely  they  would  make  me  happy, 
And  as  glad  as  glad  can  be. 

If  you  wait  until  I  am  sleeping, 
Never  more  to  wake  again, 
There  will  be  walls  of  earth  between  us, 
And  I  can  not  hear  you  then. 

If  you  knew  someone  was  thirsting 
For  a  drink  of  water  sweet, 
Would  you  then  be  slow  to  bring  it? 
Would  you  step  with  lazy  feet? 

There  is  a  tender  heart  right  near  you, 
That  is  thirsting  for  your  love, 
Why  should  you  refuse  to  give  them, 
That  which  God  sent  from  above? 

— Name  of  author  misplaced. 

Young  People's  Endeavor 

Wanda  Barwick 

When  I  grow  up 

I'll  tell  you  just  what  I  want  to  be, 

Nothing  more,  nothing  less, 

Just  a  worker  in  Y.  P.  E. 

Y.  P.  E.  is  for  one, 

Y.  P.  E.  is  for  all, 

When  you  feel  down-hearted, 

Just  on  the  Y.  P.  E.  call. 

When  you  get  discouraged, 
Tell  you  what  to  do, 


Come  to  our  Y.  P.  E., 
It's  the  very  place  for  you. 

It  will  cheer  every  heart, 
It  will  chase  every  tear, 
It  will  comfort  our  soul, 
When  to  Y.  P.  E.  we  appear. 

Young  people,  let's  boost 
Our  Y.  P.  E.  on  the  way, 
Let  us  work  harder 
For  our  Y.  P.  E.  today. 

If  we've  lived  for  God 
Who  saves  every  soul, 
Who's  been  to  the  fountain 
Made  every  whit  whole, 
Christ  lifted  our  burdens 
Our  debt  He  did  pay, 
When  we  meet  the  reaper 
To  friends  we  can  say, 

I've  lived  for  my  Savior, 
His  ways  I  have  trod, 
My  life  has  been  given 
In  service  to  God. 
I  hope  to  meet  you 
In  that  city  so  bright 
Say  not  good-bye 
But  "GOOD  NIGHT." 

— E.  L.  Simmons,  Jr.,  Y.  P.  E.  evangelist. 

Let  Me  Kiss  Thy  Hands  and  Feet 

Let  me  kiss  thy  hands  with  the  prints 
The  cruel  nail  at  Calvary  rent, 
Let  me  kiss  the  prints  of  thy  blessed  feet, 
To  me,  dear  Lord,  they  are  so  sweet. 

Let  me  kiss  the  hands     that  soothed  the 

brow 
Of  fevered  folks,  who  need  Him  now 
As  once  He  did  in  the  days  of  old, 
So  the  blessed  story's  told. 

The  hands  that  worked  tirelessly  day  and 

night 
Healing  the  sick  and  giving  sight, 
Never  faltering,  so  busy  was  He 
Bringing  salvation  to  you  and  me. 

With  those  feet  He  walked  many  a  mile, 
With  weary  heart,  but  always  a  smile, 
Leaving  a  trail  of  sunshine  behind 
To  the  maimed,  the  halt,  the  sick  and  the 
blind. 

He  carried  the  cross  with  those  blessed 

hands, 
With  people  taunting  all  over  the  land, 
To  Calvary's  brow,  with  weary  feet, 
For  us  He  went,  death's  sting  to  meet. 

He  suffered  agony,  He  bled  and  died, 
The  spear  was  thrust  into  His  side, 
He  bore  it  in  silence,  and  patience 


To  save  such  sinners  as  you  and  me. 

Lord,  let  me  kiss  thy  hands  and  feet 
As,  Thee,  I  kneel  in  prayer  to  meet, 
Keep  me  humble   and  submissive  still 
Ever  in  Thy  precious  will. 

— Evelyn  Phillips,  Vine  Grove,  Kj 


Our  Y.  P.  E.  is  not  a  failure, 
As  some  folks  said  it  would  be; 
But  it's  still  climbing  upward, 
As  I  suppose  you  all  can  see. 

We  do  not  get  the  honor, 

The  pastor,  president  or  me, 

But  the  One  who  worked  the  wonder 

Is  the  Man  of  Calvary. 

The  reason  it's  not  a  failure 
Is  our  members  are  not  the  sort 
To  say,  "Give  that  to  someone  else, 
I  cannot  get  that  part." 

But  whatever  you  may  give  them, 
They  say,  "I'll  do  my  best." 
And  as  long  as  we  do  that  way, 
God  will  surely  do  the  rest. 

— Helen  Rusher,  Carmi,  II 


Jesus  a  Friend 

Mrs.  Gladys  Milligan 

I  go  to  Jesus  in  prayer 
For  everything  I  need, 
He  is  always  on  the  throne 
And  He'll  answer  you  and  me. 

If  you  will  put  your  trust  in  Flim, 
He  will  prove  to  be  a  friend; 
He  will  go  with  you  through  everythin 
Glory  to  His  precious  name. 

When  you  pray  through  to  the  victory 
And  His  blessings  you  receive, 
Just  keep  right  on  praying 
And  old  Satan  can't  deceive. 

For  Christ  died  upon  the  cross, 
For  you  as  well  as  me; 
And  He  will  take  you  safely  through 
If  in  Him  you  will  believe. 

— Eldorado,  Hi 


You  Must  Pray 

By  Kay  Beaver 

If  your  soul  is  troubled 
And  you're  lonely  all  the  day, 
If  your  heart  is  breaking 
And  you  can't  find  the  way, 
Then  think  of  God  above  you 
Yes,  my  friend,  He  loves  you. 

Won't  you  turn  to  God  today? 
He  will  help  you  find  the  way, 
But  first,  my  friend,  you  must  pray, 
Pray,  have  faith  and  trust  Him, 
Then  He  will  show  you  the  way, 
Yes  pray,  you  must  pray. 
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3Vly  ^Beloved 

MRS.  PHYLLIS  TERUZZI 


NOTE:  Tins  sermon  was  preached  by 
Ars.  Phyllis  Terlizzi  in  the  Hamilton, 
Ohio,  Church  of  God. 

"I  rose  up  to  open  to  my  beloved;  and 
ny  hands  dropped  with  myrrh,  and  my 
ingers  with  sweet  smelling  myrrh,  upon 
he  handles  of  the  lock,"  Song  of  Solomon 

I  remember,  when  I  was  quite  young, 
eeing  a  picture  painted  by  Holman  Hunt, 
>i  a  beautiful  entrance  to  a  dwelling 
(lace.  All  the  building  of  this  dwelling 
dace  was  not  shown,  but  the  door,  the 
rines  by  the  door,  and  a  few  trees  in  the 
lark  shadows.  At  the  door  stood  JESUS 
>ur  Savior.  In  His  left  hand  He  carried 
,  lantern  and  the  light  shined  on  the  way 
o  this  door.  With  His  right  hand  He 
knocked  at  the  door.  Around  His  head 
lso  shined  a  light  and  His  countenance 
howed  peace  and  expectation. 

There  is  nothing  in  our  homes  that  de- 
nands  quicker  attention  than  when  some- 
ine  knocks  at  the  door.  If  someone  is  sick 
ye  leave  him  for  the  moment  and  answer 
he  door.  If  baby  is  crying,  we  lay  him 
lown  and  answer  the  door.  If  we  are  read- 
ng  a  book  and  are  lost  in  its  mysteries, 
ve  lay  it  down  and  answer  the  door.  The 
>ne  on  the  outside  stands  in  attention, 
vaiting  for  the  door  to  open.  He  waits 
nxiously,  with  expectation  and  hopeful- 
»ess.  For  years  the  dear  Lord  Jesus  stood 
it  some  of  our  hearts  and  knocked. 
Cnocked  for  admittance.  He  waited,  He 
istened,  He  expected  us  to  open  to  Him 
ooner  than  we  did,  but  for  many  reasons 
ve  kept  Him  waiting,  but  glad  day  when 
ve  rose  to  open  to  our  Beloved. 

It  was  a  glad  day  when  I  arose  and 
urned  the  lock  over  in  the  inside  of  my 
leart's  door  to  admit  my  Friend  and  Lov- 
r.  When  I  arose  my  heart  became  glad 
tnd  I  reached  for  the  knob  and  my  heart 
vas  light,  my  fingers  dropped  with 
nyrrh. 

Oh,  the  joy  of  His  salvation!  There  is 
10  joy,  no  praise,  no  gladness  in  the  heart 
intil  we  arise  and  let  Him  in.  Then  our 
lands  drop  with  myrrh  and  we  are  over- 
:ome  of  gladness,  we  are  sick  of  love.  It 
s  then  our  hands  seek  some  work  to  do 
>ecause  of  our  Guest  and  Lover.  Our  tes- 
:imony  is  bright  and  clear,  for  we  are  in 
ove  with  the  lover  of  our  soul. 

He    then    becomes    our      Savior      and 
:leanses  us  from   sin;      for     when   Jesus 
:omes  in  sin  and  Satan  go  out. 
'Wonderful  grace  of  Jesus,  greater  than 

all  my  sins, 
Hotv  shall  my  tongue  describe  it,  where 

shall  its  praise  begin? 
Taking   away    my   burden,     setting    my 


spirit  free, 
For  the  wonderful  grace  of  Jesus  reaches 

me." 

He  becomes  our  Alpha  and  Omega,  the 
first  and  last,  the  Author  and  Finisher  of 
our  salvation.  He  is  first  and  last  to  us,  so 
He  expects  of  us  our  first  things  and  our 
last.  It  is  only  when  we  make  Him  first 
and  last  in  our  consecration  that  we  more 
fully  understand  Him.  When  He  comes 
into  our  hearts  His  presence  illuminates, 
there  is  that  glorious,  heavenly  glow  that 
shines  and  shines.  It  shines  in  every  crev- 
ice, behind  the  door,  under  every  cover, 
revealing  every  dark  place.  If  we  make 
Him  first  and  last  we  say,  "Yes,  Lord; 
Yes,  Lord;  Yes,  Lord,"  in  our  consecra- 
tion and  daily  living. 

He  becomes  our  Bread.  It  is  the  cus- 
tom in  the  Eastern  countries,  when  hav- 
ing a  visitor  or  a  caller  or  a  guest,  to  im- 
mediately prepare  the  tab'e  for  a  meal. 
When  Jesus  comes  into  the  heart,  He  pre- 
pares the  meal  and  becomes  the  bread. 
Rev.  3:20  says,  "Behold,  I  stand  at  the 
door,  and  knock:  if  any  man  hear  my 
voice,  and  open  the  door,  I  will  come  in 
to  him,  and  will  sup  with  him,  and  he 
with  me."  And  He  says,  "Children,  have 
ye  any  meat?"  They  answer  him,  "No." 
No,  no  bread  and  there  He  becomes  the 
living  Bread  sent  down  from  heaven.  He 
is  the  bread  of  life.  "For  the  bread  of  God 
is  He  which  cometh  down  from  heaven, 
and  giveth  life  unto  the  world."  Our 
glad  hearts  cry  as  we  sit  at  the  table  with 
Him,  "Lord,  evermore  give  us  this 
bread." 

He  also  becomes  Living  Water.  It  is  a 
fact  that  one  can  live  for  days  without 
bread,  as  important  a  food  as  that  is,  but 
it  is  impossible  to  live  long  without  water. 
Jesus  is  the  necessary  spiritual  sustainer  of 
life.  Both  bread  and  water.  Thank  God! 
Jesus  said,  "He  that  cometh  to  me  shall 
never  hunger;  and  he  that  believeth  on 
me  shall  never  thirst." 

What,  never  thirst  again? 
No,  never  thirst  again, 
For  he  that  drinketh,  Jesus  said, 
Shall   never,   never   thirst   again. 
I    am    thinking    now    of    that    Samari- 
tan woman  as  she  talked  to  Jesus  at  the 
well,    and    how    Jesus    took    her   step    by 
step  into  spiritual  light  and  little  by  lit- 
tle her  eyes  were  opened  to  the  wonderf  id 
truth  of  the  living  water.  Oh,  the  blessed 
experience  that  woman  had   the  day  she 
found   the  One   who  could   satisfy      the 
longing  of  her  heart!      What     a  change 
came  into  her  heart,  what  a  created  de- 
sire came  into  her  heart   when  once  she 
touched   the  Fountain   of  Life.   She  said, 
"Sir,  give  me  this  water,  that  I  thirst  not, 


neither  come  hither  to  draw."  Yes,  thank 
God,  we  find  altogether  a  different 
source  of  supply  when  we  taste  of  the 
living  water.  It  becomes  in  us  wells  and 
rivers  of  living  water,  Jesus  Himself  the 
great  supply. 

It  is  only  natural  that  bread  and  water 
give  life  and  Jesus  is  Life  to  us.  He  is  not 
only  living  water  but  eternal  life.  "The 
gift  of  God  is  eternal  life  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord."  "I  give  unto  them  eter- 
nal life  through  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord." 
"I  give  unto  them  eternal  life,"  Jesus 
said,  "and  they  shall  never  perish."  What 
is  eternal  life?  "That  they  might  know 
thee,  the  only  true  God,  and  Jesus  Christ 
whom  thou  hast  sent."  It  is  one  thing  to 
know  about  God  and  Jesus  Christ  the 
Savior,  but  it  is  altogether  another  thing 
to  know  them,  and  to  own  them  and  to  be 
one  with  them.  Dear  reader,  if  you  have 
never  opened  your  heart's  door  to  this 
glorious  Savior,  won't  you  do  it  now?  It 
is  then  that  we  become,  not  on'y  ac- 
quainted with  Him,  but  related  to  Him 
and    become   a    joint   heir   with   Him. 

Riches  lie  ahead!  Not  only  here  and 
now,  but  we  have  eternal  life  beyond 
this  life.  What  is  eternal  life?  In  this  life 
it  is  knowledge  of  Him,  in  the  life  here- 
after it  is  glory  and  honor  and  immortali- 
ty. Praise  God! 

As  we  journey  on  in  our  Christian  life 
Jesus  becomes  many  things  to  us.  He  is  all 
we  need.  With  Jesus  in  our  hearts  having 
first  place  and  dining  with  us,  living  and 
communing  with  us,  there  isn't  a  need 
but  that  He  is  there  to  take  care  of  it  and 
to  be  that  need  supplied. 

He  becomes  our  Shepherd.  He  calls  us 
by  our  name  and  we  know  His  voice  and 
follow  Him.  He  leads  us  out  into  green 
pastures  and  beside  still  waters.  What  for? 
To  graze,  to  exercise,  for  fresh  air  and  for 
fresh  water.  Friend,  what  are  you  grazing 
on,  tell  me  what  you  eat  and  I  will  tell 
you  what  you  are.  Come  now,  let  Him 
lead  you  into  His  Word  where  you  can 
feast,  let  Him  be  your  Shepherd. 

And  now  He  becomes  our  great  cap- 
tain. When  do  we  need  a  captain?  Of 
course,  it  is  when  we  are  in  battle.  If 
there  ever  was  a  time  when  we  need  Je- 
sus as  Captain  it  is  now.  It  seems  so  hard 
these  days  to  win  victories.  But  with  Je- 
sus as  our  Captain  we  can  win.  Battles 
must  be  fought,  armors  must  be  worn  and 
victories  must  be  won.  Put  on  your 
armor,  dear  one,  be  a  good  soldier,  obey 
the  order  of  your  great  Captain.  Be  not 
afraid  of  the  arrow  by  night  and  the 
pestilence  by  day.  Look  to  Jesus  your 
Captain.  The  day  is  yours. 

After  the  battle  is  fought,  the  victory 
is  won  and  we  have  been  ministered  to 
by  angels,  He  becomes  our  "Rose  of 
Sharon"  and  the  "Lily  of  the  Valley." 
This  makes  me  feel  like  saying,  Hallelu- 
jah. Just  spontaneously  the  praises  rise. 
(Coninued  on  page  24) 
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Think  On  These  Thing* 

"Except  a  living  man,  there  is  nothing 
more  wonderful  than  a  book." — Kingsley. 

"You  are  a  stranger  to  every  book  that 
you  have  not  read." 

"The   pastor   who   would   lead   is    the 
pastor  who  must   read." 


"You   are   in   'good   company'   with   a 
good  book,  anywhere,  all  the  time." 

"What  we  read  makes  thought.  What 
we  think  makes  us." 

"Books  can  set  the  spirit  free  though 
the  body  shackled  be." — E.  K.  Jones. 

"It  is  our  duty  to  love  and  live  among 

books." — Cardinal  Newman. 

*  ■■■<■    *    .-.<■ 

"If  in  doubt  as  to  where  to  go,  select 
a  good  book  and  stay  at  home." — Sel. 

"Cultivate  early  in  life  a  love  for  great 
literature." — Henry  Alfred  Porter. 

*  =:-     *     * 

"Every  real  home  has  good  books." 

*  *    *   * 

"Keep  abreast  of  the  times  by  wise 
selective  reading." — R.  E.  M.  Cowie. 

"Many  times  the  reading  of  a  good 
book  has  made  the  future  of  a  man." — 

Emerson. 

*  *   *   * 

"A  wise  mother,  and  good  books  helped 
me  to  succeed  in  life." — Henry  Clay. 

*  *      si-      K- 

"Books  are  a  guide  in  youth  and  an 
entertainment    for    age." — Collier. 

*  *      *      * 

"Many  a  man's  life  has  been  enriched 

by  stories  told  him  in  childhood." 

*  *    *    * 

"There  is  nothing  like  a  book  to  one 
who  knows  how  to  pluck  fruit  from  it. 
— H.   W.  Beecher. 

"Books  are  the  windows  for  the  child's 
outreaching  soul." 

"Books — not  luxuries,  but  necessities." 

*  si-     *     * 

"It  is  only  one's  own  books  that  really 
become   one's    friends." 


X-X-*********** 


"Prepare  for  tomorrow  with  good  books 
today." 

:!■      *      *      * 

"Books  are  keys  that  open  doors." 

"Reading    maketh    a    full    man." 

*  *    *    * 

"Let's  link  together  home  and  church 
with    the    bonds    of    good    literature." 

*  *    *   * 

Sent  in  for  the  Reading  Circle  page  by 
Hattie  Jackson,  Rt.   2,  Calhoun,  Ga. 


"This  little  Book  I'd  rather  own, 
Than  all  the  gold  and  gems 

That  e'er  in  monarchs'  coffers  shone, 
Than  all  their  diadems." 

I  am  a  creature  of  a  day,  passing 
through  life  as  an  arrow  through  the 
air.  I  am  a  spirit,  coming  from  God, 
and  returning  to  God;  just  hovering  over 
the  great  gulf;  a  few  moments  hence  I 
am  seen  no  more;  I  drop  into  an  un- 
changeable eternity!  I  want  to  know  one 
thing — the  way  to  heaven;  how  to  land 
safe  on  that  happy  shore.  God  Himself 
has  condescended  to  teach  the  way.  He 
hath  written  it  down  in  a  book.  Oh,  give 
me  that  book!  At  any  price  give  me  the 
Book  of  God!  I  have  it;  here  is  knowledge 
enough  for  me.  Let  me  be  a  man  of  one 
book.  Here,  then,  I  am,  far  from  the 
busy  ways  of  men.  I  sit  down  alone;  only 
God  is  here.  In  His  presence  I  open,  I 
read  His  book;  for  this  end — to  find  the 
way  to  heaven. — John  Wesley. 


Bible  Readings  for 

October 

Morning 

Evening 

Oct.     1 

Jer.     3,  4 

Gal.     6 

Oct.     2 

Jer.     5,  6 

Eph.      1 

Oct.      3 

Jer.     7,   8 

Eph.     2 

Oct.     4 

Jer.    9,  10 

Eph.     3 

Oct.      5 

Jer.  11,  12 

Eph.     4 

Oct.     6 

Jer.  13,  14 

Eph.      5 

Oct.     7 

Jer.  15,  16 

Eph.     6 

Oct.      8 

Jer.  17,  18 

Phil.     1 

Oct.     9 

Jer.  19,  20 

Phil.     2 

Oct.   10 

Jer.  21,22 

Phil.     3 

Oct.   11 

Jer.  23,24 

Phil.     4 

Oct. 

12 

Jer.  25,  26 

Col. 

1 

Oct. 

13 

Jer.  27,  28 

Col. 

2 

Oct. 

14 

Jer.  29,  30 

Col. 

3 

Oct. 

15 

Jer.    31 

Col. 

4 

Oct. 

16 

Jer.    32 

1  Thess. 

1,2 

Oct. 

17 

Jer.  33,  34 

1  Thess. 

3 

Oct. 

18 

Jer.  3  5,  36 

1  Thess. 

4 

Oct. 

19 

Jer.  37,  38 

1  Thess. 

5 

Oct. 

20 

Jer.  39,  40 

2  Thess. 

1 

Oct. 

21 

Jer.  41-43 

2  Thess. 

2 

Oct. 

22 

Jer.  44-45 

2  Thess. 

3 

Oct. 

23 

Jer.  46-47 

1  Tim. 

1 

Oct. 

24 

Jer.  48 

1  Tim. 

2 

Oct. 

25 

Jer.  49 

1  Tim. 

3 

Oct. 

26 

Jer.   50 

1  Tim. 

4 

Oct. 

27 

Jer.   51 

1  Tim. 

5 

Oct. 

28 

Jer.   52 

1  Tim. 

6 

Oct. 

29 

Lam.   1-2 

2  Tim. 

1 

Oct. 

30 

Lam.  3-4 

2  Tim. 

2 

Oct. 

31 

Lam.   5 

2  Tim. 

3 

Suggested   Books  for  the  Month 

Fiction 
At  the  Crossroads,  by  Minnie  E.  Ludwig. 

Price,  $1.00. 
The  Girl  Who  Found  Herself,  by  Jack 
Lynn.  Price,   50c. 

Under  Whose   Wings,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 

Price,  $1.50. 
The  Return  of  the  Tide,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 

Price,  $1.50. 
In  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye,  by  Sidney 
Watson.  Price,  $1.25. 

The  Mark  of  the  Beast,  by  Sidney  Watson. 

Price,  $1.25. 
Bible  Study 
Oxford    New    Testament    and    Psalms, 
$1.50. 

Oxford  Reference  Bible,   $3.50. 
Oxford  Concordance   Bible,    $5.00. 
Sermons   on   Old  and     New   Testament 
Characters,     Clovis   G.   Chappell,   Price, 
$1.00. 

2,500   Best   Modem   illustrations,   by   G. 
B.  F.  Hallock,  D.  D.,  Price,   $1.00. 
Let  the  Bible  Help  You,  by  George  Perry 
Dixon.  Price,   $1.50. 
Cyclopedia  of  Evangelism,  by  Charles  L. 
Goodell.   Price,   $1.00. 
Every  Member  Evangelism,     by     J.   E. 
Conant,  D.  D.  Price,   $1.00. 

BE  SURE 


to  send  for 
your  copy  of 

ADRENE 
SANDERS' 

new  book  of 
poems, 

'An  Evening  in 
Verse" 

Price,  50c 

CKUKCH    OF 

GOD    PUB. 

HOUSE 
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From  My  Scrapbook 

MARY  ELIZABETH  HARRISON 


A   Teacher's    Prayer 

My  Lord,  I  do  not  ask  to  stand 
As   king  or  prince  of  high   degree, 
I   only   pray   that   hand   in   hand 
A  child  and  I  may  come  to  Thee. 

To  teach  a  tender  voice  to  pray, 
Two  childish  eyes  Thy  face  to  see, 
Two  feet  to  guide  in  Thy  straight  way — 
This   fervently   I   ask  of  Thee. 

Oh,   grant   Thy   patience  to  impart 
Thy  holy  law,  Thy  words  of  truth. 
Give,   Lord,   Thy  grace,   that   my   whole 

heart 
May  overflow   with  love   for  youth. 

As  step  by  step  we  tread  the  way, 
Trusting,    and    confident,    and    free — 
A  child  and  I,  day  by  day, 
Find    sweet   companionship    with    Thee. 
— The  Sunday  School  World. 


Supplication 

By  Mary  J.  Helpingstine 

0  Christ,  this  morn  I  love  Thee  best, 
Thou   anchor   of   my   soul! 

My  little  bark  outrides   the  gale, 
Though   angry   billows   roll! 

1  know  the  comfort  of  Thy  Word, 
And   of    Thy   Presence   nigh — 

That   mercy  and   that   tenderness 
That  leads  to  worlds  on  high! 

Though  I'm  but  mortal — Adam's  race, 

O  help   me,   Christ,    to  be 
So  like  Thyself,   Thy   blessed   self, 

That  men  shall  come  to  Thee! 
Help  me  my  fellows  to  forgive, 

Even  as  I'd  be  forgiven, 
And  somehow  find  a  way  to  draw 

That  soul  of  theirs  to  heaven! 

A    Prayer — For    Life 

Evelyn  Winnger 
O  God- 
Give  me  to  do  in  Life 

Some  worthy  task, 
And  help  my  hands  to  master 
What  I  ask. 

O  God- 
Give  me  to  hold  in  Life 

Some   purpose    true, 
Some  inner  urge  to  find  out 

Something  new. 

O  God- 
Give  me  to  share  in  life 

The    journey    through, 
A  heart  that  smiles,  and  a  friend 
Who  will   be  true. 

— Selected. 


Lamps 

By  Lou  Woodrum 
I   met  a  stranger  in  the  night 
Whose  lamp  had  ceased  to  shine. 
I  paused  and  let  him  light 
His  lamp  from  mine. 

A   tempest   sprang   up   later  on 
And   shook   the   world   about. 
And  when  the  wind  was  gone 
My   lamp   was   out! 

But  back  to  me  the  stranger  came — 
His   lamp   was   glowing   fine! 
He  held   the  precious   flame 
And  lighted  mine! 

The    Pine 

By  Florence  Lind  Ekstrand 
See  how  the  pine  grows,  straight  and  tall; 
The  rains  beat  down  and  the  wild  winds 

call. 
But  the  storms  bring  strength,   and   she 

will  not  bend: 
The  pine   grows   straight   and   strong   to 

the  end. 

Lord,  I  would  have  my  life  for  Thee 
Be  straight   and  true,  like  a  young  pine 

tree; 
And  the  storms  that  come,  the  grief  and 

the  pain, 
May  they  leave  me  strong,  like  the  pine 

in  rain. 

Success 

Success   is   speaking   words   of   praise, 

In  cheering  other  people's  ways, 

In  doing  just  the  best  you  can 

With   every   task   and   every   plan. 

Its  silence  when  your  speech  would  hurt, 

Politeness    when    your   neighbor's    curt, 

Its  deafness  when  the  scandal  flows, 

And  sympathy  with  other's  woes. 

Its  loyalty  when  duty  calls, 

Its  courage  when  disaster  falls, 

Its  patience  when  the  hours  are  long, 

It's  found  in  laughter  and  in  song, 

It's  in  the  silent  time  of  prayer, 

In  happiness  and  in  despair, 

In  all  of  life  and  nothing  less, 

We  find  the  thing  we  call  success. 

— Anon. 

A  Smile 

Let  others  cheer  the  winning  man, 
There's  one  I  hold   worth  while; 
'Tis  he  who  does  the  best  he  can, 
Then  loses  with  a  smile. 
Beaten   he   is,   but   not   to  stay 
Down  with  the  rank  and  file; 
That  man  will  win  some  other  day, 
Who    loses   with   a    smile. 

Author  Unknown. 


The   Bright  Side 

There  is  many  a  rest  in  the  road  of  life, 

If  we  only  stop  to  take  it; 
And  many  a  tone  from  a  better  land, 

If  the  querulous  heart  would  make  it. 
To  the  sunny  soul  that  is  full  of  hope, 

And  whose  beautiful  trust  ne'er  faileth, 
The   grass  is  green,  and   the  flowers  are 
bright 

Tho'    the    wintry    storm    prevaileth. 

It  is  better  to  hope,   though  the  clouds 
hang    low, 
And   keep   the  eyes  still  lifted; 
For   the   sweet   blue   sky   will  soon   peep 
through, 
When  the  ominous  clouds  are  rifted. 
There  was  never  a  night  without  a  day, 
Nor   an   evening    without   a   morning; 
And    the   darkest   hour,    as    the   proverb 
goes, 
Is   the  hour   before   the  dawning. 

There  is  ever  a  gem  in  the  path  of  life 

Which  we  pass  in  our  idle  pleasure, 
That  is  richer  far  than  the  jeweled  crown 

Or   the  miser's   hoarded   treasure; 
It  may  be  the  love  of  a  little  child, 

Or  a  mother's  prayer  in  heaven; 
Or  only  a  beggar's  grateful  thanks 

For  a  cup  of  water  given. 

It  is  better  to  weave  in  the  web  of  life 

A   bright   and   golden   filling, 
And  to  do  God's  will  with  a  ready  heart, 

And    with   hands    that   are    swift    and 
willing, 
Than  to  snap  the  delicate,  slender  threads 

Of  our  curious  lives  asunder, 
And   blame  heaven  for  tangled  ends, 

And   sit,   and   grieve,   and   wonder. 

— Anonymous. 

To  Know  All  Is  to  Forgive  All 

If  I  knew  you  and  you  knew  me — 
If  both  of  us  could  clearly  see, 
And  with  an  inner  sight  divine 
The  meaning  of  your  heart  and  mine — 
I'm  sure  that  we  would  differ  less 
And  clasp  our  hands  in  friendliness; 
Our   thoughts   would   pleasantly   agree 
If  I  knew  you  and  you  knew  me. 

If  I  knew  you  and  you  knew  me, 

As  each  one  knows  his  own  self,  we 

Could   look  each  other  in   the   face 

And  see  therein   a  truer  grace. 

Life  has  so  many  hidden  woes, 

So  many  thorns  for  every  rose; 

The  "why"  of  things  our  hearts  would 

see, 
If  I  knew  you  and  you  knew  me. 

— Nixon   Waterman. 

Always  Finish 

If  a  task  is  once  begun 
Never  leave  it  till  it's  done. 
Be  the  labor  great  or  small, 
Do  it  well  or  not  at  all. 

— Author  Unknown. 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

BEHOLD,  I  COME  QUICKLY 

Mrs.  Willie  C.  Waters 

This  morning  we  are  reminded  of  the 
soon  coming  of  our  Lord  and  Savior  as 
never  before. 

We  have  surely  begun  to  realize  that 
He  is  probably  at  the  door  now,  just 
waiting  to  turn  the  knob  and  open  the 
door,  and  make  the  story  of  His  coming 
through  the  mid  air  to  catch  His  wait- 
ing saints  away. 

Many  of  our  people  are  not  looking  for 
His  soon  return,  even  those  who  are 
Christians.  But  Jesus  is  not  coming  for 
the  people  who  are  not  looking  for  Him. 

When  I  first  began  to  serve  Jesus  I 
knew  I  was  ready  should  He  come  or  call 
for  me.  I  could  go  out  and  look  up  at 
the  starry  sky  and  say,  Thank  God,  I 
have  a  home  up  there.  Still  I  thought  very 
little  of  the  coming  of  the  Lord. 

But  ten  years  have  almost  gone  by  and 
many  of  the  scriptures  have  been  ful- 
filled. The  countries  that  are  not  already 
in  war  are  living  in  a  dread,  for  soon  they 
will  be  in  war. 

It  is  a  puzzle  to  me  why  preachers  do 
not  warn  the  people.  Luke  21:10  says, 
"Then  said  he  unto  them,  Nation  shall 
rise  against  nation,  and  kingdom  against 
kingdom."  Verse  12,  "But  before  all  these, 
they  shall  lay  their  hands  on  you,  and  per- 
secute you,  delivering  you  up  to  the  syn- 
agogue, and  into  prisons,  being  brought 
before  kings  and  rulers  for  my  name's 
sake." 

Some  may  say,  "But  we've  had  wars 
hundreds  of  years  before  and  Jesus  hasn't 
come." 

Listen,  thousands  of  years  ago  the 
prophets  of  old  foretold  the  Savior's  birth 
and  He  was  born  in  the  same  way  and 
place  of   their  prophecy. 

Acts  1:10,  11,  "And  while  they 
looked  steadfastly  toward  heaven  as  he 
went  up,  behold,  two  men  stood  by  them 
in  white  apparel;  Which  also  said,  Ye 
men  of  Galilee,  why  stand  ye  gazing  up 
into  heaven?  this  same  Jesus,  which  is 
taken  up  from  you  into  heaven,  shall  so 
come  in  like  manner  as  ye  have  seen  him 
go  into  heaven." 

Young  people,  are  you  going  to  be  in 
the  bride  of  Christ?  Is  your  garment 
spotless  or  has  it  become  soiled  with  the 
cares  of  life  or  wrinkled  with  the  pleas- 
ures of  this  world  that  only  last  for  a 
season?  ' 

Many  a  young  mother  remembers  with 
me  her  white  wedding  dress.  How  she  did 
adorn  herself  for  her  husband. 

Well,  do  you  remember  you  would  not 
have  had  the  snow-white  loveliness  of 
your  wedding  dress  soiled  for  anything? 


DILIGENCE 

Russell  Bonneville 

"Scest  thou  a  man  diligent  in  his  busi- 
ness? he  shall  stand  before  kings,"  Prov. 
22:29a. 

A  good  Sunday  School  superintendent, 
also  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  president,  will  be 
diligent  in  his  business  in  carrying  out  his 
part  in  the  church.  A  Sunday  School  su- 
perintendent who  only  goes  to  church  on 
Sunday  or  a  teacher  who  only  attends 
when  he  has  a  chance  to  teach  is  not 
much  profit  or  help  to  a  Sunday  School 
which  is  trying  to  increase  its  member- 
ship. 

A  good  Y.  P.  E.  president  will  attend 
services  other  than  Y.  P.  E.  night,  be- 
cause he  feels  his  responsibility  to  be  in 
every  service  whether  he  has  a  part  or 
not. 

If  we  are  diligent  in  all  our  business,  we 
can  stand  before  our  heavenly  King  some 
day  and  hear  Him  say,  "Well  done,  thou 
good  and  faithful  servant:  thou  hast  been 
faithful  over  a  few  things,  I  will  make 
thee  ruler  over  many  things:  enter  thou 
into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord,"  Matt.  2  5:21. 
If  we  are  faithful  we  will  prove  it  by 
our  cooperation  with  our  pastor.  We  will 
feel  that  we  are  laborers  together  with 
God.  What  if  the  pastor  stayed  home 
from  service?  You  would  want  a  new  pas- 
tor and  you  would  need  one.  Then  if  you 
stay  home  from  services,  why  not  get  a 
new  Y.  P.  E.  president  or  a  new  Sunday 
School  superintendent?  Truly  you  can  not 
be  faithful  if  you  only  attend  when  you 
have  charge,  and  whatever  the  pastor  does 
is  never  right.  But  you  think  you  know 
just  the  man  they  need.  Let  us  keep  our- 
selves from  that  condition  and  be  that 
faithful  and  wise  servant  whom  the  Lord 
hath  made  ruler  over  His  household. 
"Blessed  is  that  servant,  whom  his  Lord 
when  he  cometh  shall  find  so  doing. 
Verily  I  say  unto  you,  That  he  shall  make 
him  ruler  ever  all  his  goods.  But  and  if 
that  evil  servant  shall  say  in  his  heart, 
My  lord  delayeth  his  coming;  And  shall 
begin  to  smite  his  fellowservants,  and  to 
eat  and  drink  with  the  drunken;  The  lord 
of  that  servant  shall  come  in  a  day  when 
he  looketh  not  for  him,  and  in  an  hour 
that  he  is  not  aware  of,  And  shall  cut 
him  asunder,  and  appoint  him  his  portion 
with  the  hypocrites:  there  shall  be  weep- 
ing and  gnashing  of  teeth,"  Matt.  24:46- 

n. 

Oh,  let  us  be  found  diligent  in  every- 
thing that  we  may  stand  before  King 
Jesus. — Crisfield,  Md. 


So  should  you  adorn  your  life  for  the 
Bridegroom  Christ.   Soon  He  is  coming. 

When  one  thinks  of  company  coming 
from  far  away  she  begins  to  get  her  home 
in  readiness.  If  she  is  not  able  to  paint  the 
walls  and  polish  the  floors  she  begins  to 
scrub  them  until  they  are  spotless. 
She  polishes  her  pots,  pans,  and  silver- 
ware. She  varnishes  her  furniture  until  it 
glistens.  She  sees  that  her  fireplace  and 
hearth  are  free  from  tobacco  stain  of  any 
kind. 

Why  does  she  go  to  all  this  trouble?  Be- 
cause she  is  expecting  a  visitor.  Say, 
friends,  a  royal  Guest  is  coming  soon.  A 
King's  Son  is  almost  here.  Is  your  spirit- 
ual house  in  order?  Or  is  it  unclean  with 
what  we  may  call  little  harmless  things? 
things  that  will  not  draw  us  closer  to 
Jesus  nor  help  us  to  hear  His  still  small 
voice,  "And,  behold,  I  come  quickly;  and 
my  reward  is  with  me,  to  give  every  man 
according  as  his  work  shall  be,"  Rev.  22: 
12. 

Pay  Day  and  Stopping  Time 

Preston  F.  Taylor 

Rom.  6:2  3,  "For  the  wages  of  sin  is 
death;  but  the  %ift  of  God  is  eternal 
life 

Death  automatically  becomes  stopping 
time  to  the  day  of  opportunity,  as  well 
as  pay  day.  It  is  also  the  coin  with  which 
we  are  paid.  All  along  through  life  lived 
in  sin,  little  bonuses  of  death  are  paid  for 
services  rendered;  death  to  hopes,  to  joys, 
to  all  planned  or  contemplated  pleasures, 
etc.  For  instance,  plan  a  big  time  in  sin, 
spend  days  and  weeks  in  preparation, 
gloat  all  you  please  in  anticipation  of  ex- 
pected pleasure,  and  when  the  great  day 
finally  arrives  something  or  other  will  al- 
ways turn  up  to  prevent  or  prohibit  your 
enjoyment  and  you  will  be  sadly  disap- 
pointed. 

But  then  to  show  you  how  much  en- 
slaved to  sin  you  really  are,  right  in  the 
midst  of  your  disappointment  and  disil- 
lusionment, Satan  will  suggest  another 
"big  time"  to  your  mind.  Immediately 
your  heart  will  be  set  on  it,  and  you  will 
begin  to  plan  and  scheme  to  bring  about 
this  new  object  or  excursion.  Never  fear, 
your  master,  the  devil,  will  pay  you  off 
just  as  promptly  as  before  and  in  the 
same  kind  of  money.  Thus  it  is  that 
Satan  causes  men  to  procrastinate  their 
lives  away. 

The  death  angel  is  our  paymaster,  and 
he  is  very  anxious  to  pay  off.  In  fact, 
he  seeks  in  millions  of  ways  to  pay  us  off 
every  moment  of  our  lives. 

Why  not  quit  working  for  an  employ- 
er who  pays  off  in  death,  and  begin  work- 
ing for  one  who  pays  off  with  eternal 
life?  He  also  gives  us  great  bonuses  of 
pleasure  and  joy  along  the  way  to  heaven. 
This  employer  loved  us  enough  until  He 
gave  His  life  in  the  most  cruel  manner 
(Coninued  on  page  24) 
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Letters  of  Appreciation 

To  Messrs.  C.  M.  Trucsdcll     and     Dana 

North 
Dear  Brothers: 

The  Ft.  Worth  Church  of  God,  at  Ft. 
worth,  Texas,  wishes  to  express  its  ap- 
preciation of  your  new  column,  "Bibli- 
cal Eye-Openers."  We  think  it  an  un- 
usual way  of  impressing  great  Bible 
truths  upon  the  hearts  and  minds  of  all 
ages.  Not  only  is  it  educational,  but  in- 
spirational as  well,  and  we  believe  it  will 
inspire  the  readers  to  a  deeper  walk  with 
God. — R.  A.  Fielden,  pastor. 

Dear  Cecil  and  Dana: 

Please  accept  my  whole-hearted  con- 
gratulation for  your  educational,  inspira- 
tional, as  well  as  unique,  creation  of 
"Biblical  Eye-Openers." 

I  wish  for  it  a  great  reception  in  the 
literary  world  and  join  you  in  prayer 
that  this  feature  will  not  only  realize 
great  circulation  but  that  it  will  be  a 
source  of  spiritual  blessings  to  all  who 
look  at  and  read  it. — J.  D.  Bright,  state 
overseer   of   South   Carolina. 

Dear  Brother  Truesdell: 

I  certainly  appreciate  your  "Biblical 
Eye-Openers"  and  think  it  will  be  a  great 
help  in  getting  people  to  read  the  Bible. 
Just  keep  the  good  work  going. — Wilma 
Henry,  state  overseer.  Little  Rock,  Ark. 

Dear  Cecil: 

Congratulations  on  your  recent  achieve- 
ment in  your  Bible  research  work!  I  am 
very  happy  to  hear  of  your  rapid  success 
in  a  lifetime  work  that  I'm  sure  your 
whole  heart  is  in.  I  enjoy  your  "Biblical 
Eye-Openers"  and  get  much  needed  help 
from  them. — Newbv  Dixon,  Greensboro, 
N.  C. 

Dear  Editor: 

Concerning  the  page  of  "Biblical  Eye- 
Openers,"  I  have  two  sons,  unsaved, 
age  19  and  26.  They  first  look  through 
the  Lighted  Pathway  but  when  they  come 
to  pictures  they  stop  and  read  so  1 
watched  and  they  took  time  to  read  God's 
Word  on  this  page. — Elizabeth  Kendall, 
Sidney,  Ohio. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  just  read  "Biblical  Eye-Openers" 
and  hope  you  continue  to  print  it  each 
month,  as  I  find  it  both  interesting  and 
educational. — Mrs.  Leon  Wilson,  Weir, 
Ark. 

Dear  Sirs: 

I  wish  to  tell  you  that  I  think  "Biblical 
Eye-Openers"  is  very  good.  I  think  it 
both  educational  and  inspirational.  Hope 
you  will  continue  to  publish  it. — Mrs. 
L.  A.  Thompson,  Greensboro,  N.  C. 
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Cecil  Truesdell  and  Dana  North 


the  children  of  israel  had  sinned, 
and  poisonous  serpents  were 
biting-  them,  causing-  vast  numbers 
to  die.  confessing  their  sins, 
thev  implored  moses  to  remove 

the  serpents.  after  he 

interceded  in  their  behalf,  god 
told  mim  to  make  a  fiery  serpent 
of  brass  and  erect  it  on  a  pole  and 
fhatall  who  were  bitten  and  looked 
thereon  Should  live,  the  people  followed 
directions  and  uot  perfect  results. 


TflHMEW  EDCKS 

Jt  KING  DAVID  AND  HIS  ACMV,  Zqk-lwwled, 
AND  CURSED  THEM.  (2SHM./6-S-&J     ME 

APOLOGIZED  LATER;^DA VIP  SPARED  HIM, 
(LSaiK./9:t6-23)  BUT  AT  WIS  DEATH  RECALLED 
THE  INCIDENT  TO  SOLOMON,  WHO  HAD  THE 
'  MAN  SLAIN  AFTER  HE  FORFEITED 
AN  AGREEMENT  WITH  H\M..{J/<?x«s 
l--6-0)(l/Onfs2:36-K)  HE  WAS 
SHIMEI. 


WAS^  SUBSTITUTE 
NAME  GIVEN  TO  JACOB  AND 
RACHELS  SECOND  SON.  THE 
NAME  MEANT  ^SOMOFMY  /2/GH1~ 
MWP'AHD  WAS  BESTOWED  BY 
JACOB   H/A\SELF. 

THE  FIRST  NAME/ BEN-ONI, 
MEANING  "SON  OF  MY  SORROW' 
WAS  PITIFULLY  GlVf  N  BY  E4CBEL, 
WHO  DIED  AT  HIS  BIRTH. 
(GaxJ5>/6-/6j 
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ARE  YOU  QUALIFIED? 

By  J.  Lloyd  Jess 

Mary  Morrison  came  to  the  superin- 
tendent with  tears  in  her  eyes.  "I  simply 
cannot  teach  that  class  another  Sunday. 
They  won't  listen  to  me  when  I  am 
teaching.  I  can't  keep  order." 

The  superintendent  invited  her  to  be 
seated  and  asked,  "Did  you  have  your  les- 
son well  prepared?" 

"No,"  she  replied,  wiping  the  tears 
from  her  eyes.  "I  was  out  late  last 
night." 

"Are  you  often  unprepared?" 

"Well,  I  must  admit  I  don't  spend 
much  time  studying  the  lesson.  I  didn't 
think  it  required  much  preparation  to 
teach  a  class  of  Junior  boys." 

"I  find  it  requires  twice  as  much  time 
preparing  to  teach  Juniors  as  it  does  to 
teach  Adults,"  the  superintendent  replied. 
Then  he  asked,  "Do  you  spend  much  time 
preparing  yourself  spiritually  before 
teaching  the  lesson?  Do  you  pray,  asking 
God  to  help  you  in  your  teaching  so  that 
your  pupils  may  receive  inspiration  and 
help?" 

"No,  I  am  afraid  I  haven't  done  that." 
Mary  looked  a  little  ashamed. 

"Have  you  read  the  book  on  teacher 
training  I  gave  you  some  weeks  ago?"  the 
superintendent   asked. 

"No,"  Mary  answered.  "I  haven't  read 
it." 

"Mary,"  the  superintendent  smiled  at 
her,  "don't  you  think  it  may  be  your 
fault  that  you  have  not  been  able  to  in- 
terest the  boys  in  the  lesson?  You  have 
gone  before  them  without  preparation. 
You  have  put  neither  thought  nor  prayer 
into  your  teaching.  Is  it  any  wonder  the 
boys  are  rest-less,  and  you  have  difficulty 


in  maintaining  order?" 

Mary  did  not  answer  for  a  few  mo- 
ments. Then  she  looked  up  and  smiled. 
"I  guess  I  haven't  been  doing  the  fair 
thing  with  them.  I'll  take  them  for  an- 
other Sunday,  and  this  time  I  will  prepare 
myself  both  mentally  and  spiritually." 


Pity  the   Preacher 

The  preacher  has  a  great  time.  If 
his  hair  is  gray,  he  is  old.  If  he  is  a 
young  man,  he  hasn't  had  experi- 
ence. If  he  has  ten  children,  he  has 
too  many;  if  he  has  none,  he  isn't 
setting  a  good  example.  If  his  wife 
sings  in  the  choir,  she  is  presuming; 
if  she  doesn't,  she  isn't  interested 
in  her  husband's  work.  If  a  preach- 
er reads  from  notes,  he  is  a  bore; 
if  he  speaks,  he  isn't  deep  enough. 
If  he  stays  at  home  in  his  study,  he 
doesn't  mix  enough  with  his  peo- 
ple; if  he  is  seen  on  the  streets  he 
ought  to  be  home  getting  up  a  good 
sermon.  If  he  calls  on  some  poor 
family,  he  is  playing  to  the  grand- 
stand; if  he  calls  at  the  home  of  the 
wealthy,  he  is  an  aristocrat.  What- 
ever he  does,  someone  could  have 
told  him  how  to  do  it  better. — The 
Churchman. 

Sent  in  by  Roy  Douglas. 


Many  teachers  make  the  mistake  Mary 
made.  They  think  it  is  a  small  matter  to 
teach  a  Sunday  School  class  and  put  in 
little  time  preparing.  Then  they  wonder 
why  their  pupils  are  not  interested.  A 
teacher  who  goes  before  his  class  having 
put  little  thought  on  the  lesson,  and  who 


has  not  prepared  himself  by  meditation 
and  prayer,  can  hardly  wonder  if  his 
class  is  not  attentive. 

In  Sunday  School  teaching  the  subject 
matter  taught  is  religious.  The  goal  of 
Sunday  School  teaching,  however,  is  not 
just  the  imparting  of  religious  knowledge. 
It  is  to  bring  the  pupil  into  personal  rela- 
tionship with  Jesus  Christ,  leading  to  a 
committal  of  life  to  Him,  and  developing 
in  Christian  life  and  character.  With  such 
an  aim,  then,  the  qualifications  of  a  Sun- 
day School  teacher  must  be  threefold: 
spiritual,  intellectual,  and  technical. 

SPIRITUAL  QUALIFICATIONS 

A  Sunday  School  teacher  should  know 
religion  in  personal  experience.  The  teach- 
er who  can  impart  religious  information, 
but  who  cannot  impart  the  sense  of  being 
truly  religious,  is  not  a  good  teacher.  He 
may  teach  the  Bible  and  the  doctrines  of 
the  church,  but  if  he  does  not  live  Chris- 
tianity in  his  daily  life,  if  he  does  not 
spread  by  the  contagion  of  his  spirit  a 
sense  of  true  religion,  the  pupils  can  hard- 
ly be  expected  to  catch  it. 

A  teacher  can  spoil  all  his  teaching  by 
his  attitude.  An  unkind  word,  a  bit  of 
sarcasm,  can  spoil  completely  all  the  rest 
of  his  teaching. 

One  cannot  stress  this  spiritual  quali- 
fication too  much.  It  is  the  great  essen- 
tial. There  is  a  great  need  for  Bible  read- 
ing, seeking  to  absorb  the  spirit  of  the 
Bible,  a  need  for  prayer  and  meditation. 
No  matter  how  good  a  teacher  may  be  in 
teaching  methods,  no  matter  the  intellec- 
tual knowledge,  these  do  not  avail  if  the 
teacher  does  not  possess  the  Christian 
spirit. 

If  you  are  teaching  and  do  not  have  a 
fellowship  with  Jesus  Christ  which  has  led 
to  a  committal  of  your  life  to  Him,  a 
kindly  Christian  spirit,  then  I  pray  you  to 
get  it.  You  owe  this  not  only  to  yourself 
but  to  your  pupils. 

The  teacher  should  spend  some  minutes 
in  quiet  prayer  before  teaching.  Such 
prayer  provides  the  proper  attitude  and 
spirit  for  teaching — a  spiritual  prepara- 
tion. The  lesson  should  be  gone  through 
prayerfully.  How  many  of  us  do  it? 

INTELLECTUAL  QUALIFICATIONS 
One  of  the  very  essential  parts  of  Sun- 
day School  teaching  is  lesson  preparation. 
This  cannot  be  emphasized  too  strongly. 
It  is  no  compliment  to  appear  before  a 
class  unprepared.  The  teacher  who  re- 
spects his  pupils  will  think  enough  of 
them  to  make  adequate  preparation.  They 
deserve  the  teacher's  best. 

Draw  up  an  outline.  Have  your  ques- 
tions and  illustrations  thought  out.  Be 
ready  for  any  emergency.  Do  not  be  tak- 
en unawares. 

My    own   experience   is,    that    when    I 
went  to  the  class  unprepared,  the  pupils 
were  apt  to  be  restless.  But  when  I  went 
(Continued  on   page   24; 
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{Continued  from   last  issue) 

A  few  afternoons  later,  Clara  Daniels 
was  upstairs  dressing  for  another  call  on 
Mrs.  Newman.  She  felt  that  she  was 
ready  for  the  next  step,  whatever  it 
might  be,  in  the  solution  of  her  problem. 
She  had  taken  time  to  think  things  over, 
for  she  was  determined  to  be  very  sure 
of  her  ground. 

"Yoo-hoo,  Clara!"  called  her  mother 
from  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 

"Yes,  mother.  What  is  it?"  answered 
the  girl   promptly. 

"Someone  to  see  you,  daughter." 

"All  right.  I'll  be  down  directly." 

Presently  she  entered  the  living  room. 
"Why,  Josephine  Ward!"  she  exclaimed 
and  went  toward  her  with  outstretched 
hands.  That  lady  came  swiftly  forward. 
"And  Vera,  too.  How  do  you  do?"  she 
asked    the  child. 

Vera  ignored  the  question  but  stated 
importantly,  "We  didn't  go  to  my  grand- 
ma's." 

Children,  like  adults,  enjoy  the  spot- 
light, and  she  remembered  that  she  had 
precipitated  a  scene,  and  rather  hoped 
for  another. 

"I  see  you  didn't,"  said  Clara  as  her 
eyes   questioned  her  friend. 

"I  didn't  intend  to  rush  into  my  af- 
fairs the  first  thing,"  said  Josephine, 
coloring,  "but  as  Vera  has  started  it  I 
may  as  well  go  right  on.  It  was  my  sole 
purpose  in  coming  anyway.  I  felt  that 
I    owed    you    an    explanation." 

"Not  unless  you  really  want  to  tell 
me,"  said  Clara,  but  she  did  want  to  hear. 

"I  told  you  the  other  day  that  I  didn't 
like  a  wife  to  talk  about  her  husband, 
but  Arthur  agrees  with  me  that  I  should 
tell  you   about   this." 

"Arthur!"  echoed  Clara.  "Does  he 
know?" 

"Yes,  my  dear,  Arthur  knows  all  there 
is  to  know,  and  once  more  we  are  in 
perfect   harmony." 

"Praise  the  Lord!"  ejaculated  Clara 
fervently.  "Now  begin  at  the  beginning. 
I  feel  as  if  I  had  been  plunged  into  the 
middle  of  a  story  and  could  only  guess 
at  the  first  chapter.  You  certainly  look 
like  a  different  girl  from  the  one  I  found 
the  other  day." 

"Oh  say,  I  have  thanked  the  Lord  a 
good  many  times  that  you  came  just  when 
you  did.  I  would  certainly  have  gone 
home  to  mother  and  no  telling  what  the 
consequences    might    have    been." 

"But  what  happened?  I  don't  under- 
stand. When  I  left  you  I  was  sure  you 
would  still  go.  I  didn't  think  you  were 
even  half  convinced  that  I  was  right.  I 
was  pretty  downhearted  about  you.  What 
changed  your  mind?" 


"Why,  it  was  more  your  attitude  than 
what  you  really  said,  I  guess,  but  you 
were  the  cause  of  the  change,"  declared 
Josephine  firmly. 

"I?  Oh  well,  I'm  glad  if  I  did  any 
good.   I   felt  sort  of  helpless." 

"Yes,  you  talked  about  breaking  up 
my  home  over  what  I  would  later  see 
was  a  mere  trifle,  and  the  more  I  thought 
about  it  the  smaller  the  matter  seemed 
to  get.  Of  course,  Arthur  is  Vera's  father 
and  he  does  have  a  right  to  help  in  her 
training.  When  he  came  home  that  eve- 
ning we  had  the  most  satisfactory  talk 
that  we  have  had  in  months.  I  realized 
that  I  had  been  carrying  a  chip  on  my 
shoulder,  as  the  saying  goes,  and  we  both 
agreed  that  we  had  lost  out  in  our  re- 
ligious  experiences." 

"That  often  leads  to  trouble  in  other 
ways,"  remarked  Clara. 

"Of  course,  we  didn't  get  everything 
straightened  out  in  one  evening  but  we 
did  make  a  beginning.  And  do  you  know 
where    we    started?" 

"I'd  never  guess,"  said  Clara,  shaking 
her  head. 

"Well,  it  was  at  the  promises  we  both 
made  at  the  altar.  We  said  we'd  take 
each  other  'until  death'  and  it  had  been 
only  four  short  years,  and  we  were  both 
ready  to  quit.  And  the  funny  part  of 
it  is,  that  we  both  dislike  a  quitter!" 

"So  what?"  asked  Clara  with  interest. 

"Why,  we  both  looked  back  to  that 
wedding  day  and  decided  that  we'd  keep 
our  promises.  I've  been  thinking  a  good 
deal  about  it,  too,  while  he  has  been  at 
work,  and  I'm  afraid  that  then  the  cove- 
nant was  of  least  importance  to  me.  I 
was  all  thrills.  Arthur  was  such  a  good 
looking  fellow;  and  we  made  such  a  nice 
couple;  and  the  girls  gave  me  so  many 
showers  and  such  lovely  gifts,  and — ev- 
erything," and  she  sighed. 

"Poor  thing!  I  suppose  it  was  rather 
hard  to  come  down  to  earth  and  to  pro- 
saic housekeeping  after  all  that,"  said 
Clara,  but  she  registered  a  mental  vow 
that  she  must  not  allow  herself  to  be 
carried  away  with  flimsy,  frothy  appear- 
ances, and  lose  sight  of  the  real  funda- 
mental   truths    of    marriage   itself. 

"Yes,  it's  harder  for  girls,  I  think. 
Men  are  not  so  romantic.  And  anyway, 
their  work  occupies  so  much  of  their 
time  that  thrills  soon  lose  their  power. 
It's  like  the  whitecaps  we  used  to  see  on 
the   ocean    waves,   remember?" 

"They  didn't  last  long  after  the 
wave  struck  the  hard  sand,  I  noticed," 
said   Clara. 

"Well,  to  change  the  figure  of  speech, 
when   you   get   off  on  one   of   these   'de- 


tours,' or  wrong  roads  the  sensible  thing 
is  to  turn  around,  if  that  is  necessary, 
and  get  into  the  right  path  once  more, 
isn't  it?" 

"Absolutely.  And  have  you  struck  the 
right   road  again?"  asked   Clara. 

"Yes,  my  dear,  we  have.  We  went 
back  to  the  place  where  we  laid  down  our 
spiritual  burdens  and  we  picked  them 
up.  The  Lord  has  forgiven  us.  We've  set 
up  our  family  altar  and  by  His  grace 
we're  going  to  maintain  a  Christian  home. 
And  it's  all  on  account  of  that  marriage 
covenant." 

Clara  nodded  slowly,  and  then  said, 
hesitantly,  "Doesn't  it  scare  you  a  little 
to  look  at  the  long  years  ahead?  'Till 
death'  has  such  a  solemn  sound.  It  seems 
such   a   long   time." 

"For  my  part  I  hope  it  will  be  long. 
And  after  this  experience  I  think  we  will 
both  remember  that  the  Master  said  to 
'watch'  as  well  as  'pray'  that  we  may 
keep  out  of  temptation.  As  a  matter  of 
fact   I   guess   we   forgot   both,   anyway." 

"But,  Josephine,  how  did  the  promises 
help  you  to  untangle  the  mess  you  were 
in  the  other  day?"  Clara  wanted  to 
know. 

"Why,  don't  you  see?  As  a  starter  we 
deckled  that  we  had  taken  a  contract — 
a  covenant — and  common  honesty  de- 
manded that  we  live  up  to  its  terms.  We 
had  promised  before  almighty  God  and 
those  witnesses.  I  had  thought  that  if 
I  were  married  in  a  church  that  it  would 
give  me  a  more  sacred  feeling." 

"Did  it?"  questioned  Clara  eagerly. 
She    had    thought    about    that,    too. 

"Maybe,  for  a  time,  but  I  firmly  be- 
lieve now  that  the  attitude  of  the  heart 
has  more  to  do  with  the  success  of  mar- 
riage than  all  external  things  put  to- 
gether. And  when  my  heart  turned  away 
from  the  Lord  and  trom  my  companion, 
my  vows  were  completely  forgotten.  I 
could  see  only  Arthur's  faults  then." 

"Jo,  I've  been  worried  about  that. 
When  you  are  right,  spiritually,  don't  you 
see  your  husband's  faults?"  asked  Clara 
anxiously. 

"Oh  yes,  of  course  I  see  them,"  ad- 
mitted Josephine.  "Doesn't  your  mother 
do  things  that  you  feel  like  criticizing?" 

"Why,  yes,   but  she's  my  mother!" 

"And  can  you  love  her  in  spite  of  the 
faults?" 

"Certainly,  'Love  endureth  all  things,' 
according  to  St.  Paul,  and  mother  has 
never  yet  tried  me  to  that  limit,"  said 
Clara  positively. 

"And  I  am  here  to  say  now  that  if  you 
keep  the  love  of  God  in  your  heart,  nei- 
ther will  a  husband  reach  the  limit  of 
the  thirteenth  chapter  of  First  Corinth- 
ians," answered  Josephine.  "But  I  must 
go.  Thanks  to  you,  I  feel  like  a  mountain 
climber,  or  a  runner,  who  has  gotten 
(Continued  on  page  2  5 ) 
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THE  INFIDEL  SON 

"I  will  never  be  guilty  of  founding 
my  hopes  of  the  future  upon  such  a 
compiled  mess  of  trash  as  is  in  that 
book  (the  Bible),  Mother.  Talk  of  that 
being  the  production  of  an  Infinite  Mind; 
a  boy  of  ten  years  of  age,  if  he  were  half- 
witted, could  have  told  a  straighter  story, 
and  made  a  better  book.  I  believe  it  to  be 
the  most — mess  of  lies  ever  imposed  upon 
the  public.  I  would  rather  go  to  hell  (if 
there  is  such  a  place),  than  have  the  name 
of  bowing  to  that  imposter  (Jesus 
Christ),  and  be  dependent  on  His  merits 
for   salvation." 

"Beware!  beware!  my  son,  'for  God  is 
not  mocked,'  although  'He  beareth  with 
the  wicked  long,  yet  he  will  not  keep 
his  anger  forever.'  And  'all  manner  of 
sins  shall  be  forgiven  men,  except  the 
sin  against  the  Holy  Ghost,  which  has 
no  forgiveness.'  And  many  are  the  ex- 
amples, both  in  sacred  and  profane  his- 
tory, of  men  who  have  been  smitten 
down  in  the  midst  of  their  sinning 
against   that   blessed   Spirit." 

"Very  well,  Father,  I'll  risk  all  the 
cutting  down  that  I  shall  get  for  cursing 
that  Book,  and  all  the  agonies  connected 
therewith.  Let  it  come,  I'm  not  at  all 
scared." 

"Oh!  Father,  lay  not  this  sin  to  his 
charge,  for  he  knows  not  what  he  does." 

"Yes,  I  do  know  what  I  am  about  and 
what  I  say — and  mean  it." 

"John,  do  you  mean  to  drive  your 
mother  raving  distracted?  O  my  God! 
what  have  I  done,  that  this  dreadful  trial 


should  come  upon  me  in  my  old  age?" 
"Mother,  if  you  do  not  want  to  hear 
me  speak  my  sentiments,  why  do  you  al- 
ways begin  the  subject?  If  you  do  not 
want   to  hear  it,  don't  ever  broach  the 

Go  Where  Do  Who* 

You  May  You  Will 


Sod 's  &ye 


Is  Ever  Upon  You 

He  Is  Always  He  Never 

Awake  Sleeps 

Stop!  Consider! 

There  is  a  time,  we  know  not  when, 
A   point   we  know  not  where. 

That  marks  the  destiny  of  men, 
To  glory  or  despair. 

There  is   a  line   by  us  unseen, 

That  crosses  every  path; 
The    hidden   boundary    between 

God's   patience   and   His   wrath. 

To  pass  that  limit  is  to  die; 

To  die  as  if  by  stealth; 
It  does  not  quench  the  beaming  eye, 

Or  pale  the  glow  of  health. 

The  conscience  may  be  still  at  ease, 

The   spirit   light   and  gay, 
That  which  is  pleasing  still  may  please 

And  care  be  thrust  away. 

Oh!   where  is  this  mysterious  bourne 
By  which  our  path  is  crossed. 

Beyond  which  God  Himself  hath  sworn 
That  he  who  goes  is  lost? 

How  far  may  we  go  on  in  sin? 

How  long  will  God  forbear? 
Where  does  hope  end?   and  where  begin 

The  confines  of  despair? 

An  answer  from  the  skies  is  sent: 

"Ye  that  from  God  depart! 
While  it  is  called  today,  repent 
And  harden  not  your  heart." 

— Alexander. 
"Today    if    ye    shall    hear    His    voice, 
harden  not  your  hearts." — Heb.  4:7. 
"Repent    ye." — Matt.    4:17. 

DO  IT  NOW 

subject  again,     for  I  never  shall   talk  of 
that  Book  in  any  other  way." 

The  above  conversation  took  place  be- 
tween two  fond  parents  and  their  only 
son,  who  was  at  home  on  a  visit  from 
college,   and   now   was   about   to   return. 


And  the  cause  of  this  outburst  was,  the 
kindhearted  and  Christian  parents  had 
essayed  to  give  him  a  few  words  of  kind 
admonition,  which,  alas!  proved  to  be 
the  last.  And  the  above  were  his  last 
words  which  he  spoke  to  them  as  he  left 
the  house. 

How   anxiously      those      fond   parents 
looked   after  him,   as   though   something 
told  them  that  something  dreadful  would 
happen.  What  scalding  tears  would  course 
their  way  down  those  furrowed  cheeks! 
Oh!    that  they  might  have  been  put  in 
the    bottle   of   mercy!      Poor      wretched 
young  man,  it  had  been  better  had  the 
mountain  crushed  him  beneath  its  deadly 
weight  ere  those  words  escaped  his  lips. 
Little   did   he   think   that   He   who   said, 
"Honor    thy   father   and   mother,"      and 
"He  that  hardeneth  his  heart,  and  stiffen- 
eth  his  neck,  shall  suddenly  be  destroyed? 
and  that  without  remedy,"  was  so  scon 
going  to  call  him  to  give  an  account  for 
those  words,  so  heart-rending  to  his  aged 
parents,  and  so  dreadful  in  the  sight  of 
a  holy  God.  He  had  inbibed  those  dread- 
ful principles  from  an  infidel  roommate 
at  college.     Beware,     young  men,     with 
whom  you  associate,  lest  you  fall  as  did 
this  unfortunate  young  man.  John  B — 
left  his  home  and  hastened  to  the  depot, 
where   he   took   the   cars   which  were   to 
bear   him    to   M — ,    where   he   was   in   a 
few    months    to    finish   his    studies.    The 
whistle  blew,  and  away  swept  the  cars, 
"across  the  trembling  plains."  But,  alas! 
they   had    gone   but   a   few   miles,   when 
the  cars  coming  around  a  curve  in  a  deep 
cut,  came  suddenly     on     an  obstruction 
in    the    track,    which    threw    the   engine 
and   two  of  the   cars  at   once   from   the 
rails.  As  fate  would  have  it,  the  wicked 
son  (John  B — )  was  at  the  moment  pass- 
ing between  them.  He  was  thrown  in  an 
instant  from  the  platform,  his  left  arm 
being  broken  and  his  skull  fractured  by 
the   fall;   and   in   an  instant   one  of  the 
wheels  passed  directly  over  both  his  legs 
near    the    body,    breaking    and    mangling 
them      in      the    most    dreadful    manner. 
Strange  as  it  may  seem,  no  one  else  was 
injured.  The  dreadful  news  soon  reached 
his    already    grief -stricken    parents;    and 
ere    long    that    beloved,    yet    ungrateful 
son,  was  borne  back  to  them,  not  as  he 
left,    but    lying    upon    a    litter,    a    poor, 
mangled,  raving  maniac.  Why  these  pious 
parents  were  called  to  pass  through  this 
dreadful    trial,    "He   whose   ways   are   in 
the   deep,   and    past    finding   out,"      only 
knows;    except    by    this   sad   example   of 
His  wrath  many  might  be  saved.  Many 
skilled    physicians    were    called,    but    the 
fiat    of    the   Almighty    had    gone    forth, 
and  man  could  not  recall  it.  When  the 
news  reached  the  college,  his  classmates 
hastened    to   see   him.   When   they   came 
nature  was  sinking,  but  the  immortal  part 
was  becoming  dreadfully  alive.  Oh!  that 
(Contin»ed  on  page  25) 
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A  GROUP  FROM  McLEANSBORO,  ILLINOIS 


Reading  from  right  to  left  as  follows:  Pastor,  Brother  Johnny  Ganz;  presi- 
dent, Brother  Clarence  C.  Heil;  secretary  and  treasurer,  Sister  Celia  Harre, 
Lighted  Pathway  clerk,  Eldreth  Mezo. 


Convention 

The  Church  of  God  Y.P.E.  held  its 
annual  convention  at  Corona,  Calif., 
Aug.  9-11,  under  the  supervision  of  Elmer 
Boyd,  state  Y.P.E.  superintendent.  The 
services  opened  Friday,  7:30  p.m.,  with  a 
nice  crowd  of  happy  singers  from  several 
parts  of  the  state.  Brother  Vernon  Scchler, 
of  Fresno,  brought  the  message. 

Saturday  afternoon  was  another  service 
of  great  blessings  from  the  Lord.  The 
speakers  for  the  afternoon  were  three 
young  ministers;  namely,  Brothers  Ver- 
non Sechler,  Jimmy  Meyers,  and  Hilton 
Vail. 

The  Saturday  evening  service  was  one 
long  to  be  remembered.  Brother  H.  C. 
Ledford  of  South  Dakota  was  in  charge. 

Clyde  Benge,  Virgie  Wiswell,  Hilton 
Vail  and  Haskel  Williams,  all  former 
students  of  B.T.S.,  represented  the  school 
with  a  quartet.  Fo.lowing,  the  writer  gave 
a  brief  talk  on  behalf  of  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  Brother  Martin  Rhorig  of 
Huntington  Beach,  and  Sister  Hazel  Vail 
of  Imperial  were  the  following  evening 
speakers. 

Evangelist  Clara  Silkman,  the  noted 
Oklahoma  Indian  singer  and  preacher, 
brought    the      Sunday   morning   message 


which  brought  tears  to  the  eyes  of  her 
listeners.  Sister  Silkman  and  her  cowork- 
er, Freda  Lark,  were  on  the  job  through- 
out the  convention  with  their  Spirit-filled 
songs,   which   were   greatly   appreciated. 

Brother  Isaac  L.  Benge  brought  the 
Sunday  afternoon  message  and  at  the 
close  of  his  message,  the  altar  again  was 
filled  with  seekers. 

So  you  see  the  Y.P.E.  convention  was 
a  great  success. — Haskel  C.  Williams, 
reporter. 

Note:  We  are  sorry  we  had  to  cut  this 
report.  Please  condense  reports  as  much 
as  possible. — Editor. 

The  state  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School 
convention  of  Illinois  convened  at  Eldo- 
rado, Aug.  16-18.  The  Lord  was  with 
us  in  a  wonderful  way. 

Delegates  were  there  from  every  dis- 
trict in  this  state  and  some  from  Arkansas 
and  Indiana.  We  were  glad  to  have 
Brother  Dietz,  state  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  superintendent,  with  us. 

The  mayor  of  Eldorado,  Orfra  Giles, 
welcomed  us  to  the  city  and  allowed  us 
to  have  a  big  parade  Saturday  afternoon 
through  town.  Our  young  ministers  were 


at  their  best  and  our  souls  were  fed  by 
their  good  messages. 

There  was  plenty  of  good  special  sing- 
ing. We  have  some  real  talented  young 
people  in  the  state  of  Illinois  and  we  are 
really  moving  forward. 

Our  increase  in  Y.  P.  E.  in  the  state 
ranges  from  5  0%  on  some  points  to 
200%  on  others.  We  are  working  for  that 
National  Banner.  Come  on,  young  people 
of  Illinois.  We  can  win.  Our  state  slogan 
is  "Each  for  all  and  all  for  God."  Our 
state  song  is  "Precious  Lord  Hold  My 
Hand." — Rev.  Leonard  Newton,  state  Y. 
P.  E.  and  Sunday  School  superintendent. 


Here  is  Brother  Carson  of  McLeans- 
boro,  111.  His  church  has  only  twelve 
members  and  he  leads  in  selling  Lighted 
Pathways  in  his  state.  They  sell  1 5  rolls. 

The  Some  Yesterday,  Today  and 
Forever 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  will  write  you  as  I  have  planned  for 
sometime,  after  reading  an  article  you 
wrote  to  mothers.  As  I  was  a  young 
mother  it  cheered  me  up  so  and  gave  me 
courage  to  press  on.  I  now  have  two  lit- 
tle ones. 

My  little  girl,  who  is  three  years  old, 
has  been  sick  most  of  her  life.  I  know  the 
difference  in  a  healthy  child  and  one  that 
isn't.  My  little  boy,  who  was  born  about 
two  years  after  my  little  girl,  is  the  pic- 
ture of  health. 

Our  little  girl  was  born  with  her  hips 
out  of  place  and  one  leg  did  not  have  a 
kneecap,  as  she  was  a  premature  baby. 
She  cried  day  and  night.  I  carried  her 
from  room  to  room,  rocked  her,  but  noth- 
ing did  any  good.  A  baby  specialist  said  it 
was  her  diet,  so  it  was  changed  from  one 
thing  to  another  until  four  months  had 
passed.  She  got  a  little  better  but  was  not 
like  a  normal  baby.  I  noticed  she  could 
not  raise  her  head.  We  had  an  X-ray  made 
of  her  and  found  that  her  hips  were  out 
of  place  and  they  had  started  growing 
like  they  were.  We  had  them  reset  and  she 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Hymns  of  Long  Ago 

(Continued  from  pai>e   11) 

"We  must,  sir,  or  perish." 

Bravely  the  old  man  steered  the  vessel 
upon  her  course  toward  safety.  But  alas, 
in  the  darkness  of  the  harbor  mouth  he 
missed  the  channel,  the  ship  struck  the 
rocks  and  in  the  stormy  water  many  lives 
were  lost. 

Then  Moody  made  his  appeal  to  his 
audience: 

"Brothers,  the  Master  will  take  care  of 
the  great  lighthouse!  Let  us  keep  the  low- 
er  lights   burning!" 

Among  Mr.  Moody's  hearers  that  night 
was  Mr.  P.  P.  Bliss,  the  well-known  hymn 
writer,  and  the  striking  story  at  once  sug- 
gested to  him  one  of  his  most  popular 
hymns: 

Brightly  beams  our  Father's  mercy 
From   His  lighthouse  evermore; 

But  to  us  He  gives  the  keeping, 
Of  the  lights  along  the  shore. 

Let  the  lower  lights  be  burning! 

Send  a  gleam  across  the  wave! 
Some  poor,  fainting,  struggling  seaman 

You  may  rescue,  you  may  save. 

— Selected- 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page   13) 
dan,  Wyoming.  Praise  God!  I  do  love    to 
work  for  Him. 

Brother  and  Sister  S.  M.  Pearson  arc 
building  a  new  church  and  parsonage  in 
Sheridan. 

Pray  for  the  church  and  our  Y.  P.  E. 
meetings  that  God  will  undertake.  We 
know  that  He  is  able. — Donald  E.  Pear- 
son. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

A  friend  of  mine  who  is  a  Church  of 
God  member  brought  me  The  Lighted 
Pathway. 

I  am  a  Sunday  School  teacher,  Mission- 
ary Prayer  leader  and  Mission  Band  super- 
intendent in   an  Evangelical   church. 

I  can't  tell  you  how  much  I  enjoy  The 
Lighted  Pathway.  I  have  read  it  from 
cover  to  cover,  and  used  it  several  times 
in  different  teachings.  It  is  one  of  the 
finest  church  papers  I  have  ever  read.  I 
wish  that  hundreds  of  young  people  could 
read  this  paper. 

I  am  inclosing  one  dollar  for  a  year's 
subscription.  I  know  I  shall  enjoy  every 
issue  I  receive.  Thank  God  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway. — Miss  Esther  E.  Gromlich, 
Hamburg,  Pa. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  just  closed  a  very  successful  Daily 
Vacation  Bible  School  here  at  Stites, 
August  9.  God  blessed  the  school  in  a 
wonderful  way.  Sister  Ruby  Thompson 
and  Sister  Vida  Jackson  were  here  from 
Silverton,  Oregon.  Sister  Thompson  super- 


intended the  school  and  Sister  Jackson 
and  I  assisted  in  teaching. 

Thank  God  for  the  Church  of  God. 
Although  it  is  comparatively  new  here 
God  is  blessing  it  and  we  have  the  victory 
that  makes  us  feel  like  traveling  on.  Our 
Y.P.E.  is  small  but  we  feel  God  is  blessing 
it  and  we  are  trusting  Him  for  a  revival 
among  the  young  people. 

How  I  thank  God  for  our  good  leader, 
Sister  Frances  Dekle,  also  our  state  over- 
seer, Brother  J.  B.  Camp. 

There  is  so  much  to  praise  God  for  that 
it's  hard  to  stop.  I  do  want  to  mention 
the  Lighted  Pathway.  It  has  been  a  bless- 
ing to  me. 

Pray  for  us  in  Stites,  also  throughout 
the  world,  that  the  Church  of  God  may 
spread  to  every  corner. — Mrs.  Doris  Pate, 
Stites,  Idaho. 

Note:  We  are  glad  to  hear  of  this  good 
Vacation  Bible  School. — Ed. 


My  Beloved 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 
He  is  the  Rose  of  Sharon.  Both  roses  and 
lilies  not  only  give  us  beauty  but  frag- 
rance. Jesus  not  only  makes  our  lives 
beautiful  but  gives  us  perfume  or  an  in- 
fluence that  tells  others  that  He  is  there. 

I  was  thrilled  to  find  that  one  little 
letter  "s"  means  so  much.  He  is  the  Lily 
of  the  valleys,  not  one  valley,  like  the  val- 
ley of  the  shadow  of  death,  but  many  val- 
leys have  we  in  our  Christian  life.  The 
disciples  were  on  the  mountain  top  with 
Jesus  and  wanted  to  stay  there  (and  that 
is  where  the  rose  of  Sharon  blooms).  But 
no,  they  had  valleys  of  hard  work  to  do 
and  Jesus  was  going  down  with  them,  for 
as  He  was  the  Rose  of  Sharon  on  the 
mountain  top  so  He  will  be  the  Lily  cf 
the  Valleys  also. 

There  was  a  very  wealthy  lady  in  New 
York.  She  was  a  Christian  and  visited  the 
poor  and  needy,  the  hospitals  and  prisons. 
This  lady  of  refinement  and  culture  had 
a  beautiful  flower  garden.  She  wanted  so 
much  to  raise  the  large  Scottish  rose, 
which  is  larger  than  the  American  Beauty 
rose.  Her  gardner  had  tried  and  worked 
hard  to  raise  this  rose  for  her.  Finally  a 
bud  appeared,  then  the  full  bloom  and  the 
gardner  with  pride  and  joy  showed  it  to 
this  Christian  lady.  In  her  great  admira- 
tion she  exclaimed  "Oh,  that  is  beautiful, 
that  is  the  best  thing  I  possess." 

While  she  was  in  meditation  and  prayer 
soon  after,  the  Lord  spoke  to  her  and 
said,  "Go  down  and  ask  to  see  the  worst 
woman  in  jail."  She  thought,  The  worst 
woman  in  jail?  "What  shall  I  do  then, 
Lord?"  "Give  her  the  best  you  have," 
came  the  answer.  She  remembered  she  had 
just  recently  told  her  gardner  that  the 
Scottish  rose  was  the  best  that  she  pos- 
sessed. The  Lord  impressed  her  to  take 
the  rose  to  the  worst  woman  in  jail. 

This  wealthy  woman  went  to  her  gard- 


ner and  asked  him  for  the  rose.  "Oh,"  he 
exclaimed,  "You  are  not  going  to  cut  it?" 
"Yes,  give  it  to  me."  So  he  cut  the  rose 
and  wrapped  it  in  wax  paper  for  her.  She 
took  her  precious  rose  and  went  to  the 
jailer  and  said,  "May  I  see  the  worst  wom- 
an in  jail?"  "You  do  not  want  to  see 
her,  she  will  tear  your  clothes  off  and  kill 
you,"  said  the  jailer.  But  she  insisted  and 
the  jailer  took  her  down  to  the  cell  of  the 
worst  woman  in  jail.  He  opened  the  door 
and  this  lovely,  wealthy  lady  stepped  in 
and  the  door  clicked  behind  her. 

"Don't  you  come  one  step  nearer  or 
I'll  kill  you,"  cried  the  jailed  woman,  and 
the  Christian  woman  halted  and  he.d  out 
the  rose  to  her.  With  a  start  she  arose  and 
cried,  "My  God,  where  did  you  get  that? 
Then  she  told  her  of  her  rose  and  the 
Rose  of  Sharon,  Jesus  her  Savior.  The 
jailed  woman  became  tender  and  broken 
and  repented  and  was  converted. 

The  visitor  asked  the  prisoner,  "What 
caused  the  great  effect  when  you  saw 
the  rose?" 

The  prisoner  replied,  "Years  ago,  when 
I  was  a  young  girl  I  was  leaving 
Scotland  with  some  friends,  to  come 
to  America.  My  friends  delayed 
their  coming  and  I  wanted  to  leave  so 
I  started  alone  against  the  strong  per- 
suasions of  my  father.  When  I  left,  my 
father  reached  up  and  picked  a  fresh  rose 
from  the  garden  wall  and  gave  it  to  me 
and  said,  "Well,  no  matter  where  you 
go,  nor  how  far  in  sin,  remember  that  our 
prayers  will  be  as  fresh  as  this  rose." 

This  woman,  considered  the  worst 
prisoner,  but  now  converted,  became  a 
great  Christian  worker,  a  soul  winner  for 
Jesus.  Oh!  my  dear  friends,  let  us  carry 
the  Rose  of  Sharon  to  those  who  are  sit- 
ting in  the  darkness  of  despair  and  bond- 
age of  sin. 

Pay  Day  and  Stopping  Time 

(Continued  from  pa^e  181 
of  crucifixion,  that  we  might  be  freed 
from  our  sins  and  from  Satan.  We  are 
now  a  free  moral  agent  to  serve  whom- 
soever we  please.  Let  us  serve  Jesus  who 
pays  off  with  eternal  life;  it  is  foolish  to 
serve  Satan  and  be  paid  off  with  death. 

Are  You  QyoIifieJ? 
(Continued  from  page  20; 
with  notes  and  questions  well  thought 
out,  I  had  no  difficulty  in  getting  and 
holding  their  attention.  If  your  class  is 
not  as  attentive  as  you  would  like,  ask 
yourself  if  it  is  not  your  fault  in  that 
you  have  not  put  enough  time  and 
thought  on  the  lesson. 

Another  intellectual  qualification  is  a 
good  and  working  knowledge  of  the  Bible. 
Many  teachers  are  not  at  home  among  its 
pages.  The  lesson  helps  are  of  great  assist- 
ance, but  knowledge  of  the  Bible  itself  is 
also  necessary.  The  teacher  should  have 
an  intelligent  understanding  of  its  various 
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books.  There  are  books  which  can  be  pur- 
chased at  little  cost  which  will  give  this 
information.  The  teacher  should  know 
the  Bible,  not  only  in  relation  to  the  in- 
formation it  contains,  but  the  inspira- 
tional passages  which  quicken  the  heart 
and  give  refreshment  to  the  soul. 
TECHNICAL  QUALIFICATIONS 
There  is  a  technique  for  teaching  as 
well  as  the  content  of  teaching.  Teach- 
ing is  an  art,  and  fortunate  is  the  teacher 
who  has  developed  the  art  in  such  a  way 
as  to  be  really  interesting  and  inspiring. 
The  most  of  us  must  remain  ordinary 
teachers.  But  even  we  can  do  something 
to  improve  our  methods.  There  are  books 
published,  written  by  Christian  education 
experts,  which  can  be  procured  at  a  low 
price  and  which  will  help  in  the  develop- 
ment of  better  methods  of  teaching. 

By  all  means,  avoid  the  verse-by-verse 
method  of  teaching.  Some  teachers  use 
this  method.  They  take  up  one  verse,  look 
into  its  meaning,  and  then  pass  to  the 
next.  It  is  not  good  teaching.  It  lacks 
unity.  While  many  good  things  may  be 
said,  they  are  so  spread  out  that  it  is  dif- 
ficult to  take  anything  away. 

Begin  your  lesson  with  two  or  three 
minutes  spent  on  the  story  of  the  lesson 
as  contained  in  the  Scripture  passages. 
Try  to  get  a  pupil  to  start  telling  the 
story;  then  after  a  minute  ask  another  to 
continue  it,  and  in  turn,  another.  When 
necessary  ask  questions  in  order  to  get  the 
story  correct.  The  story  of  the  lesson  pro- 
vides the  setting  and  the  introduction. 

Then  proceed  to  point  one.  Of  course, 
you  have  your  outline  of  the  lesson  you 
have  carefully  prepared.  This  point  is 
suggested  from  the  Scripture  passages  or 
the  lesson  subject.  Ask  your  questions, 
bring  in  your  illustrations,  engage  in  the 
discussion.  Then  pass  on  to  the  second 
and  third  points,  or  whatever  points  you 
have,  ending  with  your  conclusion,  which 
you  have  carefully  thought  out  and  which 
sums  up  the  lesson.  Use  a  blackboard.  It 
will  be  a  great  help. 

Adjust  your  teaching  technique  to  the 
ages  of  the  class  you  are  teaching.  One 
method  may  be  good  for  one  class  and 
useless  for  another.  Whatever  the  age 
group  you  have,  be  as  interesting  in  your 
technique  as  you  can  possibly  be.  Remem- 
ber, you  cannot  expect  your  pupils  to  be 
interested  if  you  are  not  interesting. 

So,  spiritually,  intellectually,  technical- 
ly, the  Sunday  School  teacher  should  be 
qualified.  Which  is  the  most  important? 
is  not  the  question.  They  are  all  impor- 
tant. The  three  should  go  together  and 
the  successful  teacher  will  seek  to  meas- 
ure up  as  high  as  possible  on  all  three. 

To  know  God  in  intimate  fellowship, 
to  possess  a  personal  experience  of  reli- 
gion, to  embody  as  best  one  can  the  ideals 
and  spirit  of  Jesus,  to  have  an  intelligent 
knowledge  of  the  Bible,  to  be  adequately 


prepared  mentally  and  spiritually,  and 
with  an  interesting  technique — that 
teacher  is  well  qualified. — The  New  Cen- 
tury Leader. 

The  Golden  Year 

(Continued  from  page  21) 
'second-wind,'  as  they  say.  I  am  enjoying 
life  as  I  have  not  done  in  a  long,  long 
time.  Come  over  and  see  me  again.  You'll 
not  have  to  lecture  me  this  time,"  and 
she  took  Vera  and  departed. 

"I  don't  know  as  I  need  to  see  Mrs. 
Newman  after  all,"  mused  Clara  as  she 
watched  her  friend.  "But  I'll  go  anyway. 
I  promised  and  likely  she'll  wonder  if 
I'm  not  as  fickle  as  the  people  that  I 
complained  about,"  so  she  went  her  way. 
"Did  you  think  I  had  lost  interest  in 
the  'recipe'?"  she  gaily  asked  the  elder 
woman. 

"No,  I  thought  your  interest  was 
stronger  than  that.  But  I  did  think  that 
maybe,  after  I  had  started  you  on  the 
right  track,  that  you  had  gone  on  by 
yourself  and  discovered  the  rest  of  the 
'ingredients.'  " 

"Well,  to  tell  the  truth,  I  think 
I  have.  I  may  not  have  them  all,  but 
I  do  know  a  good  deal  more  about  it 
than  I  did  when  I  came  to  you  the  other 
day." 

"I've  noticed  that  we  always  find  what 
we're  looking  for.  We  just  naturally  pass 
by  the  ideas  and  arguments  that  aren't 
suited  to  the  purpose  we  have  in  mind. 
Yes,  I've  noticed  that  many  and  many 
a  time,"  musingly. 

Clara  noted  the  far-away  look  in  the 
eyes  of  the  older  woman  and  hesitated 
to  interrupt,  but  presently  Mrs.  Newman 
came  back  to  the  present  and  to  her  visit- 
or, "Pardon  me,  my  dear,"  she  said  apol- 
ogetically, "but  an  old  woman  has  earned 
a  right  to  her  whimsies.  Now,  tell  me, 
what  have  you  found  out?" 

"You  said  'congenial  tastes'  was  the 
first  one  and  it  might  not  be  the  most 
important.  And  from  my  folks  and  Jer- 
ry's, I've  learned  that  recognition  of  the 
partnership  feature  must  be  another.  And 
today,  Josephine  Ward  came  and  said 
that  she  and  Arthur  have  made  up  their 
differences  and  she  put  a  lot  of  emphasis 
on  the  covenant — 'till  death  us  do  part.' 
No  half-way  nor  part  time.  And  she 
takes  that  to  include  Arthur's  right  and 
responsibility  to  help  train  Vera.  That 
was  her  real  trouble." 

"I  see.  You've  done  well,  my  dear.  But 
I  want  to  stress  this:  you  must  put  these 
ingredients  together  with  a  good  full 
measure  of  the  love  of  God  in  the  hearts 
of  you  both  or  there  will  be  a  failure 
somewhere." 

"Oh  yes,  Josephine  said  they  had  re- 
gained their  Christian  experiences.  She 
certainly  looks  happier  than  I've  seen  her 
in  months." 


"When  I  was  married  the  minister  told 
us  we  should  keep  a  couple  of  'bears'  in 
our   home   to  insure   happiness." 

"I  believe  I've  heard  that  one.  'Bear 
and  forbear'  aren't  they?"  asked  Clara 
eagerly. 

"Right.  Now,  little  girl,  if  you  and 
Jerry  will  subscribe  to  that  'recipe,'  in- 
vest in  a  pair  of  'bears'  and  a  Golden 
Rule  yardstick,  and  keep  your  hearts  un- 
der the  precious  anointing  of  the  Holy 
Spirit  I  can  guarantee  you  as  many  Gold- 
en Years  as  the  Lord  sees  fit  to  let  you 
live — each  one  will  be  golden.  See?"  said 
Mrs.   Newman  solemnly. 

"Thank  you,  dear  Mrs.  Newman,"  said 
the  girl  with  shining  eyes.  "By  God's 
grace  we  can  do  it.  I  know  what  answer 
I'll   give  Jerry  now." 

The  End 


The  Infidel  Son 

(Continued  from  page  22) 
heart-rending  scene.  His  reason  returning 
brought  with  it  a  dreadful   sense  of   his 
situation.  His  first  words  were,  and  oh, 
may   never   mortal   hear   such   a   cry   as 
that    again    upon      the      shores   of    time, 
"Mother!    I'm   lost!    lost!    lost!    damned! 
damned!    damned    forever!"    and    as    his 
classmates  drew  near  to  the  bed,  among 
whom    was    the    one    who    had    poisoned 
his  mind   with  infidelity,   with  a  dread- 
ful effort  he  rose  in  the  bed  and  cried, 
as  he   fixed   his   glaring  eyes  upon  him: 
"J — ,  you  have  brought  me  to  this,  you 
have   damned   my   soul!    may   the   curses 
of  the  Almighty  and  the  Lamb  rest  upon 
your  soul  forever!"  Then,  like  a  hellish 
fiend,  he  gnashed  his  teeth,  and  tried  i.o 
get  hold  of  him  that  he  might  tear  him 
to   pieces.    Then    followed    a   scene   from 
which  the  strongest  fled  in  horror.  But 
those  poor  parents  had   to  hear  and  see 
it  all,  for  he  would  not  suffer  them  to 
be  away  a  moment.   He  fell  back  upon 
his   bed    exhausted,    crying,    "O   Mother! 
Mother,  get  some  water  to  quench   this 
fire  that  is  burning  me  to  death,"  then 
he  tore  his  hair  and  rent  his  breast;  the 
fire   had   already      begun    to    burn,      the 
smoke  of  which  shall  ascend  up  forever 
and  ever.  And   then  again   he  cried,   "O 
Mother,  take  me  in  your  arms,  and  don't 
let  them  have  me."  And,  as  his  mother 
drew  near  to  him,  he  buried  his  face  in 
that    fond    bosom    which    had    nourished 
and   cherished  him;   but   alas!    could  not 
now  protect  or  shield  him  from  the  storm 
of  the  Almighty's  wrath,  for  he  turned 
from  her,  and  with  an  unearthly  voice  he 
shrieked,   "Father!   Mother!   Father,   save 
me;      they    come    to   drag    my — soul    to 
hell — ."  And  with  his  eyes  starting  from 
their  sockets,  he  fell  back  upon  the  bed 
a  corpse.  The  spirit  had  fled  but  not  like 
that  of  Lazarus,  borne  on  the  wings  of  a 
convoy   of    angels,    but    dragged    by    the 
fiends  to  met  a   fearful  doom.  May  his 
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dreadful  fall  prove  a  warning  to  those 
who  would  unwittingly  walk  in  the  same 
path. 

The  Same  Yesterday,  Today,  and 
Forever 

(Continued  from  page  23) 
lay  in  a  plaster  cast  for  six  months.  This 
cast  was  from  her  waist  down.  While  she 
was  in  this  cast  she  took  pneumonia,  and 
it  seemed  that  there  was  no  chance  for 
her.  We  went  on  our  knees  before  God. 
My  husband  had  felt  the  call  to  the  min- 
istry a  year  ago  but  had  put  it  off.  While 
praying  for  our  little  girl  the  Lord  prom- 
ised him  that  He  would  heal  the  child  if 
he  would  obey.  So  it  is  not  always  the 
things  we  do  that  the  Lord  is  displeased 
with  but  the  sin  of  omission  as  well.  In 
less  than  a  day's  time  she  made  a  change 
that  encouraged  us.  After  she  was  taken 
out  of  the  cast  she  could  not  move  her 
legs  for  a  long  time. 

My  faith  began  to  weaken  but  my  hus- 
band said  the  Lord  would  heal  her,  but  we 
would  have  to  be  patient.  At  two  years 
old  she  could  not  walk,  but  was  crawling 
and  sliding  around  over  the  house.  I  was 
afraid  she  would  have  to  go  through  life 
that  way.  Soon  after  the  arrival  of  our 
second  baby  a  doctor  said  she  would 
never  walk.  But  this  didn't  keep  my  hus- 
band from  praying  and  believing  she 
would  walk.  I  was  then  so  nervous  I 
could  hardly  stand  to  hear  a  baby  cry. 
I  had  almost  lost  my  health.  I  began 
praying  and  praising  God  that  He  healed 
her  of  pneumonia  while  in  the  cast.  Less 
than  a  month's  time  after  the  doctor  said 
she  would  never  walk,  she  stood  alone  and 
took  her  first  step.  She  might  have  taken 
more  steps  but  I  grabbed  her  and  ran  to 
my  husband  to  tell  him  about  it.  She  is 
now  walking  and  running  and  making 
up  for  lost  time.  She  is  so  proud  of  her 
little  brother,  who  can  now  run  and  play 
with  her. 

My  husband  is  pastor  of  a  little  church. 
He  is  praying  for  the  Lord  to  open  up  a 
way  for  him  to  go  to  Bible  school.  The 
Lord  is  blessing  his  work  and  saving  souls. 
In  his  first  revival,  which  he  recently 
conducted,  there  were  nine  filled  with  the 
Spirit  and  that  encouraged  me  very  much. 
Before  the  revival,  the  devil  tried  me. 
I  did  not  want  him  to  go  into  the  min- 
istry. I  wanted  him  to  give  up  the  church 
as  he  had  to  be  away  from  home  so  much 
trying  to  hold  down  a  job  in  the  day  time 
and  preaching  at  night,  it  seemed  like  he 
was  gone  all  the  time,  and  I  was  in  bed 
sick  most  of  the  time.  We  live  about 
forty  miles  from  his  church.  We  thought 
it  best  to  live  close  to  his  work  as  the 
church  was  not  able  to  support  a  fam- 
ily. It  can  hardly  pay  expenses  to  go  and 
come,  but  the  Lord  is  paying  in  blessings. 
When  I  gave  up  for  my  husband  to 
preach,  the  Lord  healed  me. 

Please  pray  that  my  husband  will  get 


to  go  to  Bible  School. — Mrs.  L.  C.  Cald- 
well, Rome,  Ga. 

NOTE:  This  letter  has  been  in  the  of- 
fice for  sometime  but  was  misplaced.  We 
truly  hope  that  it  will  be  made  possible 
for  these  young  people  to  go  to  Bible 
School. — Editor. 

Lighted  Pathway  Rating 

Sold  for 

Sept.  Total 

Alabama  800  12,342 

Arizona            14  182 

Arkansas    162  2,176 

California  91  1,380 

Colorado  ._         .... ..       14  140 

Delaware          28  287 

Foreign               342  3,392 

Florida    ..... 2,273  40,963 

Georgia  ...4,582  38,607 

Iowa  2  8  492 

Idaho    98  775 

Illinois                729  7,860 

Indiana 203  2,369 

Kansas    41  407 

Kentucky  1,044  17,028 

Louisiana    171  1,639 

Maine          5  6  716 

Massachusetts  42  426 

Maryland   294  3,396 

Minnesota  70  448 

Michigan    250  2,408 

Mississippi    462  4,163 

Missouri    217  2,016 

Montana  84  1,405 

Nebraska    71 

New  Jersey 84  519 

New  Mexico 84  810 

North    Carolina  ...2,462  24,168 

North  Dakota  182  1,432 

Ohio      604  5,070 

Oklahoma 210  2,554 

Oregon  42  535 

Pennsylvania  6  57  7,05  5 

South  Carolina  ..-.5,639  5  3,470 

South  Dakota  , 112  1,806 

Tennessee  1,512  17,39  5 

Texas    488  5,650 

Virginia    707  7,271 

Washington   28  590 

Washington,  D.  C.       14  169 

West   Virginia  ......1,216  13,472 

You  Will  Like  to  Know 

You  will  like  to  know  that  the  three 
young  men  on  the  cover  page  of  July 
issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  were  J.  P. 
Johnson,  son  of  Rev.  R.  P.  Johnson,  As- 
sistant General  Overseer,  holding  the 
American  flag,  J.  H.  Walker,  Jr.,  son  of 
General  Overseer  J.  H.  Walker,  with  the 
Christian  flag,  and  Fred  Jernigan,  son  of 
Rev.  John  C.  Jernigan,  state  overseer  of 
Tennessee,  holding  the  Bible. 

We  are  sorry  we  did  not  give  their 
names  in  the  same  issue  that  their  pic- 
tures appeared.  Get  your  July  paper  and 
look  into  the  faces  of  some  of  our  fine 
boys. — Editor. 


Mountain    Peaks  of   Experience 

or 

The  Story  of  My  Life 

Below  is  a  letter  that  I  appreciate.  It 
is  just  what  I  have  wanted  all  my  friends 
to  do  for  me.  I  have  not  had  the  help  I 
had  hoped  to  have  in  selling  my  little 
book,  but  I  believe  you  are  going  to  help 
me  yet. 

Here  is  the  letter: 

Dear  Sister  in  Christ: 

Enclosed  find  $1.00,  for  which  please 
send  me  three  books  of  "Mountain  Peaks 
of  Experience." 

I  received  mine  O.  K.  and  wanted  to 
keep  it  but  a  young  woman  came  by  to- 
day and  begged  so  hard  for  it  I  had  to  let 
her  have  it.  I  enjoyed  mine  and  I  want 
others  to  also. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  loved  ones. 
— Mrs.  Carolyn  jernigan. 

September  Prize 

MONNIE  McCLURE 
Tampa,  Fla.,  is  the  happy  winner  of  the 
cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the  most 
papers  and  having  the  money  in  on  time. 

Honor  Roll 
T.  J.  Collins,  Ninety  Six,  S.  C. 
Linwood  Jacobs,  Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 
Lois  Gof f,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 
Shirell  Avery,  Erwin,  N.  C. 
John  L.  Jenkins,  Gaffney,  S.  C. 
A.  G.  Griffin,  Thomaston,  Ga. 

Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  57  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  25c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tcnn. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev     W.    O.    Boheler.    Lavonia.    Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy,    Tenn. 

Carroll    James,    Rt.    2,    Box    91,    Forrest   City,    Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierv.lle,    Tenn. 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett.    W.    Va. 

Marie  Roberts.  934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan.    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,   2407   Decatur  Ave.,   Ft.  Worth.Tex. 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St.,    Rt.    2,    Kan- 
napolis,    N.    C. 

Geneva    Kennedy,    11th   St.,   Judson,   Greenville,  S.  C. 

Doris  Parrish,    1509   3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa.  Fla. 

Bennie   DeLay,   834   W.    Marietta   St..   Atlanta,  Ga. 

M.ldred    Richie.    Rt.  4.  St.   Elmo,  Tenn. 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierv.lle,    Tenn. 

Betty   Jo   Brown,  c|o  Lawson  Bros.   Store,  Townsend, 
Tenn. 

J.   C.   Bean,    601    E.    10th   St.,   Kannapolis,  N.  C. 

L.  C.   Caldwell,    14   Locust  St.,    Rome,   Ga. 

Miss  Otha    Mae   Brock,   Wheelwright.    Ky. 

Mamie  Lee  Burkett.  158  St.  Louis  St.,  Mobile.  Ala. 
Clyde  Case,  7  Pelger  St.,  Monoghan  Mill,  Green- 
ville, S.   C. 

Who  but  God  would  board  and  clothe 
the  person  who  is  at  work  for  his  worst 
enemy? 

Those  who  are  constantly  kicking 
about  the  affairs  of  the  church  should  be 
kept  in  a  stall  to  themselves,  as  they  are 
not  only  poor  company  but  are  dangerous 
to  be  in  company. 


[Page  26] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


ty.   £?.  £.    ^Programs 

**************************** 
OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  ord^r  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
merits  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from     being    tiresome 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  to  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  .o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear    this   in    mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  Les 
•on    Program. 

The  subtopics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  b« 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
Ft  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians  who  can   always   be  depended    on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
nave  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to   the   altar   of   prayer   and    accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal 
varum    of    your    unsaved    friends. 

**  **  *****  *******  **  ********** 
B1BLE  LESSON 

Topic:   FOLLOWING   CHRIST   IN 

EVERYTHING 

Scripture  Text:   Luke  9:2  3 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

Christ  is  the  Way.  His  teachings  and 
examples  are  such  that  by  knowing  them, 
we  know  the  best  possible  way  of  life. 
If  we  do  His  will  and  follow  Him,  we 
can  be  certain  that  we  are  not  taking 
merely  a  good  way,  but  rather  that  we 
are  taking  the  Way,  the  best  and  only 
true  way  of  life. 

Christ  Jesus  did  not  give  numerous 
little  rules  and  formulas  to  direct  us. 
He  gave  us  certain  great  principles  of 
conduct,  then  left  it  to  our  intelligence 
and  judgment  to  apply  them  as  the  need 
arises.  He  not  only  told  us  what  is  right, 
He  lived  His  teachings.  We  can  see  what 
He  wants  us  to  do  by  seeing  what  He  did. 

Better  yet,  He  has  promised  us  help 
to  do  His  will.  If  we  face  problems  that 
seem  too  difficult,  by  means  of  prayer 
in  His  name,  we  are  helped  to  do  that 
which   is   right. 

Christ  should  be  our  guide  in  every- 
thing. Work,  play,  study,  worship,  and 
all  activities  of  life  are  to  be  carried 
on  in  the  Spirit  of  Jesus  and  by  His 
help. 

Following    Christ    in    Our    Worship 


Prayer  is  a  natural,  essential  part  of 
every  Christian's  life.  The  one  who  prays 
should  do  so,  not  with  the  idea  of  show- 
ing off,  but  with  the  spirit  of  sincere 
devotion.  There  is  no  place  in  Christian 
prayer  for  insincerity.  The  Bible  as  God's 
inspired  Word  is  of  fundamental  impor- 
tance to  the  devotional  life. 
In  Our  Home 

Jesus  lived  in  a  religious  home  in  His 
youth.  Joseph  and  Mary  went  regularly 
to  Jerusalem  to  the  religious  observances 
as  required  by  the  Jewish  religion,  even 
though  to  do  so  required  much  effort.  At 
twelve  years  of  age,  Jesus  was  familiar 
enough  with  religious  teachings  to  puzzle 
even  the  rabbis.  Near  the  end  of  His 
ministry,  Jesus  blessed  the  home  of  Mary 
and  Martha  by  His  presence.  Home  re- 
ceives the  blessings  of  God. 

The  home  not  only  offers  blessings  and 
privileges;  it  also  offers  problems.  Any 
group,  such  as  the  family,  will  sometimes 
find  it  difficult  to  live  up  to  the  highest 
standards,  but  by  constant  effort,  guided 
by  love,  any  home  can  be  made  a  place, 
not  as  much  of  problems  as  of  inspiration. 

In  order  to  have  the  best  possible  home, 
it  is  necessary  for  children  to  help  their 
parents  in  every  way  possible.  It  is  also 
necessary  for  parents  to  do  their  part  in 
giving  their  children  proper  training. 
Most  important  of  all,  God  must  be  giv- 
en first  place  in  the  heart  of  every  mem- 
ber of  the  family. 

In  Helping  Others 

Even  if  one  does  not  think  highly 
enough  of  himself  to  keep  from  violating 
laws,  he  certainly  should  remember  that 
his  wrong  acts  injure  others  as  well  as 
himself.  No  one  can  vio'ate  moral  laws 
without  hurting  others.  There  is  no  such 
thing  as  the  right  to  personal  liberty 
which   injures  others. 

In  Making  Peace 

The  cost  of  war  is  beyond  measure. 
War  costs  not  only  in  lives  and  money, 
but  destroys  love,  confidence,  honesty, 
and  other  moral  values  beyond  price.  The 
way  of  peace  is  the  way  of  brotherly  love. 
Christlike  conduct.  Nations  have  no 
more  right  to  sanction  killing  in  war  than 
men  do  in  peace. 

In  Earning  Money 

It  is  the  privilege  and  duty  of  every 
person  to  do  a  fair  share  of  the  world's 
work  and  earn  money.  It  is  never  right 
for  one  to  secure  wealth  by  trickery, 
sharp  practice,  dishonesty,  or  the  oppres- 
sion of  others.  It  is  not  wrong  to  earn 
money;  it  is  wrong  to  get  it  without  earn- 
ing it. 

//;  Spending  Money 

Money  costs  toil.  No  person  has  a  right 
to  waste  money  or  to  use  it  in  ways  that 
will  injure  others.  Wealth  is  a  trust  from 
God!  How  we  honor  that  trust  is  a 
measure  of  our  fitness  to  be  called  faith- 
ful or  unfaithful  stewards.  All  wealth 
comes  from  God,  and  should  be  used  in 


ways   that   honor   Him. 

In  Using  Our  Opportunities 

Every  place  is  a  place  of  opportunity. 
Often  people  of  one  city  or  nation  look 
to  some  other  city  or  nation  with  the 
thought  that  the  other  place  offers  the 
best  opportunity  for  service.  The  best 
place  to  begin  serving  God  is  where  you 
are;  if  you  are  needed  elsewhere,  the  op- 
portunity will  be  discovered  in  due  time. 
In  Our  Leisure 

As  wealth  has  increased  in  the  world, 
folks  have  had  more  spare  time.  Few 
people  are  busy  all  the  time  with  neces- 
sary tasks.  Our  characters  are  now 
largely  determined  by  the  ways  in  which 
we  spend  this  spare  time.  Certainly  wor- 
ship, rest  and  wholesome  play  should  be 
included  in  our  program  of  life. 
The  Call  to  Separation 

These  disciples  are  not  simply  called 
from  evil  things — they  are  called  from 
more  than  evil — they  are  called  from  the 
nets  (their  business),  from  their  rela- 
tives, from  the  old  locations,  and  from 
all  the  old  home  ties.  Their  separation 
was  made  so  complete  as  to  start  entirely 
new  lines  of  thought,  new  motives  and 
new  purposes  in  life.  Christ  still  calls  all 
to  a  new  life  with  a  brand-new  plan.  Fie 
sometimes  calls  men  with  the  new  life  and 
new  purpose  to  live  in  the  old  place.  To 
one  Christ  said,  "Go  home  to  thy  friends, 
and  tell  them  how  great  things  the  Lord 
hath  done  for  thee." 

Leai'ing  All 

By  choosing  to  follow  the  Lord  whol- 
ly, Matthew  doubtless  won  many  by  his 
own  direct  ministry.  He  became  one  of 
the  apostles  and  the  author,  under  the 
Holy  Spirit,  of  the  first  of  the  four  gos- 
pels. Thus  he  goes  on  preaching  the  good 
news  even  to  us  of  this  century.  He  might 
have  stuck  to  his  counting  room  and  have 
died  rich,  then  his  life  would  have  been 
barren  and  long  ago  forgotten.  He  chose 
to  be  wholly  separated  unto  Christ,  and 
Christ  used  him  as  a  means  of  blessing  to 
millions.  Christ  still  calls  the  illiterate 
and  the  cultured,  the  poor  and  the  rich 
to  such  a  life  of  separation  unto  Him- 
self. It  will  mean  hardship  many  times, 
but  it  will  also  mean  eternal  usefulness 
and  eternal  glory. 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  WHAT  CONFESSION  OF 

CHRIST  INCLUDES 
Scripture  lesson:   Rom.   10:1-13;  Luke 
12:8,  9. 

Repentance  of  Sin 
On  the  day  of  Pentecost  Peter  called 
to  the  people,  "Repent,  and  be  baptized 
every  one  of  you  in  the  name  of  Jesus 
Christ  for  the  remission  of  sins,  and  ye 
shall  receive  the  gift  of  the  Holy  Ghost," 
Acts  2:3  8.  God  does  not  lavish  either 
gift  or  blessing  upon  the  unrepentant. 
The  mouth  of  the  inconsistent  one  who 
lives  a  double  or  doubtful   life  is  sealed 
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so  far  as  effective  witnessing  goes.  A 
heart  cleansed  by  the  blood  of  Jesus  can 
alone  speak  with  power.  What  the  world 
wants  to  hear  is  that  the  power  of  sin  in 
a  life  has  been  broken,  it  matters  not 
whether  that  sin  be  crimson,  scarlet  or 
just  red,  so  long  as  it  has  been  actually 
cleansed  and  its  power  broken.  What 
one  of  us  has  not  been  thrilled  to  hear  the 
testimony  of  a  "Whitey"  with  a  shameful 
past,  who  had  a  new  beginning  from  the 
moment  he  believed  Christ?  The  record 
of  the  past  is  wholly  unbelievable  as  one 
looks  into  the  face  of  that  gentleman 
from  the  mission.  It  certainly  does  not 
now  belong  to  the  one  who  witnesses  for 
Christ  down  there  among  his  former  com- 
panions. It  is  not  the  period  of  time  that 
has  obliterated  that  ignoble  past  or 
changed  that  human  derelict  into  a 
prince,  it  is  the  genius  and  the  glory  of 
the  Gospel  of  our  Christ. 

Restitution  of  Wrong 
We,  who  belong  to  this  dispensation 
of  grace,  should  not  seek  a  lesser  stand- 
ard for  our  Christian  living  than  that 
which  God  gave  to  the  sinner  of  Ezekiel's 
time.  "If  he  turn  from  his  sin,  and  do 
that  which  is  lawful  and  right;  If  the 
wicked  restore  the  pledge,  give  again  that 
he  had  robbed,  walk  in  the  statutes  of  life, 
without  committing  iniquity;  he  shall 
surely  live,"  Ezek.  33:14,  15.  But  the  law 
left  him  as  helpless  as  it  found  him.  How 
much  better  for  us  to  live  today,  when 
God  offers  in  Christ  to  make  us  "new 
creatures."  What  we  were,  we  are  no 
longer  by  God's  mercy  in  Christ.  The 
sinner  of  the  Old  Testament  had  to  "re- 
store the  pledge"  and  "give  again  that 
he  had  robbed."  There  may  be  need  for 
you  to  retrace  some  of  your  steps  and 
make  some  things  right. 
Again  Confession  Mtist  Include  Faith  in 
The  Atonement 
Rom.  10:9;  1  John  5:1. 
Spurgeon  once  said,  "True  faith  gives 
its  full  assent  to  the  Scriptures;  it  takes 
a  page  and  says,  'No  matter  what  is  in  the 
next  chapter,'  and  says:  'Herein  are  some 
things  hard  to  be  understood,  which  they 
that  are  unlearned  and  unstable  do  wrest, 
as  they  do  also  the  other  Scriptures,  to 
their  destruction;  but,  hard  though  it 
be,  I  believe  it.'  It  sees  the  Trinity;  it 
cannot  understand  the  Trinity,  but  it 
believes  it.  It  sees  an  atoning  sacrifice; 
there  is  something  difficult  in  the 
thought,  but  it  believes  it.  And,  what- 
ever it  be  which  it  sees  in  revelation  it 
devoutly  puts  its  lips  to  the  book,  and 
says:  'I  love  it  all;  I  give  my  full,  free, 
and  hearty  assent  to  every  word  of  it, 
whether  it  be  the  threatening,  or  the 
promise,  the  proverbs,  the  precept,  or  the 
blessing.  I  believe  that,  since  it  is  all  the 
Word  of  God,  it  is  all  most  assuredly 
true.'  " 

Confession  Includes  Implicit 
Obedience 


(1  John  5:3) 

We  are  told  by  Jeremiah,  Jer.  10:23, 
"It  is  not  in  man  that  walketh  to  direct 
his  steps."  The  sinner's  step  is  accustomed 
to  straying;  he  loves  the  bypaths.  He 
doesn't  think  right  even  though  he  has 
piled  up  his  college  degrees.  Our  news- 
papers confirm  this.  Therefore  we  need 
guidance  as  Christians.  We  also  need  a 
code  of  Christian  ethics.  We  need  the 
counsel  of  a  Father.  We  need  the  law  of 
a  new  life.  We  need  the  authority  of 
Christ.  We  need  to  be  governed  by  the 
King  of  kings.  God  has  commanded  for 
our  good.  We  suffer  when  we  violate  His 
law.  There  is  blessing  and  life  if  we  obey. 
He  has  planned  for  our  eternal  welfare, 
and  there  is  joy  and  peace  only  in  obedi- 
ence— glad-hearted,  whole-hearted  obedi- 
ence. Our  effective  witnessing  for  God 
depends  on  our  obedience  to  Him.  There- 
fore let  us  be  as  well-disciplined  soldiers 
"under  authority." 

A  Transparent  Life 

"Out  of  the  abundance  of  the  heart 
the  mouth  speaketh."  It  is  this  genuine- 
ness and  reality  that  never  fails  in  our 
service  for  Christ.  True  Christians  are 
transparent,  they  know  no  guile,  nor 
duplicity.  They  ring  as  a  clear  bell.  The 
world  has  a  right  to  expect  it,  for  true 
salvation  in  its  very  essence  is  sincerity 
and  guilelessness  out  of  a  pure  heart. 
When  the  heart  is  clean,  the  channels  will 
be  pure,  the  expression  will  be  honest 
and  convicting,  and  the  life  will  be  open 
and  transparent.  This  is  the  kind  of  life 
that  wins.  What  a  relief  it  is  to  meet  the 
pure,  guileless,  lamblike  Christian.  Truly 
he  seems  like  a  citizen  of  another  world, 
and  as  such  he  is  sure  to  be  marked  either 
for  ridicule,  persecution,  or  admiration. 
This  is  the  kind  of  confession  of  Christ 
which  the  world  so  sorely  needs. 
Denial  of  the  World 
1  John  5:4 

The  "world"  is  such  a  misunderstood 
word.  Men  in  their  desire  to  keep  to  the 
letter  of  this  inspired  word  have  gone  in- 
to exclusion  and  hermitage.  Others  have 
pulled  aloof  entirely  from  moral  obliga- 
tions to  their  country,  forgetting  in  their 
zeal  that  they  are  to  "render  unto  Caesar 
the  things  that  are  Caesar's."  Still  others 
have  continued  to  live  in  "their  house  by 
the  side  of  the  road"  but  have  failed  to 
"be  a  friend  to  man." 

What  is  the  normal  attitude  for  the 
Christian  to  take?  It  is  plain  that  we  are 
to  deny  the  world.  We  must  withdraw 
from  everything  in  life  that  has  the  mark 
of  sin,  of  inconsistency,  of  compromise 
upon  it.  Paul,  in  Romans  1:1,  said,  "Sep- 
arated unto  the  gospel  of  Christ."  This 
is  a  wonderful  secret.  We  are  not  to 
dwell  upon  such  questions  as  "Must  I 
give  up  this?"  "Must  I  deny  myself  of 
that?"  "Must  I  do  certain  things?"  "Is 
this  harmful?"  That  is  all  negation.  Paul 
was  "separated  unto."  Young  people  are 


often  disturbed  because  they  are  having 
to  separate  "from."  The  preposition 
"from"  keeps  one  always  looking  back- 
ward, possibly  with  hankering,  or  regret, 
or  questioning.  Paul  in  his  separation 
looked  forward,  to  him  it  was  "unto  the 
gospel,"  unto  the  Lord,  Phil.  3:13,  14.  In 
Num.  16:9  the  same  thought  is  expressed, 
"Seemeth  it  but  a  small  thing  unto  you, 
that  the  God  of  Israel  hath  separated  you 
from  ::"  ::"  *  to  bring  you  near  to  him- 
self?" 

An  Effective  Witness 
Psalm  40:3 
If  you  will  use  every  opportunity  to 
witness  for  the  Lord,  He  will  give  you 
fruit  and  make  you  a  winner  for  souls. 
Do  not  excuse  yourself  on  the  ground  of 
your  limited  training,  or  lack  of  gifts.  A 
potential  witness  for  Christ  requires 
neither  training  nor  gifts,  since  all  he 
needs  to  do  is  to  tell  what  he  knows. 
Again  Dr.  Simpson  writes  the  following 
seven  points  to  help  every  one  who  con- 
fesses Christ: 

1.  Have  something  to  tell  and  some- 
thing to  give,  and  it  will  get  out  like  the 
testimony  of  which  Peter  had  to  say,  "We 
cannot  but  speak  the  things  which  we 
have  seen  and  heard." 

2.  Always  hold  up  Jesus  Christ  and  try 
to  make  Him  real  to  the  world.  That  is 
the  only  thing  that  will  attract,  that  will 
save,  that  will  satisfy,  that  will  help  lost 
men  and  bring  God's  blessing. 

3.  Begin  at  home.  That  is  your  Jerusa- 
lem. Then  go  to  an  ever-widening  circle 
of  influence  and  opportunity  until  you 
reach  the  uttermost  part  of  the  earth. 

4.  Recognize  every  situation  that  conies 
to  you  as  an  opportunity  for  testimony. 
Look  at  every  person  you  meet  as  a  sub- 
ject for  God's  blessing  through  you  in 
some  way,  and  thus  all  your  life  will  be 
a  ministry  for  Him. 

5.  Live  your  testimony,  be  a  Bible.  If 
you  cannot  be  an  apostle  you  can  be  "an 
epistle  known  and  read  of  all  men." 

6.  Ask  God  to  put  into  your  life  su- 
pernatural things  that  will  themselves 
be  His  witness  to  your  testimony  and 
comment  it  to  an  unbelieving  world.  Ev- 
ery Christian  ought  to  have  answered 
prayers  in  his  body,  in  his  business,  in 
his  trials  and  temporal  circumstances, 
that  will  speak  for  God  and  make  them 
know  that  there  is  a  real  and  a  living 
Christ,  and  that  our  Christianity  is  not 
a  theory  but  is  supernatural  and  divine. 

7.  Remember  that  though  you  may 
never  be  a  missionary  in  Africa  or  China, 
you  can  still  be  a  witness  to  the  utter- 
most part  of  the  earth.  You  can  shine 
afar  through  other  lives  even  where  your 
feet  may  never  go. 

Scriptures 

1.  Repentance  of  sin.  Acts  2:38;  Rom. 
10:12,    13. 

2.  Restitution  of  wrong.  Ezek.  33:14- 
16. 
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3.  Faith  in  the  atonement.  Rom.  10:9; 
1  John  5:1. 

4.  Implicit  obedience.   1  John  5:3. 

5.  A  transparent  life.  Rom.  10:10;  1 
Thess.  2:10. 

6.  Denial  of  the  world.  1  John  5:4. 

7.  An  effective  witness.  Psa.  40:3. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:   PERSONAL  SOUL  WINNING 

Mildred  King 

"When  thou  art  converted,  strengthen 
thy  brethren,"  Luke  22:3  2b. 

Personal  work  means  individual  effort 
to  lead  individuals  to  acceptance  of  Je- 
sus Christ  as  a  personal  Savior.  It  is  the 
impact  of  one  personality  upon  another 
personality — with  the  definite  objective 
of  leading  that  one  not  merely  to  aban- 
don some  bad  habit,  to  believe  a  certain 
creed,  to  unite  with  some  church,  but 
to  accept,  receive  Jesus  Christ  as  His 
personal  Savior  and  enthrone  Him  as  his 
Lord. 

Every  Christian  has  an  influence  and 
comes  in  contact  with  others.  Those  who 
have  experienced  the  saving  grace  of  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ  will  desire,  feel  obli- 
gated, to  tell  others.  Comparatively  few 
can  speak  in  public,  but  all  can  witness. 

As  soon  as  Andrew  knew  Christ,  he 
told  his  brother  Peter. 

In  order  to  have  success  in  personal 
work  ONE  MUST  KNOW  JESUS 
CHRIST  AS  A  PERSONAL  SAVIOR. 
Christ  said  to  Peter,  "When  thou  art 
converted,  strengthen  thy  brethren," 
Luke  22:32.  Peter  had  to  be  right  before 
he  could  help  others  into  right  relation. 
Must  Have  a  Clean  Life 

Must  be  clean  within  and  without.  If 
success  in  winning  men  to  Christ  does  not 
follow  our  efforts  we  should  look  into 
our  hearts  and  lives  to  see  our  conditions. 

HE  MUST  BE  FILLED  WITH  THE 
SPIRIT.  His  affections,  desires,  and  pur- 
poses must  be  under  the  Spirit's  control. 
He  Must  Lead  a  Prayer  Life 

Wisdom  is  needed  to  know  to  whom  to 
speak  the  right  words,  and  that  God  will 
really  save  the  soul.  It  was  while  Peter 
was  praying  that  he  received  the  im- 
pulse to  go  to  Cornelius  to  show  how  to 
be  saved. 

HE  MUST  HAVE  A  LOVE  FOR 
LOST  SOULS — a  desire  to  win  men  for 
Christ. 

Christ  so  longed  after  the  lost  that  He 
wept  over  them.  Luke  19:41. 

Matt.  23:37.  "O  Jerusalem,  Jerusalem, 
thou  that  killest  the  prophets,  and  stonest 
them  which  are  sent  unto  thee,  how  often 
would  I  have  gathered  thy  children  to- 
gether, even  as  a  hen  gathereth  her 
chickens  under  her  wings,  and  ye  would 
not!"  Paul  loved  his  brethren  who  were 
rejecting  Christ.  He  must  believe  what 
the  Bible  says  about  the  lost — "all  have 
sinned,  and  come  short  of  the  glory  of 
God,"   Rom.    3:2  3.    "The   soul    that   sin- 


neth,  it  shall  die,"  Ezek.  18:4.  "The 
wages  of  sin  is  death,"  Rom.  6:23.  Christ 
is  able  to  save  all  kinds  of  sinners — able 
to  save  to  the  uttermost — He  can  save 
a  murderer. 

"Come  now,  and  let  us  reason  to- 
gether, saith  the  Lord:  though  your  sins 
be  as  scarlet,  they  shall  be  as  white  as 
snow,  though  they  be  red  like  crimson, 
they  shall  be  as  wool." 

Those  who  reject  Christ  are  lost — Mark 
16:16,  "But  he  that  believeth  not  shall 
be  damned." 

There  are  several  places  where  personal 
work  can  be  done.  AT  HOME  is  a  good 
place  to  start.  Home  folk  know  as  to 
whether  our  experience  is  real.  On  the 
streets  where  the  people  come  together 
for  business  or  pleasure  is  the  place  to  do 
personal  work.  As  you  go  walking — Luke 
24:32,  "And  they  said  one  to  another, 
Did  not  our  heart  burn  within  us,  while 
he  talked  with  us  by  the  way,  and  while 
he  opened  to  us  the  scriptures?"  Christ's 
examples — He  made  the  hearts  of  two 
disciples  burn  while  He  spake  to  them  by 
the  way. 

At  Places  of  Business 

This  is  where  we  come  in  contact  with 
many  who  do  not  know  Christ  as  their 
personal  Savior.  Mark  2:14,  As  He 
passed  by  He  called  Matthew  from  his 
place  as  a  tax  gatherer. 

We  have  many  classes  of  persons  to 
deal  with.  The  interested  is  a  delightful 
group  to  deal  with — all  they  need  is  for 
someone  to  point  the  way  and  to  recog- 
nize their  sinful  state.  "If  we  confess  our 
sins,  he  is  faithful  and  just  to  forgive  us 
our  sins,  and  to  cleanse  us  from  all  un- 
righteousness," 1  John  1:9. 
The  Backslider 

This  person  needs  the  danger  of  his 
state  shown  to  him,  then  the  mercy  of 
God  to  lead  him  back  to  the  Savior.  "For 
it  had  been  better  for  them  not  to  have 
known  the  way  of  righteousness,  than, 
after  they  have  known  it,  to  turn  from 
the  holy  commandment  delivered  unto 
them,"  2  Peter  2:21. 

The  Fearful 

This  class  holds  back  because  of  cer- 
tain fears.  Some  will  say,  "I  am  afraid  of 
persecution."  "For  even  hereunto  were  ye 
called;  because  Christ  also  suffered  for 
us,  leaving  us  an  example,  that  ye  should 
follow  his  steps,"  1  Peter  2:21. 

Others  will  say,  "I'm  afraid  that  Jesus 
will  not  receive  me."  "Whosoever  shall 
call  upon  the  name  of  the  Lord  shall  be 
saved,"  Rom.  10:13.  "Him  that  cometh 
to  me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out,"  John 
6:37. 

Some  will  put  off  decision.  This  is 
one  of  the  most  subtle  of  Satan's  influ- 
ences. After  conviction  of  sin  has  taken 
hold,  after  the  way  of  salvation  is  made 
clear,  then  the  devil  whispers,  "Not 
now.  You  can  do  it  just  as  well  tomor- 
row."   But    tomorrow    the    influence    is 


gone  and  the  sinner  continues  in  his  ways. 
God  calls  the  sinner  when  He  wills  and 
not  when  the  sinner  pleases.  "Seek  ye  the 
Lord  while  he  may  be  found,  call  ye  upon 
him  while  he  is  near,"  Isa.  5  5:6.  God's 
time  is  now. 

In  personal  work  we  find  many  ex- 
cuses like  this:  "I  am  too  young,  I  will 
wait  until  I  am  older."  "I  love  them  that 
love  me;  and  those  that  seek  me  early  shall 
find  me,"  Prov.  8:17. 

Some  will  say,  "First  I  must  get  my 
business  going  and  then  I  will  accept 
Christ."  "Seek  ye  first  the  kingdom  of 
God,  and  his  righteousness;  and  all  these 
things  shall  be  added  unto  you,"  Matt.  6: 
33. 

If  we  make  a  success  of  the  Christian 
life  we  must  follow  the  seven  steps 
marked  out  in  the  Bible. 

1.  Begin  right. 

2.  Confess  Christ  before  men. — "Who- 
soever therefore  shall  confess  me  before 
men,  him  will  I  confess  also  before  my 
Father  which  is  in  heaven,"  Matt.  10: 
32. 

3.  Study  the  Bible — God's  Word  is  the 
Christian's  food.  The  new  life  is  nour- 
ished by  it.  No  one  has  ever  backslidden 
who  has  fed  upon  the  Word  of  God  regu- 
larly. The  Bible  should  be  read  for  one's 
own  soul  growth  and  also  to  enable  one 
to  intelligently  witness  for  Christ. 

4.  Pray  Always.  1  Thess.  5:17,  "Pray 
without  ceasing."  In  order  to  do  this  there 
must  be  set  times.  David  and  Daniel 
prayed  three  times  a  day. 

5.  Go  to  work  for  Christ.  The  one  who 
uses  his  talents,  whether  one,  two,  or 
five,  will  gain  others.  No  Christian 
should  be  content  to  be  idle.  Find  work 
to  do  and  do  it  faithfully. 

6.  Give  freely  of  mo-ncy.  Prov.  11:25, 
"The  liberal  soul  shall  be  made  fat:  and 
he  that  watereth  shall  be  watered  also 
himself." 

7.  Press  on — Don't  give  up.  Phil  3:13, 
14,  "Brethren,  I  count  not  myself  to  have 
apprehended:  but  this  one  thing  I  do,  for- 
getting those  things  which  are  behind, 
and  reaching  forth  unto  those  things 
which  are  before,  I  press  toward  the  mark 
for  the  prize  of  the  high  calling  of  God 
in  Christ  Jesus." 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  TAKE  HEED 
Estel  J.  Dash,  Sr. 
Text,  Acts  20:2  8a:      Take    heed    there- 
fore unto  yourselves." 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
This  word  of  admonition  comes  from 
the  pen  of  the  Apostle  Luke  and  as  we 
examine  the  words,  "take  heed,"  we  find 
that  Webster  defines  them  to  mean,  "to 
regard  with  care,"  "take  notice  of,"  "to 
attend."  Therefore  we,  as  the  children  of 
God,  should  take  notice  of  ourselves  and 
regard  with  care  our  daily  lives.  We 
should  attend  to  all  the  spiritual  necessi- 
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ties  of  our  being,  with  the  thought  in 
mind  that  we  must  live  above  reproach 
if  we  expect  our  lives  to  count  for  God, 
or  if  we  ever  expect  to  influence  anyone 
else  to  seek  the  Lord. 

Our  Consecration 

Scripture  reading:  Phil.  1:27;  1  Peter 
1:15. 

So  many  people  claim  the  blessings  of 
God  in  their  lives  and  yet  their  conver- 
sation is  everything  but  a  holy  conver- 
sation. They  know  all  the  latest  news, 
they  are  first  to  get  on  the  "inside"  of  the 
latest  scandal,  they  know  all  about  the 
latest  show  songs,  ball  games  and  amuse- 
ments, but  as  to  the  Word  of  God  they 
cannot  quote  more  than  one  or  two 
verses,  "Jesus  wept,"  and  "God  so  loved 
the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten 
Son,  that  whosoever  believeth  in  him 
should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life."  This  is  the  extent  of  their  knowl- 
edge of  the  Word  of  God,  and  yet  the}' 
claim  to  be  Christians. 

Our    Associates. 

Scripture  reading:  Amos  3:3;  Prov.  1: 
10-19;  29:5. 

We  should  take  very  earnest  heed  with 
whom  we  associate  for  many  reasons. 
First,  they  influence  our  lives  very  much, 
or  else  we  must  influence  them.  We  must 
have  a  common  plane  of  understanding  or 
else  we  are  not  able  to  converse  intelli- 
gently with  another  person  and  if  our 
conversation  is  spiritual,  worldly  asso- 
ciates will  soon  leave  us  to  our  own  de- 
vices and  conversation,  and  if  it  is  of  the 
world  we  offend  the  Spirit,  so  either  way, 
we  lose  a  friend.  We  must  not  be  flat- 
tered into  forsaking  our  favor  in  the  sight 
of  God  for  the  companionship  of  the 
world,  and  being  led  off  into  things  that 
are  wrong.  Second,  we  are  judged  by  our 
company  we  keep.  There  was  a  time,  as 
the  saying  is,  that  a  man  was  judged  by 
the  cut  of  his  hair  or  the  clothes  he 
wore,  but  that  time  is  past  and  now  we 
are  judged  by  the  company  we  keep. 
"Wherefore  seeing  we  also  are  compassed 
about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses, 
....  let  us  run  with  patience  the  race 
that  is  set  before  us." 

Third,  we  usually  marry  among  our 
acquaintances  and  it  behooves  us  as  the 
children  of  God  to  be  very  careful  of 
whom  we  choose  as  our  life  companion, 
for  if  we  obey  God  we  cannot  change 
mates  as  is  the  custom  of  the  world,  just 
like  changing  clothes.  The  Bible  also 
says,  "Be  not  unequally  yoked  together 
with  unbelievers." 

Our  Conduct 

Scripture  reading:    1    Tim.   4:12. 

Let  us,  as  young  people,  be  a  light  unto 
this  benighted  generation  and  show  forth 
the  Lord  in  our  lives  as  a  monument  unto 
the  Most  High.  Why  should  we,  because 
we  are  young,  not  be  able  to  continue  be- 
fore God  until  we  can  be  pointed  out  as 
examples   of   Christian    living?      Can    we 


not  live  a  life  of  holiness,  godliness,  and 
meekness  also?  Can  we  not  take  God  by 
faith  just  as  well  as  the  old  Christians? 
Can  we  not  be  just  as  spiritual  as  any- 
one? Cannot  we  love  with  that  divine 
passion  just  as  deeply  as  father  or  mother? 
I  am  persuaded  that  we  can,  in  spite  of 
our  youth.  Cling  just  as  close  to  the  cross, 
work  just  as  hard,  and  live  just  as  good  as 
the  oldest  member  in  the  church. 


How  a  Young  Girl  Was  Brought  to 
Christ 

I  would  like  my  young  readers  to 
know  a  little  about  my  conversion.  I  had 
just  left  school,  and  was  about  sixteen 
years  of  age,  when  I  went  for  some 
months  with  my  parents,  brothers  and 
sisters,  to  a  small  seaside  resort.  I  did 
not  want  to  go,  for  the  place  was  very 
quiet,  and  having  left  school  I  wished 
to  live  a  new  life  full  of  enjoyment.  In- 
deed, it  was  with  great  bitterness  of 
heart  and  rebellion  that  I  went,  much 
to  the  grief  of  my  parents.  I  had  known 
for  some  time  that  if  the  Lord  came  I 
was  not  ready  to  meet  Him;  but  I  want- 
ed enjoyment  in  this  world  and  felt  that 
if  I  became  a  Christian  that  would  all 
be  at  an  end.  Day  by  day  I  was  weary 
of  cliffs,  sea,  and  sands — and  often  hid 
in  some  secluded  spot  to  weep  in  my 
utter   misery. 

It  came  about  that  one  Sunday  when 
passing  through  a  field  with  a  young 
friend,  we  came  near  a  preacher  address- 
ing a  number  of  people  who  were  stand- 
ing or  sitting  upon  the  grass  at  his  feet. 
My  companion  wished  to  go  near,  but 
I  was  too  proud  to  do  so,  and  promised 
to  wait  for  her  at  the  end  of  the  field. 
However,  while  hurrying  on  to  get  out 
of  hearing  as  fast  as  possible,  I  was  ar- 
rested by  these  words,  which  rang  out 
clearly  and  distinctly  through  the  still 
air,  "How  wilt  thou  do  in  the  swelling 
of  Jordan?"  Jer.  12:5. 

I  felt  that  those  words  were  for  me, 
and  indeed  I  heard  no  others.  They  made 
me  feel  still  more  wretched  than  before. 
I  thought,  "Jordan  means  death,  and  God 
is  asking  me  what  I  shall  do  when  called 
to  die."  I  felt  that  I  was  face  to  face 
with  Him,  and  that  I  must  answer  the 
question.  I  tried  to  hide  myself  from  the 
loving  eyes  of  my  parents,  but  they 
understood  more  than  I  thought,  and 
were  praying  for  me.  I  went  to  my  room 
and  tried  to  think,  but  I  could  only  hear 
the  solemn  words,  "How  wilt  thou  do 
in  the  swelling  of  Jordan?" 

Thus  it  continued  until  about  the  mid- 
dle of  the  night,  when  falling  on  my 
knees  I  cried,  "Lord,  thou  canst  and  wilt 
save  me!"  and  immediately  I  felt  my  load 
gone,  and  I  knew  that  I  had  passed  from 
death  unto  life. 


In  the  morning,  what  a  change!  Every- 
thing seemed  new,  and  the  joy  of  my 
parents  I  shall  not  forget.  My  first  wish 
was  to  win  one  soul  for  the  Lord,  and 
most  graciously  was  my  prayer  answered. 
I  had  thought  to  whom  I  should  speak 
or  write,  when  a  distant  cousin  of  about 
my  own  age  was  brought  before  me,  so 
I  at  once  wrote  to  her,  asking  if  she 
could  say  with  me  that  God  had  par- 
doned all  her  sins.  She  answered  immedi- 
ately, "No  one  ever  asked  me  that  ques- 
tion before;  all  of  you  pray  for  me." 
Barely  a  week  had  passed  when  another 
letter  came,  containing  the  following  joy- 
ful news:  "Dear  cousin,  I  can  now  say 
with  you  that  Jesus  has  pardoned  all  my 
sins.  I  have  now  'peace  with  God  through 
our  Lord  Jesus  Christ,'  "  Rom.  5:1,  and 
she  told  me  that  she  had  long  been  bur- 
dened with  a  sense  of  guilt  when  the  first 
letter  reached  her. — S.  M.  C,  in  Living 
Streams. 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
Some  of  you  have  planned  all  year  to 
come  to  this  Assembly,  and  right  at  the 
last  minute  you  were  disappointed.  You 
are  crushed  about  it.  But  perhaps  God 
saw  some  soul  right  here  at  home  that 
you  might  win  for  Him  and  so  He  de- 
cided He  would  leave  you  at  home  this 
time.  Then  perhaps  He  is  trying  you  out 
to  see  if  you  really  mean  what  you  said 
when  you  made  this  consecration.  The 
best  place  to  be  in  all  the  world  is  in  the 
will  of  God.  The  best  place  to  be  is  right 
where  God  has  need  of  you.  So  how  about 
just  believing  that  God  knows  all  about 
it  and  is  being  kind  to  you? 

Perhaps  you  will  see  later,  and  if  not, 
then  trust  Him  to  make  all  things  work 
together  for  good,  because  you  love  Him. 
Again  God  bless  you. 


Only  a  Step  to  Heaven 

Oh,  what  is  death,  dear  friends, 
That  we  should  shudder  so? 
That  we  should  always  cling  to  life 
And  troubles  here  below? 
Why  do  we  call  death  a  monster, 
With  a  strong  and  rigid  hand, 
When  it  is  only  a  little  step 
Into  that  happy  land? 

One  night  while  I  lay  reflecting 

On  a  death  scene  which  had  passed, 

Chilling  at  the  thought  of  dying, 

Wishing  life  could  always  last, 

The    thought    soon    went,    I    know       not 

where, 
And  I  was  fast  asleep, 
And  dreamed,  ah,  dreamed  the  sweetest 

dream, 
Which  almost  makes  we  weep. 

I  dreamed  I  stood  within  my  room, 

The  door,  it  stood  ajar; 

Inside  the  other  room  I  saw  a  friend, 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Her  face  beamed  like  a  star. 
I  looked,  and  oh,  how  beautiful! 
The  room  was  bright  as  day, 
And  the  pure  white  angels  floated 
Up  and  down  and  every  way. 

I   listened,   lo,    the   music — 

The  sweetest  ever  heard — 

And  down  flew  a  band  of  angels 

Like  a   flock  of  snow-white  birds. 

This    friend    of    mine    stood    with    them 

there, 
Her   face  was  beaming   bright; 
I   looked  around   me  in   my   room 
And  all  was  dark  as  night. 

At  last  I  saw  her  look  at  me, 

And  to  the  choir  she  said, 

"Come,  and  sing  a  song  for  me 

While  I  crown  this  maiden's  head." 

They  swiftly  glided  to  the  door, 

And  beckoned  me  to  come, 

While    the   choir   sang    sweetly   on    their 

way, 
"Welcome,  welcome  home!" 

She  placed  the  crown  upon  my  head, 

All  filled  with  jewels  rare; 

She  clothed  me  in  a  snow-white  gown, 

Placed  roses  in  my  hair. 

I  walked  with  her  through  the  long  room, 

Clasped  in  her  fond  embrace, 

And   then,   ah,   sweetest   words   of   all, 

I  saw  my  Savior's  face. 

He  looked  across  and  smiled  at   me 
And  gently  bade  me  come; 
"You've  ever  faithful   been    to   me, 
So  you  are  welcome  Home." 
The  angels  gathered  'round  me  there, 
I  joined  with  them  in  song; 
We  were  then  ushered  by  our  Lord 
To  a  table  grand  and  long. 

Where  a  feast  of  bounties  rich  and  rare 

Had  been  prepared  for  me, 

And  round  it  all  the  angels  stood 

As  happy  as  could  be. 

At  the  end  of  the  table  sat  my  Lord 

Smiling   on   everyone; 

His  face  was  beautiful  to  behold. 

And  brighter  than  the  sun. 

Ah,  friends,  happy  was  I  then, 
But  all  too  soon  'twas  o'er, 
For  morning  light  was  streaming  in 
At  my  window  and  open  door. 

We're  still  on  earth,  dear  reader, 

'Midst  troubles  hard  to  bear. 

But  if  we're  faithful  to  the  end, 

These  glories  we  will   share. 

Then,  dear  friends,  let's  not  dread  death, 

For  it  is  not  far  away — 

Only  one  little  step 

To  the  blessed  Land  of  Day! 

Questing  Youth 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
without  the  knowledge  of  his  Savior.  Re- 
sult? Another  medical  missionary  for  In- 
dia, not  the  famous  specialist  in  Harley 
Street! 


Christ  claimed  that  man's  life,  and  has 
made  it  gloriously  worth  while.  When 
plans  and  projects  arc  surrendered  to 
Him,  He  does  not  blight  them,  He  blesses 
them. 

"Lord  of  every  thought  and  action, 
Lord  to  send,  and  Lord  to  stay, 
Lord  in  speaking,  writing,  giving, 
Lord  in  all  things  to  obey. 
Lord  of  all  there  is  of  me, 
Noiv  and  ever  more  to  be." 

"Neither  will  I  offer  unto  the  Lord 
my  God  of  that  which  doth  cost  me 
nothing." 

(To  be  continued) 

Children's  Bible  Lessons 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
ever  swept  its  death-dealing  waves  across 
the  world. 

Why  are  railroad  engineers  and  airplane 
pilots  not  allowed  to  drink  intoxicating 
drinks?  Because  they  need  a  keen  sight, 
a  clear  head,  and  a  steady  hand  to  carry 
on   their  business. 

The  person  who  begins  to  drink  a  little 
is  very  apt  to  keep  on  drinking;  the  one 
who  drinks  often  is  sure  to  drink  more. 
Sooner  or  later  we  find  them  helpless  and 
filling  a  drunkard's  grave.  Happy  is  the 
boy  and  girl  who  never  takes  the  first 
glass. 

Class  Evangelism 

(Continued    from    page    10) 
you  young  people  here  tonight.  It  gives 
joy  and  peace  that  is  indescribable. 

Mrs.  H.:  Yes,  it  has  been  thirty  years 
since  the  Holy  Spirit  came  into  my  life 
to  abide  and  I  have  never  regretted  the 
day  I  let  Him  in.  But  I  rejoice  that  I 
was  willing  to  take  the  way  of  the  cross 
and  follow  Him  all  the  way.  How  about 
having  a  few  words  of  testimony  from 
you  young  people." 

James:  I  want  to  be  first  for  I'm  so 
happy  tonight  when  I  think  of  the  fact 
that  I  was  willing  to  obey  Jesus'  last 
command  and  tarry  until  I  was  endued 
with  power.  It  has  meant  a  lot  to  me 
because  I  am  going  to  be  able  to  win 
more  souls  to  Christ. 

Robert:  I  want  to  say  a  few  words. 
I  feel  that  it's  a  great  privilege  to  be  able 
to  speak  for  the  Master.  I'm  very  anxious 
to  be  a  greater  soul  winner  than  I  have 
ever  been  and  I  am  going  to  wait  for 
the  promise  of  the  Father,  just  like  Jesus 
commanded  us  to.  I'd  like  to  have  all  of 
you   pray   for  me. 

Alice:  I  heard  a  middle-aged  man  say 
the  other  day  that  he  didn't  know  whether 
he  had  ever  won  a  soul  to  Christ  or  not. 
He  is  a  member  of  a  certain  church,  I 
know.  My,  I  want  some  sheaves  to  lay 
at  Jesus'  feet  when  I  go  into  His  pres- 
ence. 

John:   In  the   14th  chapter  of   1   Cor- 


inthians we  find  where  it  says  that  wom- 
en should  keep  silent  in  the  church.  What 
about   it? 

Mrs.  H.:  We  do  not  know  exactly 
what  Paul  meant.  Some  say  they  were 
not  to  have  part  in  the  business  of  the 
church,  others  say  they  were  not  to 
speak  or  to  teach  in  any  church  service. 
What  Paul  meant  I  do  not  know,  but 
I  do  know  that  the  church  would  be 
greatly  crippled  if  women  were  to  cease 
their  teaching  in  the  Sunday  School,  and 
many  souls  have  been  saved  through  the 
preaching  of  the  Word  of  God  by  wom- 
en. Why  then  does  God  bless  her  ministry 
if  she  is  out  of  His  will  and  is  being 
disobedient? 

Jane:  I'd  certainly  be  sorry  to  give  up 
my  good  Sunday  School  teacher.  She  has 
helped  me  so  much  more  than  any  one 
else  in  the  world.  Guess  if  they'd  make 
her  quit  teaching  in  the  church  I'd  just 
have  to  go  to  her  home. 

Charles:  I'm  glad  I  belong  to  a  church 
that  believes  in  women's  ministry  in  the 
church.  You  know  our  church  believes 
that  this  scripture  means  that  women 
should  not  take  part  in  the  business 
sessions. 

Mary:  I  heard  someone  say  that  these 
women  were  whispering  and  asking  their 
husbands  questions  and  Paul  was  rebuk- 
ing  them. 

Mrs.  H.:  Well,  this  looks  reasonable, 
for  we  see  many  who  need  rebuking  for 
that  today.  And  right  here  I  want  to 
emphasize  this.  Some  people  bring  re- 
proach on  the  cause  by  their  whispering 
in  the  church.  And  whether  or  not  this 
is  Paul's  meaning,  it  is  good  for  us  to 
obey. 

Well  children,  it's  getting  late  and 
almost  time  to  close  and  I  must  not  for- 
get the  little  surprise  I  have  for  you.  But 
first  let  us  sing  softly  with  eyes  closed 
Frances   Havergal's   beautiful   hymn: 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord  to  Thee; 

Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love. 

Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee; 

Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King. 

Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled   with   messages   from    Thee; 

Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold. 

Take  my  will  and  make  it  Thine; 

It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 
Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own! 

It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

Take  my  love;  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At   Thy  feet  its   treasure-store; 

Take  my  self,  and  I  will  be, 
Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee. 
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Let  us  close  with  the  Mizpah  bene- 
diction, "The  Lord  watch  between  me 
and  thee,  when  we  are  absent  one  from 
another,"    Gen.    31:49. 

Now  let  us  go  into  the  dining  room. 
I  thought  that  a  band  of  young  people 
who  were  as  faithful  as  you  have  been 
should  have  a  little  treat,  so  I've  baked 
you  a  lovely  Lady  Baltimore  cake  and 
prepared  some  other  things  as  a  surprise 
for  you.  This  makes  the  fourth  week 
since  we  started  our  class  and  so  I  have 
four  candles  on  our  cake  and  we  shall 
add   a   candle   for  every  week. 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 

count  them  and  he  thinks  there  are  nearly 
eighty.  And  more  will  come." 

"So  much  the  better!  That  is  what  we 
wanted.  Did  you  notice  the  unusual 
number    of    strangers?" 

"Yes,  I  did.  The  day  has  turned  out 
to  be  ideal.  I  do  hope  everything  goes 
all    right." 

"So  do  I.  But  it's  got  to,  and  it  will!" 
Sally  Jo  replied.  "Now  I  am  going  to  slip 
through  the  thicket  and  cross  that  little 
stream.  I  can  scramble  up  the  bank  and 
cut  through  the  woods  and  get  to  the 
place  with  the  first  of  them." 

She  was  off  in  an  instant  and  disap- 
peared through  the  brush. 

But  for  once  Sally  Joe's  calculations 
failed.  She  reached  the  stream,  and  found 
the  bank  on  the  other  side  too  steep  to 
attempt  to  climb.  She  had  to  follow  it 
for  some  distance,  and  then  she  crossed 
on  an  old  broken  log  and  started  to  climb 
the  bank  above.  She  was  as  strong  and 
athletic  as  a  boy,  and  it  was  because  of 
her  lack  of  any  sense  of  fear  that  she 
caught  hold  of  an  insecure  young  sapling 
to  draw  herself  up  the  last  few  feet. 

The  sapling  broke  when  she  depended 
on  it  most,  and  Sally  Jo,  losing  her  bal- 
ance, fell  and  rolled  to  the  bottom  of  the 
bank.  She  barely  saved  herself  from  falling 
into  the  edge   of   the  stream. 

"I  would  do  a  thing  like  that,"  she 
said  disgustedly,  as  she  sat  up  and  began 
to  examine  the  scratches  and  bruises. 

Cautiously  she  rose  to  her  feet.  And 
then  she  giggled  a  little  as  she  brushed 
the  dirt  and  leaves  from  her  gay-colored 
little  sweater.  "I'm  not  hurt;  not  even 
a  hole  in  my  stocking!  I'm  thankful  for 
that." 

She  hurried  on,  a  little  more  carefully, 
and  found  another  place  a  few  feet  away 
where  she  easily  climbed  out.  But  she 
had  lost  her  bearings.  The  stream  had 
taken  several  turns  which  she  had  not 
troubled  to  remember,  and  she  was  not 
sure  of  her  direction. 

Ought    she    to    call,      she      wondered. 


Would  they  answer  her  if  she  did?  She 
listened  for  the  sound  of  voices,  but 
there  was  none.  No,  she  would  not  call! 
Would  she  ever  hear  the  end  of  it  if 
she,  Sally  Jo,  were  to  admit  to  that  crowd 
that  she  had  lost  herself  in  a  patch  of 
woods?  Well,  she  wouldn't  do  it,  that's 
all.  She  would  find  them  somehow. 

Just  then  came  a  long  "Halloo"  in  a 
man's  voice  to  the  left  of  her.  There  was 
an  answering  shout  from  her  right,  which 
she  recognized  as  the  voice  of  Ted  Bur- 
ton, one  of  the  leaders  who  was  guiding 
the  party   through   the  woods. 

She  had  her  bearings  now  and  hastened 
on  as  rapidly  as  possible.  But  before  she 
reached  the  picnic  place  the  wraps  and 
lunch  boxes  had  been  deposited,  and  the 
crowd  left  to  its  own  devices  had  scat- 
tered about  in  little  groups  of  friends 
here  and  there.  This  was  exactly  what 
Sally  Jo  had  wished  to  avoid.  Those  little 
cliques  would  never  break  up  of  them- 
selves, nor  would  the  most  of  them  ever 
widen  out  to  include  the  young  strangers 
who  had  come,  some  of  them  long  dis- 
tances, in  the  hope  of  meeting  new 
friends. 

Peggy  and  Anne  were  there  waiting 
for  her. 

"Sally  Jo,  where  in  the  world  have  you 
been?" 

"And  what  have  you  been  doing  to 
your  face?" 

"Everybody  was  asking  where  you 
were.  You  were  supposed  to  have  the 
games  and  no  one  else  knew  what  to  do. 
The  crowd  is  all  scattered  now." 

The  angry  tears  came  into  Sally  Jo's 
eyes.  It  was  bad  enough  to  have  all  those 
scratches  and  bruises, — and  they  were 
hurting  her  now, — without  having  to  be 
jumped  on  and  scolded  like  this.  It  wasn't 
her  fault  she  was  late,  and  they  ought  to 
know   it. 

She  told  the  three  or  four  girls  gath- 
ered around  her  what  had  happened,  and 
was  comforted  somewhat  by  their  sym- 
pathy. 

"We're  going  to  have  the  games  just 
the  same,"  she  finished  with  a  little  ring 
in  her  voice.  It  was  not  like  Sally  Jo  to 
be  daunted  by  such  a  mishap. 

She  stepped  out  into  the  center  of 
the  wide  open  space  and  clapped  her 
hands  to  attract  attention.  A  few  near 
her  stopped  talking  and  waited  listening, 
but  the  greater  number  continued  their 
merry  chatter,  and  some  were  wandering 
away  into  the  woodsy  paths.  If  it  had 
been  Sally  Jo  at  her  usual  best  there 
would  have  been  little  difficulty,  but 
she  was  more  unnerved  than  she  knew. 

Again  she  clapped  her  hands,  with  a 
little  "Hoo-ooo."  A  few  more  stopped 
and  listened.  It  was  going  to  be  an  awfully 
hard  crowd  to  handle! 

Suddenly  close  beside  her  sounded  the 
shrill  blast  of  a  whistle.  She  turned  in 


surprise;    her   own    whistle   she   had   lost 
somewhere. 

"Can  I  help  you  any?"  Dunstan  Perry 
asked,  with  a  warming  smile. 

"I  should  say  you  can!"  Sally  Jo's  face 
radiated  relief  and  gladness,  though  she 
was  swiftly  conscious  of  that  unsightly 
scratch.  "Just  blow  that  whistle  once 
more,  won't  you?  I  have  lost  mine." 

But  there  was  no  need  of  the  second 
call.  Everyone  was  standing  at  attention, 
and  Sally  Jo  began  to  explain  the  game. 

Her  heart  beat  fast  with  a  glad,  ex- 
ultant joy;  Dunstan  Perry  had  himself 
offered  to  help  her. 

A  few  quick  words  of  direction,  and 
the  little  groups  became  one  great  happy 
crowd. 

"Will  you  help  distribute  the  tags?" 
Sally  Jo  turned  as  readily  to  Dunstan  as 
she    might    to    Anne   Whipple. 

"Sure;   glad   to." 

"Tell  them  to  write  their  names  large 
enough  so  that  they  can  easily  be  read," 
she  directed  her  several  helpers.  "The  ad- 
dress can  be  smaller.  There  are  pencils 
in  that  box  there,  if  some  haven't  any." 

In  a  few  minutes  every  girl  and  boy 
was  decorated  with  a  bright-colored  bit 
of  cardboard,  either  yellow  or  green,  on 
one  side  of  which  was  printed  a  single 
large  letter  and  on  the  other  the  name 
and  address.  The  tags  were  stringed  and 
could  be  attached  to  pin  or  button. 

It  was  Dunstan's  clear  voice  that  sepa- 
rated the  group  into  two  equal  sides,  the 
yellows  and  the  greens.  Sally  Jo  thought 
she  never  had  worked  with  anyone  who 
so  instantly  grasped  her  plan  in  every 
detail.  In  his  quiet,  winning  way  he  was 
a  natural  leader,  and  Sally  Jo  was  quick 
to  recognize  this  and  accord  him  first 
place. 

At  a  given  signal  each  side  began  form- 
ing words,  standing  the  persons  wearing 
certain  letters  in  a  line  before  the  judges 
who  kept  the  score.  Words  could  be  long 
or  short,  but  they  must  be  correctly 
spelled,  and  the  total  number  of  letters 
used  indicated  the  winning  side.  Every- 
body worked  and  spoke  to  everybody  else, 
the  tags  being  all  the  introduction  needed. 
By  the  time  the  "ice-breaker"  was  finished 
there  was  not  a  lonely  stranger  in  the 
crowd.  Other  games  and  stunts  followed, 
laughter  and  merriment  was  everywhere, 
and  the  supper  hour  came  all  too  soon. 

"I  wonder  if  anyone  has  brought  supper 
for  Dunstan  Perry."  Sally  Jo  tried  to 
say  the  words  in  a  casual  tone.  She,  like 
several  of  the  others,  always  brought  a 
little  extra  for  the  possible  stranger. 

"He's  a  student  at  the  theological 
seminary,  and  it  isn't  likely  that  he  would 
have  a  lunch,"  Anne  replied.  "I'm  going 
to  ask  him.  I  have  a  nice  lunch,  and  plenty 
for  two." 

"So  have  I,"   Sally  Jo  retorted. 

But  Anne  was  already  walking  across 
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the   tureen   to  where  Dunstan   Perry   was 
standing. 

Sally  Jo  watched  with  longing  eyes. 
She  saw  Dunstan's  face  light  up  with  a 
quick,  appreciative  smile,  and  while  he 
seemed  to  demur  a  little,  she  soon  saw 
him  walk  beside  Ann  over  to  where  the 
little  group  was  seated  and  began  to 
share  their  supper  with  them. 

"And    I   made   that   fudge   the   nicest 
ever,"  she  murmured,  as  she  turned  away. 
She  walked  right  into  Tillie  Sommers, 
a  quiet  girl  who  seemed  to  be  alone. 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  I  didn't  see  you," 
she  smiled  sunnily  at  the  sober  little  face. 
Then  on  a  sudden  impulse,  "Did  you 
bring  your  supper?  Won't  you  share 
mine?  1  brought  more  than  I  can  ever 
eat." 

"I  have  mine,  thank  you,"  glancing 
down  at  the  sandwich  she  held  in  her 
hand. 

"Don't  you  want  to  come  and  eat 
with  me?" 

She  was  rewarded  with  a  happy  smile 
and  a  shy  little,  "If  you  want  me  to." 

They  wandered  around  together  look- 
ing for  a  place,  and  finally  found  them- 
selves seated  not  far  from  Anne  and  her 
party. 

She  glanced  across  at  Dunstan  Perry. 
He  was  telling  them  something  to  which 
they   were  all  listening. 

"Yes,  I  thought  I  was  lost,  or  that  you 
folks  were.  I  was  about  to  turn  back 
when  it  occurred  to  me  to  try  the  plan 
lost  people  usually  do.  I  shouted  'Halloo' 
and  somebody  answered,  and  I  followed 
in  the  direction  of  the  answer.  I  really 
wasn't  far  away  at  all." 

So,  it  was  Dunstan  Perry's  shout  that 
had  found  her  and  guided  her  on  her 
way.  It  seemed  a  happy  coincidence. 

Sally  Jo  let  her  fancy  wander  on  at 
its  will.  No  one  could  know  how  much 
she  had  enjoyed  the  afternoon,  working 
along  with  Dunstan  Perry.  It  seemed  the 
most  natural  thing  in  the  world  to  pass 
the  leadership  over  into  his  capable  hands, 
though  Sally  Jo  did  not  do  this  readily 
with  most  people.  But  Dunstan, — Dun- 
stan somehow  was  different.  He  was  so 
adaptable,  so  kindly,  so  keen,  so  courteous 
and  pleasant  with  everyone.  He  had  no 
difficulty  for  one  moment  in  getting 
them  all  to  do  exactly  what  he  wanted. 
And  he  was  studying  for  the  ministry. 
What  an  ideal  pastor  he  would  make! 
He  seemed  so  genuine,  so  sincere  in  all 
he  said  and  did. 

As  though  he  sensed  her  thoughts, 
Dunstan  Perry,  lifting  his  eyes  from  his 
immediate  group,  glanced  across  to  his 
partner  of  the  afternoon,  caught  her 
eyes  with  the  sweet,  brooding  expression, 
and   smiled. 

The  smile  went  deep.  Sally  Jo's  heart 
fluttered  helplessly.  What  wouldn't  it 
mean  to  work  beside  him  again, — some- 


time,   somewhere,    anywhere! 

"I  beg  your  pardon.  What  were  you 
saying?"  She  turned  to  Tillie  again.  "I'm 
awfully  sorry.  I — I  wasn't  listening  just 
then.  I — was  thinking." 

"That's  all  right,"  Tillie  answered 
cheerfully.  "I  only  wanted  to  ask  who 
the  speakers  were  to  be  this  evening." 

"I'm  not  sure.  Bill  Buxton  is  arranging 
that.  They  usually  have  some  testimonies 
from  different  ones,  but  I  don't  know 
who  it  will  be.  Of  course,  the  closing 
message,  the  real  message  of  the  evening, 
will  be  by  Mr.  Brady.  He  is  a  noted 
missionary  from  China.  Have  you  ever 
heard   him?" 

"No,  I  haven't.  I  have  wanted  to." 
"There  he  is  over  there.  The  man  that 
just  stood  up  and  is  looking  this  way." 
Busy  hands  were  now  picking  up  the 
papers  and  boxes  scattered  about  and 
piling  them  on  the  smouldering  remains 
of  the  fire  where  the  coffee  had  been 
boiled.  The  group  gathered  closer;  posi- 
tions were  shifted,  and  the  most  com- 
fortable attitudes  sought.  Song  books 
were  handed  out,  a  cornetist  and  song 
leader  took  their  places,  and  in  a  little 
while  fresh  young  voices  were  making 
the  woods  ring  with  melody. 

The  leader  then  called  for  testimonies. 
Here  and  there  one  and  another  arose 
and  in  a  few  words  told  of  the  joy  and 
peace  that  was  theirs  since  they  found 
the  Savior  and  had  taken  Him  as  their 
Lord. 

"I  have  asked  two  of  our  number  who 
are  looking  forward  to  full  time  service 
if  they  will  tell  us  how  they  received 
their  call.  They  will  speak  now,"  the 
leader  continued,  "and  after  another 
chorus  we  will  have  a  message  from  the 
field  by  our  good   friend,  Mr.  Brady." 

He  sat  down,  and  a  young  girl  rose 
and  told  of  her  call  to  the  mission  field. 
She  told  of  her  stumblings  and  of  her 
rebellings,  but  of  her  patient,  faithful 
God  who  sought  her  and  followed  her. 
She  had  peace  now,  and  there  was  no 
more  rebelling.  She  was  gloriously,  radi- 
antly happy,  and  looked  forward  eagerly 
to  sailing  in  a  few  weeks  for  the  field 
to  which  she  was  sure  God  had  called 
her. 

Then  Dunstan  Perry  sprang  to  his  feet. 
"While  I  can't  say  as  did  the  speaker 
before  me,"  he  began,  "that  I  know  where 
the  Lord  has  called  me,  I  do  know  to 
what  He  has  called  me:  'God  is  faithful, 
by  whom  ye  were  called  into  the  fellow- 
ship of  his  Son  Jesus  Christ  our  Lord.'  " 
The  warm,  almost  musical,  quality  of 
his  voice  caught  the  attention  of  every 
one. 

"I  think  I  received  two  distinct  calls," 
he  went  on,  "and  I  am  waiting  for  a 
third.  When  I  was  about  twelve  I  was 
in  a  Sunday  School  class  and  we  were 
studying  the  story  of  Nehemiah.  I  shall 
never  forget  the  way  I  was  gripped  by 


the  picture  of  those  heroic  men  building 
the  walls  of  Jerusalem,  each  one  responsi- 
ble for  his  own  task.  They  were  to  work 
according  to  the  instructions  of  the  great 
captain,  Nehemiah,  who  had  planned  and 
was  building  the  whole.  The  teacher  tried 
to  tell  us  then,  though  we  only  dimly 
comprehended  it,  that  God  gives  to  every 
man  his  task;  that  like  Nehemiah  He  has 
His  plans,  He  knows  the  dangers,  and 
He  has  provided  both  the  armor  and  the 
food.  It  is  our  part  to  trust  and  to  build. 
I  have  wondered  since  at  that  teacher's 
faith  and  patience.  We  were  a  wriggling, 
squirming  bunch  of  boys,  but  he  managed 
somehow  to  hold  us  quiet,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  lesson  he  asked  us  to  bow  our 
heads  with  him  and  repeat,  'The  God 
of  heaven  he  will  prosper  us;  therefore 
we  his  servants  will  arise  and  build.' 
Down  deep  in  my  heart  that  day  there 
was  a  feeling  that  God  was  going  to 
call  me  some  day  to  fill  a  little  niche 
in   His   work   and   plan. 

"My  second  call  came  during  my  last 
year  in  college.  I  was  making  my  plans 
in  another  direction,  when  God  seemed 
clearly  to  call  me  to  enter  this  seminary. 
The  word  He  gave  me  was  a  curious  one, 
and  I  had  to  search  for  it  with  a  concord- 
ance to  find  it.  'Thus  saith  the  Lord,  Make 
this  valley  full  of  ditches.'  It  came  to  me 
as  a  command,  and  as  I  studied  it  in  its 
context  I  think  I  apprehended  its  meaning 
for  me.  The  people  of  Israel  were  to  dig 
the  ditches,  in  faith;  God  would  perform 
the  miracle  and  fill  them  with  water,  but 
not  until  they  had  fully  done  their  human 
part  in  the  preparation.  Perhaps  the 
measure  to  which  He  can  use  my  life 
later  on  is  dependent  upon  how  wide  and 
deep  is  my  preparation  now.  He  has  given 
the  promise,  'Yet  that  valley  shall  be  filled 
with  water.'  So  I  am  digging  ditches 
now." 

As  he  closed,  the  song  leader  jumped 
to  his  feet  and  led  them  in  a  rousing 
chorus: 

"Channels  of  blessing,  use  us  every  hour, 
Channels  of  blessing,  Thine  be  the  power; 
Thine  is  the  kingdom,  Thine  the  glory  be, 
Channels  of  blessing  we  would  ever  be." 

The  message  that  followed  presented 
the  needs  of  some  of  the  dark  places  of 
the  earth,  with  the  picture  lightened  by 
happy  glimpses  of  the  Gospel  at  work. 
It  ended  with  a  challenge  and  appeal  for 
dedicated  young  lives. 

A  tender  closing  prayer  in  the  soft 
summer  dusk,  and  the  happy  day  was 
over. 

There  was  a  bustle  and  stir  and  the 
whole  party  was  on  the  move.  The  lead- 
ers had  planned  a  different  route  out  of 
the  woods,  a  shorter  cut.  It  was  all  too 
short  for  some,  for  Sally  Jo  and  Dunstan 
Perry  walked  the  homeward  path  to- 
gether. 

(To  be  continued) 
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State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:     T.    G      Pearson,    Box    97,    Pratt 

City,     Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA,  NEVADA:  El- 
mer  Boyd,    4303    Norton    Road,    Lynwood,    Calif. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff    Gentry,    Higden,    Ark. 

COLO.,  N.  MEX.,  UTAH— George  Savchen- 
ko.  Box   564,  Hobbs,  N.  Mex. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENN- 
SYLVANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  W.  Ly- 
kens.    Mines,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewel 
Ave.,    Lakeland,    Fla. 

GEORGIA:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Macon, 
Ga. 

IDAHO,  Frances  L.  Dekle,  Box  54,  Stites. 
Idaho. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc 
Clelland    St.,    W.    Frankfort,    111. 

INDIANA:  Floyd  Standifer,  Shelburn,  Ind., 
Sunday  School  Supt.;  Hubert  Deitz,  Jasonville, 
Ind.,   Y.P.E.   Supt. 

KANSAS:    Helen  Coslet,  Corona,   Kan. 
KENTUCKY:      Cecil     Bridges,        137     Cotter 
Ave..    Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294.  Mon- 
roe,   La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT, 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Blooming- 
dale,    128    Brackett   St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MD.,  DEL.,  WASH,  D.  C,  E.  VA.:  Russell 
Bonneville,    Crisfield,    Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman.  1108  River 
Ave.,   Hattiesburg,    Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  43  4  Hunt  St., 
St.   Louis,  Mo. 

MICHIGAN:     Raymond    E.    Crowley,       3207 
John    Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 
MINNESOTA,   WISCONSIN:    N.   W.   Lowe, 
Pelican    Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2581,   Charlotte,   N.   C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.   Dak. 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  St., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OREGON — Tillie  Acell,   Silverton,  Ore. 

OKLAHOMA:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Seminole, 
Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box   971,  Greenville,   S.  C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson, 
Gettysburg,    S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  2418  Walker 
St.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar  St., 
Dallas,   Tex. 

VIRGINIA:   A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski,  Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley. 
West  Virginia. 

WASHINGTON — Alex  J.  Duncan,  Box  106, 
Wapato,   Wash. 


The  Message  of  the  Tunnels 

(Continued  from  page  6) 

we  saw   them   from   a  higher  viewpoint 
and  in  new  relations. 

So  I  suggest  a  better  slogan:  "Life  is 
just  one  bella  vista  after  another."  Fairer 
visions,  loftier  outlooks,  finer  thoughts, 
nobles  impulses,  deeper  sympathies,  better 
understandings,  worthier  appreciations — 
that  is  the  truer  account  of  our  progress. 
The  tunnels,  far  from  hindering  our 
journey,  really  help  us  to  get  on  and  up. 
I  shall  insist  on  that.  I  can  do  it  the 
more  confidently  because,  long  before 
I  ever  saw  Italy  the  evidence  was  already 
convincing.  Boys  and  girls  have  emerged 
from  discipline,  to  be  better  and  do 
better.  Young  people,  pursuing  their  edu- 


cation, under  hampering  conditions,  have 
won  not  only  honors,  but  character  values 
not  in  the  curriculum.  Many  a  man  has 
been  made  by  his  failures.  "Often  thou 
sowest  the  grief  of  today  for  the  grace 
of  tomorrow."  Not  until  some  persons 
have  passed  through  seeming  disaster  has 
God  had  access  to  their  hearts  for  some 
of  His  best  bestowals.  The  road  to  char- 
acter is  not  a  level  way  lying  always  in 
the  light,  but  a  climbing  way  that  often 
gets  over  the  mountains  by  going  through 
them. 
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Any  orders  sent  out  after  that 
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order  after  their  papers  are  sent 
to  them  and  then  return  them  to 
us  perhaps  torn  and  soiled.  This 
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Publishing  House. 
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By  REV.  WILLIAM  E.  HARRISON 


After  this  issue,  personal  interests  will 
demand  my  time  to  the  extent  that  I  can 
no  longer  be  editor  of  the  "Glints  of 
Knowledge." 

To  all  its  readers,  Adios. 

In  a  famous  text  is  found:  "Thou  shalt 
love  the  Lord  thy  God  with  all  thy  heart, 
and  with  all  thy  mind."  Both  feeling 
and  intellect  are  to  be  pressed  into  the 
divine  service. 

The  life  which  has  not  both  has  nei- 
ther; if  it  fail  to  do  either  it  will  soon 
cease  to  do  both. 

Fanaticism  regards  the  intellect  with 
secret  misgivings  and  suspicion,  as  a 
power  that  must  be  fettered,  manacled 
and  imprisoned. 

By  the  cry  of  spirituality  they  would 
lure  the  church  into  the  neglect  of  the 
duty  of  intellectual  toil.  Men  who  do 
not  serve  God  with  the  intellect  withhold 
from  Him  half  His  claim. 

The  preacher  who  is  not  a  man  of 
books,  "who  does  not  study  to  shew  him- 
self approved  of  God,  a  workman  that 
needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,"  is  every  day 
of  his  life  guilty  of  the  sin  of  omission. 
He  fails  to  obey  God's  command,  2  Tim. 
2:15,  and  has  forfeited  his  right  to  testify 
to  leading  the  sinless  life. 

When  pastor  in  California,  I  received 
a  dollar  and  fifty  cent  book  from  an 
Ohio  friend,  read  the  book  in  three  hours 
from  the  time  I  received  it  and  was  in- 
spired to  establish  a  boys'  department  in 
my  church.  A  friend  contributed  two 
thousand  dollars  a  year  for  three  years, 
which  gave  us  the  finest  boys'  department 
I  ever  knew,  with  more  than  six  hundred 
boys.  That  dollar  and  fifty  cent  book 
placed  $6,000  in  gold  in  my  church 
treasury  and  gave  us  six  hundred  boys 
for   training   for   three   years. 

For  one  dollar  you  can  buy  the  book 
that  made  an  evangelist  of  the  late  George 
Stewart  of  Cleveland,  Tenn.,  who,  with 
Sam  Jones,  constituted  the  greatest  evan- 
gelistic team  that  ever  campaigned  in 
our  southland. 

It  has  been  said  of  them  that  they 
closed  the  doors  of  every  saloon  in  Dixie 
Land. 

Just  a  few  days  ago  there  came  to  my 
desk  again,  "The  Dairyman's  Daughter," 
the  first  religious  book  I  ever  read  in 
my  childhood  days.  It  was  the  story  of 
an  English  girl,  her  life  and  her  death, 
written  by  her  pastor,  Rev.  Leigh  Rich- 
mond. Few  books  in  the  English  language 
have  gained  so  wide  a  popularity.  It  has 
been  read  by  peasant  and  philosopher  and 
resulted  in  the  conversion  of  thousands  of 
souls. 


William  Wilberforce  followed 
society  leaders  of  London  for  half  a  life- 
time, until  his  noble  talents  were  thrown 
away,  and  his  life  was  a  miserable  fa  lure. 
One  day  he  read  this  book  and  Wilber- 
force became  a  new  man,  and  went  forth 
to  become  the  liberator  of  every  slave  in 
England,  the  benefactor  of  his  nation  and 
a  great  suffering  race  and  one  of  the 
noblest  names  that  cannot  die.  One  of 
the  great  scenes  on  the  judgment  day 
will  be  Christ  crowning  the  dairyman's 
daughter  for  liberating,  without  the  shed- 
ding of  a  drop  of  blood,  every  slave  on 
English  soil.  That  wonderful  book  should 
be   in  every  home  of  Christendom. 

David  Brainerd 
There    is    a    wonderful    power   in   the 
spiritual  life  story  of  a  faithful  servant 
of    the    Lord.    David    Brainerd's    Journal 
and  Diary  became,  under  the  providence 
of  God,  a  great  force  for  good.  Brainerd 
died  in  his  youth   (July  25,   1747).  His 
work    was   in   an   isolated   corner   of   the 
wilderness,  in  the  forests  of  New  York, 
New  Jersey  and  Pennsylvania.  He  worked 
among    Indians,   who   erected   no   monu- 
ments   to    perpetuate    the    story    of    the 
flaming   youth   who   was  dying  in  their 
presence  as  he  broke  unto  them  the  Bread 
of  Life.  But  Brainerd  did  write  a  record 
of  his  work;  indeed,  it  was  a  report  to 
a  Mission  Board  over  in  Scotland,  from 
which   source   came   his  meager   support. 
That    report    is    today   one   of    the   great 
devotional    documents   of    the    Universal 
Church.    The    late    Rev.    Dr.    Alexander 
Smellic    included   it   in   a   series,   entitled 
"Books   for      the      Heart,"    as   one   with 
Augustine's    confessions.    In    addition    to 
all  the  unknown  influence  this  intimate 
journal    has    had    on    unknown   servants, 
we  know  that  the  record  inspired  William 
Carey  and  shaped  his  course  which  opened 
India  to  the  gospel.  And  so,  in  a  strange 
way,  by  Brainerd  going  to  the  American 
Indians,  the  messengers  of  the  Cross  did 
get  to  India.  It  was  not  by  ship  routes 
directly  west  to  India,  but  by  the  more 
circuitous    route      of    the      Holy    Spirit, 
through  the  hearts  of  men,  that  the  flag 
was   at   last   truly  planted.   Martyn   read 
Brainerd's    Journal    and    Diary    while    at 
Cambridge,  and  it  made  him  a  missionary. 
Murray  McCheyne  read  it  and  was  mold- 
ed  by   it.   In    1824   young   John   Wilson 
wrote  that  the  "Memoirs  of  David  Brain- 
erd and  Henry  Martyn"  gave  particular 
pleasure.  In   1878,  Keith-Falconer  wrote, 
"Try   to   get  hold  of   the  'Life  of  John 
Wilson,'   the  great  Scotch  missionary  to 
India."  So  the  wonderful  succession  goes 
on  from  one  generation  to  another. 

Why  was  the  heroic  David  Livingstone 


the  the  greatest  missionary  of  Christendom? 
Poring  over  his  books  till  midnight, 
getting  up  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
and  working  in  the  factory  till  eight  at 
night,  going  to  school  from  eight  to 
ten,  then  poring  over  his  Latin  grammar 
again  as  long  as  his  eyes  would  keep  open, 
and  then  sleeping  till  six  o'clock  brought 
back  another  day.  He  worked  half  a 
year  in  the  factory,  and  spent  his  wages 
in  the  next  half  at  the  university.  He 
never  met  then,  or  as  a  man,  any  difficul- 
ty that  he  allowed  to  stand  in  his  way. 
His  unbending  will  conquered  the  hot 
feverladen  climate  of  Africa. 


Had  he  not  been  a  man  of  books,  his 
name   today   would   be  unknown. 

The  opponents  of  the  churches  that 
emphasize  deep  spirituality  charge  that 
their  membership  is  recruited  tor  the 
most  part  from  the  gutter,  and  that  their 
converts  are  largely  of  a  very  low  degree 
of  intelligence.  Then  the  greater  is  the 
need  of  books  and  of  careful  Christian 
instruction. 

History  relates  that  it  was  of  just  such 
materials  Paul  built  up  many  of  the  first 
Christian  churches,  and  it  was  to  men 
with  such  a  past,  he  addressed  his  won- 
derful, thought-stirring  letters.  In  the 
joy  of  evangelizing  men,  too  many  minis- 
ters forget  the  duty  of  nurturing  them. 

But  the  minister  should  be  reminded 
that  when  the  intellect  has  no  part  in 
the  religious  life,  the  religious  life  can 
never  have  in  it  the  elements  of  enduring 
vigor. 

Will  the  war  that  has  gripped  Europe 
sweep  over  the  whole  world,  and  be  re- 
membered as  the  second  world  war?  The 
preacher  must  face  the  war.  His  people 
will  expect  him  to  tell  what  the  war 
means,  what  is  behind  it — and  what  is 
ahead.  From  the  moment  the  war  broke 
last  August  the  people  have  been  inquir- 
ing of  the  pastor,  because  they  think  that 
he  will  dig  far  under  the  newspaper  head- 
lines and  give  them  the  facts  without 
fear  or  favor. 

By  the  side  of  the  Bible  on  the  preach- 
er's table  should  be  books  and  periodicals 
that  are  the  product  of  the  most  brilliant 
minds  and  noblest  hearts,  that  are  devot- 
ing themselves  unceasingly  to  the  building 
of  a  better  world. 

Books  today  are  of  such  great  quantity 
and  variety  as  to  delight  the  heart  of 
every  reader,  books  of  every  description 
to   match   every  desire   and  every  purse. 

Men  of  power,  who  do  as  they  like  and 
conquer  wherever  they  go,  are  swayed 
by  the  power  of  great  books. 
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TRAISE  GOD  FROM  WHOM  ALL  BLESSINGS  FLOW." 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


Dear  Boys  and  Girls,  God  bless  you: 

We  are  again  sending  out  our  Thanks- 
giving message  to  you.  First  of  all,  we 
thank  God  for  you.  We  thank  Him  that 
we  were  ever  privileged  to  work  with  you 
and  for  you.  The  few 
years  of  my  life  since 
the  call  came  to  serve 
you  is  a  bright  spot  in 
my  life  that  can  never 
be  forgotten.  I  be- 
lieve I  shall  still  hold 
the  memory  of  these 
years  throughout  an 
endless  eternity.  I  am 
so  thankful  for  the 
inspiration  you  have 
been  to  me.  I  wonder 
what  each  of  you  are 
thankful  for  at  this 
Thanksgiving  time. 
How  I  wish  I  could  have  a  real  old-fash- 
ioned Thanksgiving  service  right  now  and 
everyone  of  you  would  tell  just  what  you 
are  thankful  for. 

I  can  hear  someone  say,  "I  am  thankful 
that  the  Lord  gave  me  a  voice  to  sing  for 
Him."  Another  would  say,  "I  am  glad 
God  called  me  to  preach  His  gospel."  An- 
other, "I  am  glad  for  the  opportunity  of 
teaching  in  the  Sunday  School."  Over  here 
is  one  little  girl,  or  it  might  be  a  boy. 
I  see  him  rise  to  speak.  He  looks  almost 
ashamed  to  say  what  he  is  about  to  say 
but  at  last  he  speaks,  "I  wish  I  had  some 
talent  that  I  might  speak  of,  but  I  can't 
think  of  anything  that  I  can  do  except 
just  fill  my  place  in  the  church. 
I  can  listen  to  the  preacher  as  he 
gives  out  the  Word.  I  can  pay 
my  little  bit  but  it  isn't  much. 
Of  course,  I  thank  God  for  all 
the  wonderful  blessings  of  life, 
for  we  read  in  God's  Word  that 
every  good  and  perfect  gift  com- 
eth  down  from  above.  But  you 
know  I  wish  I  had  some  special 
talent  that  I  might  use  for  my 
Master  to  help  His  cause  along." 

Too  often  we  look  on  these 
special  talents  as  the  greatest  way 
to  serve  the  Lord,  but  I  want  to 
show  those  of  you  who  cannot 
serve  in  this  way  that  there  are 
other  ways  just  as  important. 
I  want  to  mention  one  of  them 
right  here.  Just  being  kind.  But 
I  hear  you  say,  "Oh,  is  that  con- 
sidered a  talent?  Just  anyone  can 
do  that."  Yes,  just  anyone  can 
be  kind,  but  just  anyone  is  not 
kind.  So  you  can  be  one  who 
will   be   kind,   and   there   is   no 


greater  calling  than  just  that.  Let  us  il- 
lustrate what  kindness  will  sometimes  do. 
A  young  man  who  had  squandered  three 
fortunes  in  a  dissipated  life,  without 
work,  without  money,  without  character, 
poor  and  alone,  was  one  day  aimlessly 
walking  down  Broadway.  He  thought 
there  was  nothing  left  but  to  go  to  the 
river  and  jump  in  and  thus  end  his  life. 
In  his  despair  the  man  turned  his  face 
upward  to  God  and  said,  "O  God,  if  there 
be  a  God,  have  pity  on  me!" 

He  had  walked  only  a  few  steps  farther 
when  a  hand  was  laid  on  his  shoulder.  A 
friendly  voice  asked  him  if  he  was  in 
trouble.  God  had  answered  his  prayer 
quickly.  The  hand  and  voice  were  those 
of  a  Christian  gentleman,  a  physician, 
who  had  started  out  that  day  asking  the 
Lord  to  lead  him  to  someone  who  needed 
his  help.  He  had  walked  through  Madi- 
son Square  Park,  and  had  looked  along 
the  line  of  faces  of  the  loungers  on  the 
benches  there  without  finding  his  man. 
He  had  taken  a  Broadway  car  and  was 
riding  down  town  when  he  saw  this  for- 
lorn, tired-looking  creature.  Stepping 
from  his  car,  the  doctor  put  his  hand  on 
the  man's  shoulder  and  gave  him  the 
kindly  word  just  when  the  poor  fellow 
was  looking  to  the  heavenly  Father  for 
pity  and  help.  The  doctor  brought  the 
man  to  a  mission  shelter  where  he  gladly 
gave  himself  to  Christ. 

As  the  man  was  completely  broken 
down  physically,  he  was  sent  to  a  hospital 
for  a  few  days.  As  soon  as  he  was  able  to 


Why  Not  Be  Kind? 

So  brief  a  time  we  have  to  stay 

Along  this  dear,  familiar  way; 

It  seems  to  me  we  should  be  kind 

To  those  whose  lives  touch  yours  and  mine. 

The  hands  that  serve  us  every  day, 
Should  we  not  help  them  while  we  may? 
They  are  so  kind  that  none  can  guess 
How  soon  they'll  cease  our  lives  to  bless. 

The  hearts  that  love,  who  may  know 
How  soon  the  long,  long  way  must  go; 
Then  might  we  not  their  faults  forgive 
And  make  them  happy  while  they  live? 

So  many  faults  in  life  there  are  . 
We  need  not  go  to  seek  them  far; 
But  time  is  short,  and  you  and  I 
Might  let  the  little  faults  go  by. 

And  seek  for  what  is  true  and  fine, 

In  those  whose  lives  touch  yours  and  mine; 

This  seems  to  me  that  better  way, 

Then  why  not,  friend,  begin  today? — Sel. 


work,  employment  was  secured  for  him. 
He  has  gone  on  hopefully  and  well  ever 
since — a  man  saved  to  himself  and  to 
God  through  a  Christian  physician  who, 
in  the  midst  of  a  busy  life,  found  time 
to  be  kind. 

If  this  man  had  played  the  piano  or  if 
he  had  sung  a  great  solo  or  if  he  had 
preached  a  great  sermon,  it  would  not 
have  meant  as  much  to  him  as  this  act  of 
kindness.  It  was  just  the  thing  that  was 
needed  at  this  time.  May  I  ask  this  ques- 
tion? Is  there  a  anyone  in  all  the  world 
who  cannot  serve  God  in  this  way? 

These  are  the  days  of  experts.  When 
one  wants  something  done  he  usually 
wants  an  expert  to  do  it,  for  he  wants  ic 
done  right.  I  have  a  toochache  and  I  go 
to  the  dentist.  "I  do  not  pull  teeth  these 
days,"  he  says,  "I  send  all  my  patients  to 
an  expert  on  tooth  extraction."  The  eye 
is  painful.  You  will  consult  your  physi- 
cian but  he  sends  you  on  to  an  eye  spe-. 
cialist.  You  are  longing  to  be  saved  and 
you  go  to  some  consecrated  one  whom 
you  know  can  help  you.  You  want  a  good 
sermon  to  feed  your  soul.  You  will  go  to 
hear  a  man  or  woman  who  has  studied 
and  prayed  until  they  have  become  an  ex- 
pert in  feeding  the  soul. 

And  so  it  goes,  experts,  specialists,  are 
words  that  fall  glibly  from  everybody's 
tongue.  We  have  experts  on  railroads,  fi- 
nances, government,  war  and  sanitation. 
Why  not  have  some  experts  on  being 
kind?  There  is  nothing  in  all  the  world 
that  is  needed  more  than  just  this.  Who 
is  it  that  cannot  be  kind?  How 
about  trying  this  out  and  see  if 
we  can  become  experts  along  this 
line?  As  you  read  this  you  may 
realize  that  you  have  never 
thought  of  it  just  this  way  be- 
fore. So  how  about  beginning  to 
train  to  be  an  expert  in  kind- 
ness? 

Experts  are  not  usually  made 
in  a  day.  It  takes  time,  persever- 
ance, and  endeavor,  however,  it 
doesn't  take  as  long  to  make  a 
kindness  expert  as  it  does  to  be 
an  expert  in  music  or  some  other 
things  we  have  mentioned.  Just 
an  infilling  of  the  Spirit  of 
Christ  is  the  qualification  needed 
to  tune  the  heart  for  this  great 
work.  It  doesn't  take  long  to  be 
filled  with  His  Spirit,  if  we  can 
pay  the  price  and  lay  our  all  on 
the  altar.  As  long  as  we  keep 
filled  to  overflowing  with  His 
Spirit  we  will  be  kindness  ex- 
( Continued  on  page  26) 


I  Sally  <Jo 


{Used  by  permission  of  Fleming  H. 
Retell  Company) 


By  Zenobia  Bird  * 

Gladly  she  had  promised.  She  would 
never  forget  the  smile  on  his  face  as  he 
said  it,  or  the  lingering  pressure  of  his 
hand  as  he  said  good-bye. 

Today  was  Sunday  and  she  had  more 
time  than  usual;  she  would  read  a  little 
in  the  Bible  and  also  in  her  devotional 
book.  She  always  kept  such  a  book  on 
hand  to  read  in  from  time  to  time. 

As  she  picked  up  the  small,  paper- 
bound  book,  there  was  an  odd  little 
twinge  of  reminder.  What  was  it  that 
had  made  her  lay  it  down  so  hastily  the 
last  time  she  was  reading  it?  There  was 
something.  Oh  yes,  she  remembered. 
But  she  brushed  the  idea  from  her. 

Her  heart  was  very  tender,  very 
yielded,  as  she  read  on  through  one  page 
and  then  another.  Without  question  that 


[Continued  from  last  issue) 
It  was  late  when  Sally  Jo  awoke  the 
next  morning.  She  smiled  dreamily  al- 
most before  she  opened  her  eyes.  That 
little  walk  and  talk  with  Dunstan  Per- 
ry! It  was  so  short,  but  wasn't  it  won- 
derful how  much  could  be  said  and  un- 
derstood in  only  a  little  while! 

That  idea  of  his  about  digging 
ditches;  she  had  not  quite  understood 
it  and  she  asked  him  for  some  fuller 
explanation.  She  was  glad  she  had  asked 
him,  he  seemed  so  ready  to  open  his 
heart  and  tell  her  all  his  thoughts  and 
plans.  He  had  a  wonderful  mind.  He  was 
right,  too,  in  his  feeling  that  the  Lord's 
work  deserved  the  best  possible  prepara- 
tion. He  admired  Moses,  and  Paul,  and 
Daniel,  and  men  like  that,  with  their 
splendid  minds  and  their  training  in  all 
that  the  world  of  their  day  could  give 
them.  And  then  all  their  preparation  and 
training  was  yielded  to  God  to  be 
used  for  His  glory  and  in  the  service  of 
men.  All  this  had  come  to  Dunstan  from 
studying  that  little  verse  about  making 
the  valley  full  of  ditches.  There  certain- 
ly was  a  lot  of  meaning  in  it. 

She  fell  to  thinking  about  Dunstan 's 
future.  God  certainly  would  use  a  man 
like  that,  and  beside  him  there  would 
be — someone,  a  someone  who  could  un- 
derstand him,  sympathize  with  him,  en- 
courage him,  and  help  him  in  a  thousand 
ways;  someone  who  would  delight  to 
further  his  work,  who  would  be  well 
content  to  be  only  his  helper,  known  by 
his  name.  She  knew  that  was  rather  an 
old-fashioned  idea  now,  but  it  was  good 
just  the  same,  and  it  was  what  God  in- 
tended. If  she  ever  married,  she  wanted 
to  marry  such  a  man  and  live  such  a 
life;  she  would  be  happy  to  work  by 
his  side,  made  stronger  by  his  strength 
and  strengthening  him  with  hers.  Life 
was  such  a  beautiful  thing,  as  God  had 
planned  it.  And  what  might  it  not  be 
He  had  planned  for  her? 

Ever  since  she  had  been  to  the  con- 
ference the  summer  before  she  had  de- 
terminedly followed  the  practice  of  hav- 
ing a  quiet,  devotional  time  each  day. 
Sometimes  it  was  early  in  the  morning, 
other  times  the  last  thing  at  night.  This 
morning  she  knew  she  wanted  to  talk 
with  God.  She  wanted  to  thank  Him  for 
all  the  happiness  that  filled  her  soul. 
She  wanted  to  talk  to  Him  about — 
about  Dunstan.  Almost  the  last  words 
he  said  to  her  were,  "Pray  for  me,  won't 
you,  that  I  may  always  know  God's  will, 
and  do  it.  And  that  He  will  keep  me 
true." 


Moody  Monthly  says:  "The  au- 
thor of  'Under  Whose  Wings'  has 
provided  an  even  better  volume 
which  carries  the  same  message  of 
God's  guiding  hand  in  the  making 

of  life  decisions Should  be 

read  by  all  young  people." 

King's  Business  says:  "Not  many 
masters  of  fiction  are  willing  to 
limit  their  writings  to  a  Christian 
type.  Zenobia  Bird  has  chosen  this 
enviable  restriction  of  her  work, 
and  the  result  has  been  an  eager 
acceptance  of  all  her  books." 


book  was  asking  something  of  her,  some- 
thing which  she  was  not  willing  to  give. 
It  was  not  in  any  particular  line  or  page, 
though  the  words  were  there  in  black  and 
white,  but  it  ran  like  a  woven  design  or 
pattern  through  the  whole  book  from 
beginning  to  end.  It  called  for  absolute 
surrender,  nothing  less, — surrender  of 
herself,  her  pleasures,  her  ambitions,  her 
hopes,  her  desires,  her  future,  her  all.  It 
was  as  though  God  were  asking  her  to 
put  her  very  self  in  His  hand,  and  she  was 
— afraid. 

Afraid  to  trust  her  heavenly  Father! 
Afraid  to  commit  herself  utterly  to  His 
sweet  will!  After  all  that  she  had  heard 
of  His  perfect,  beautiful  will  for  all  His 
children!  She  was  ashamed,  truly 
ashamed.  She  really  wanted  to  be  a  yield- 
ed, surrendered  Christian;  then  why  did 
she  hold  back? 

She  knelt  and  prayed.  Bit  by  bit  she 
tried  to  gather  her  possessions  and  lay 
them  one  by  one  in  God's  hand.  She 
could  trust  Him,  she  would  trust  Him. 
She  would  do  what  He  wanted  her  to  do. 


even  if  it  meant  to  go  to  the  foreign  mis- 
sion field.  She  would  let  Him  control  her 
time,  her  money,  her  pleasures,  and  even 
her  clothes, — everything,  if  He  would 
make  His  will  known  to  her.  It  was  very 
precious  to  be  able  to  talk  to  her  heaven- 
ly Father  like  this,  with  nothing  between. 
It  was  wonderful,  and  she  was  very  hap- 

py- 

And  then  came  that  thought  again. 
Why  should  it  come  now  to  spoil  every- 
thing? She  did  not  believe  it  was  God 
speaking.  God  would  never  ask  her  to  sur- 
render what  she  did  not  have.  It  was  un- 
reasonable! 

She  rose  from  her  knees;  the  joy  and 
beauty  were  gone.  She  remembered  that 
she  had  promised  to  prepare  the  dessert 
for  dinner,  and  she  must  hurry  or  she 
would  be  late  for  Sunday  School.  She 
hurriedly  left  the  room.  Scarcely  again 
that  day  did  she  have  time  even  to  think 
of  her  problem. 

In  a  strange  way  it  came  into  her  mind 
again  the  next  day.  She  was  very  happy 
that  she  had  secured  a  good  position  in 
the  office  of  one  of  the  best  firms  in  the 
town.  She  liked  her  work,  and  threw  her 
whole  self  into  it.  She  liked  her  employer 
too.  He  was  a  nephew  of  the  head  of  the 
business,  and  he  was  a  quiet,  dignified 
man.  He  had  never  married,  and  she 
knew  that  some  of  the  girls  were  inclined 
to  dream  romantic  thoughts  about  him. 
He  was  not  especially  good-looking,  but 
he  had  a  pleasant,  frank  manner,  and  they 
said  he  had  money.  But  he  was  years  old- 
er than  she.  Some  said  he  was  past  thirty- 
five. 

And  yet,  more  than  once  she  had 
caught  him  looking  at  her  with  a  curious 
expression  in  his  eyes.  Sometimes  he  would 
turn  away  when  he  saw  she  noticed  it. 
Once  he  had  kept  right  on  and  only 
smiled. 

Today  there  was  something  warm  and 
friendly  in  even  his  "good  morning." 
Later  in  the  day  as  he  handed  her  some 
papers,  his  fingers  had  closed  over  hers  for 
just  an  instant.  It  startled  her,  and  she 
could  not  tell  why,  but  she  suddenly 
thought  of  that  book. 

She  could  not  get  him  out  of  her 
thoughts  all  day  long,  not  even  when  she 
left  the  office  and  went  home.  She  was 
beginning  to  realize  that  she  liked  him. 
She  wondered  sometimes  if  this  was  what 
it  was  like  to  be  "in  love."  It  gave  her  a 
little  shiver  and  a  thrill  to  think  of  it. 

It  was  near  the  end  of  that  week  that 
he  took  her  out  for  the  first  time.  When 
he  asked  her  she  had  hesitated.  He  noticed 
it,  and  said,  very  gently,  "You  needn't 
answer  me  now,  little  girl.  Take  your 
time  and  think  it  over."  Then  he  had 
walked  away. 

That  was  like  him,  so  thoughtful  and 
considerate  and  kind.  After  that  he  had 
received  an  urgent  call  on  the  phone  and 
(Continued   on   page    31) 
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CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.  1 
David  the  Shepherd 

"The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall  not 
want.  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green 
pastures:  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  still 
waters,"  Ps.  23:1,  2. 

This  Bible  lesson  is  about  sheep  and  a 
shepherd  and  was  written  by  one  who 
was  first  a  shepherd  and  afterwards  be- 
came a  king.  The  shepherd  David  who 
wrote  this  scripture  loved  his  sheep  and 
led  them  into  green  pastures. 

Shepherds  often  had  to  tend  their 
flocks  in  dangerous  places.  Sometimes 
hungry  wolves  and  wild  animals  would 
find  the  helpless  sheep  and  k  11  them  if 
they  were  not  protected.  One  time  a  lion 
caught  one  of  David's  sheep  and  he  killed 
the  lion.  He  was  a  brave  boy  or  he  could 
not  have  done  this. 

When  the  sheep  would  get  caught  in 
the  briars  and  thickets  or  would  get  huit, 
David  would  carry  the  litt'e  ones  in  his 
arms  and  anoint  the  wounds  w.th  oil. 

Who  is  our  great  shepherd  today?  Je- 
sus. We  are  His  sheep  and  He  loves  and 
cares  for  us  no  matter  what  danger 
threatens  us.  The  lion  and  wild  animals 
cannot  touch  us.  He  leads  us  into  green 
pastures  and  beside  the  still  waters  where 
our  souls  are  fat  and  flourishing. 

Boys  and  girls,  read  John  10:1  16  and 
study  more  about  the  sheep  and  shepherd. 

CHILDREN'S   BIBLE   LESSEN    NO.   2 
Sowing  Seed 

By  Mrs.  Ida  McCoy 
Matt.  13:24-43 
Jesus  spoke  a  parable  to  His  disciples, 


a  parable  of  the  sower  who  went  forth 
to  sow.  He  often  spoke  in  parables.  He 
likened  the  kingdom  of  heaven  to  seed 
sown  in  a  field,  which  was  the  world. 
Some  seed  fell  by  the  wayside  and  the 
birds  picked  them  up.  Just  like  the  hard- 
hearted sinner,  the  seed  is  caught  away  by 
Satan. 

Then  some  seed  fell  among  thistles 
and  weeds  and  are  choked,  not  cultivated. 
They  bear  no  fruit.  The  love  of  pleasure 
and  the  love  of  money  are  some  of  the 
tares  that  choke  out  the  Word.  Then  some 
seed  fell  in  stony  ground  and  sprang  up  at 
once.  That  means  those  who  come  to  the 
altar  and  go  through  but  do  not  pay  the 
price.  They  are  not  willing  to  endure  the 
cross  and  bear  the  reproach,  and  when 
fiery  trials  come  along  and  old  habits 
clamor  to  be  satisfied  they  wither  and  die. 
They  have  no  depth  of  root.  They  can't 
stand.  They  go  down  and  soon  drop  out 
of  the  race. 

Then  there  is  the  good  ground,  the 
heart  well  prepared  for  the  seed.  It 
springs  up,  is  well  watered  with  tears, 
fertilized  with  prayer  and  the  study  of 
God's  Word.  It  brings  forth  an  abundant 
harvest,  thirty,  sixty  and  a  hundredfold, 
so  now  is  the  seed-sowing  time.  Be  care- 
ful that  you  sow  the  right  kind  of  seed, 
the  unadulterated  truth,  the  whole  gos- 
pel, then  you  can  look  for  results  at  each 
sowing. 

Years  ago  before  the  Church  of  God 
with  her  wonderful  truths  had  been 
taught  or  discovered,  lived  a  family  in 
the  backwoods  of  North  Alabama.  The 
mother  feared  God  and  was  a  member  of 
the  church.  The  father  was  a  drunkard 
and  the  ch'ldren  would  often  run  and 
hide  when  they  saw  him  coming  home. 
One  day  the  mother  took  her  oldest  little 
boy  by  the  hand  and  started  out  to  Sun- 
day School,  some  three  miles  over  the 
hills  and  valleys.  After  going  half  the 
distance  they  paused  to  rest  under  the 
shade  of  a  fee.  The  l-'ttle  fellow  was  bare- 
footed, freckled  and  tan,  wore  a  little 
ten-cent  straw  hat,  a  little  striped  waist, 
buttoned  to  b'ue  trousers,  made  from  old 
ones. 

The  mother  asked  her  little  son  about 
the  Sunday  School  lesson,  the  subject  was 
the  parable  of  the  sower.  She  had  him  re- 
peat the  go' den  text.  As  she  went  ovt 
the  lesson  with  him  under  that  old  shade 
tree,  nothing  but  the  birds  to  hear  the 
conversation,  suddenly  he  looked  up  into 
her  face  with  a  light  innocent  expression 
and  said,  "Mama,  you  are  sowing  now, 
aren't  you?" 


Yes,  she  was  sowing  seed  and  watering 
them  with  her  tears,  and  the  weeds  (bad 
habits)  were  pulled  up.  Truths  were 
sown  in  the  little  fellow's  heart,  and  the 
garden  of  his  heart  was  kept  and  often 
pruned  (by  switches)  to  keep  him  obedi- 
ent and  make  him  honor  his  parents.  To- 
day that  little  blue-eyed  boy  is  a  useful 
man  in  the  service  of  the  Lord  and  has 
proved  a  blessing  to  many. 

Boys  and  girls,  what  kind  of  seed  are 
you  sowing  in  your  daily  life? 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   3 
A  Great  Woman 

2  Kings  4:8-11 

We  want  to  notice  the  fourth  chapter 
of  2  Kings  and  find  out  why  this  Shu- 
nammite  woman  was  called  great.  In  the 
land  of  Israel  there  was  a  prophet  by  the 
name  of  Elisha  who  visited  the  poor  as 
well  as  the  rich.  The  poor  people  loved 
him  and  made  him  feel  that  he  was  a 
welcome  guest.  He  traveled  from  place  to 
place  to  help  the  needy.  Sometimes  he  was 
very  tired  and  hungry.  One  day  Elisha 
came  to  a  town  where  a  certain  great 
woman  lived.  She  invited  him  to  eat  at 
her  home.  He  was  glad  to  have  this  pleas- 
ant home  where  he  could  rest  and  eat 
when  he  passed  through  this  town. 

One  day  this  good  woman  said  to  her 
husband,  "I  perceive  that  this  is  a  holy 
man  of  God,  which  passeth  by  us  con- 
tinually. Let  us  build  a  room  and  furnish 
it  with  a  bed,  a  table,  a  seat  and  candle- 
stick. Then  when  he  comes  to  us  he  can 
go  into  the  little  room  and  rest."  The 
next  time  Elisha  came  to  town  he  stopped 
at  this  home  as  usual  and  the  kind  woman 
showed  him  the  room  prepared  for  him. 
He  thanked  her  for  giving  him  such  a 
comfortable  room  in  which  to  rest. 

In  every  home  there  should  be  a  spare 
bed  for  the  man  of  God.  Now,  boys  and 
girls,  you  can  see  why  this  woman  was 
called  great.  We  can  learn  a  lesson  from 
this  Shunammite  woman  and  have  a  spare 
bed,  not  only  to  take  care  of  ministers 
but  friends  and  strangers. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   4 
Thanksgiving  Day 

Boys  and  girls,  what  great  event  do  we 
celebrate  in  November?  No  doubt  you  are 
now  beginning  to  think  of  turkey  and 
pudding  and  cranberry  sauce  and  all  the 
other  good  things  to  eat  Thanksgiving 
Day.  The  first  Thanksgiving  Day  was 
observed  more  than  three  hundred  years 
ago  by  the  pilgrim  fathers  at  Plymouth. 
When  the  Pilgrims  came  to  America  there 
were  no  houses  for  them  to  live  in.  They 
built  log  houses.  The  woods  were  filled 
with  wild  animals  and  Indians.  They  had 
a  hard  time  the  first  year,  suffered  from 
cold,  hunger,  and  many  died.  But  in  spite 
of  all  this  suffering  they  were  thankful. 
The  second  year  was  more  favorable  and 
(Conunued   on   page   30) 
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A  Nice  Little  Girl 

Tressie  Michael 

There  was  once  a  nice  little  girl, 
Her  name  was  Peggy  Wood, 
And  everything  she  had  to  do, 
She  did  the  best  she  could. 

Now  Peggy  was  a  nice  little  girl 

And  very,  very  sweet; 

She  always  remembered  to  thank  the  Lord 

For  what  she  had  to  eat. 

So  Peggy's  father  said  to  her, 
"Child,  why  are  you  so  good?" 
And  Peggy  said,  "Why,  father  dear, 
My  Bible  teaches  that  I  should. 

"And  father  if  you  would  obey  the  Bible 

more 
And  never  forget  to  pray, 
I  know  the  Lord  would  help  you.  Oh! 
In  just  all  sorts  of  ways." 

So  now  daddy  dear  reads  his  Bible 
And  always  says  his  prayer, 
So  now  we  have  just  lots  to  eat 
And  real  nice  clothes  to  wear. 

—  Harlan,  Ky. 

Dear,  Dear  Mother 

Gertrude  Cockerell 
No  matter  how  busy  mother  was  she 
always  made  time  to  read  a  portion  of 
God's  Word  to  the  children  after  break- 
fast. Frank  was  only  three  but  he  was 
quite  as  attentive  to  all  mother  said  as 
were  Ruth,  aged  five,  and  Harold,  aged 
eight. 

" 'Jesus* ::::" went  about  doing  good,'" 
mother  read.  The  children  repeated  the 
words  after  her  as  the  text  for  the  day. 
As  she  spoke  of  His  kindness  to  sick  peo- 
ple, and  hungry,  and  in  trouble,  Ruth 
said,  "I  should  like  to  be  like  Jesus, 
mother." 

"And  so  should  I,"  said  Harold. 

"Me  too,  like  Desus,"  Frank  chimed  in. 

"And  so  you  can  be  like  Him,  dears,  if 
you  ask  Him,"  was  the  mother's  reply. 
"He  was  obedient,  and  kind  to  every- 
body. Now  tell  me,  children,  in  what 
ways  you  can  be  kind." 

Quick  and  fast  came  the  answers  from 
the  eager  children. 

"1  know  what  I  can  do  to  be  like  Je- 
sus," said  Harold,  "I  will  give  some  of 
my  picture  books  to  Sam  next  door,  be- 
cause he  has  no  father  to  buy  him  any. 
Yes,  I  will  give  him  some  of  my  best 
flowers.  May  I,  mother?'  ' 

"Yes,  dear,  for  if  they  are  for  Him  we 
must  give  Him  our  best." 

Ruth,  panting  with  excitement  for  her 
turn   to  come,   said:      "Mother,   I   know 


what  I  will  do  to  please  Jesus.  I  will  be 
your  little  nurse  and  take — oh,  such  big 
care  of  you.  I  will  creep  about  and  not 
bang  any  doors  when  you  are  trying  to 
sleep.  And  I  will  put  a  hassock  under 
your  feet  and  draw  down  the  blinds,  and 
lots  more  I  can't  remember." 

Tenderly  mother  embraced  her  would- 
be  nurse.  "And  now,  my  little  Frank, 
what  are  you  going  to  do  to  please  Je- 
sus?" 

Nestling  in  her  arms  he  said,  "Me  be 
dood." 

"Now,  dear  children,  let  us  ask  Jesus 
to  help  you  to  be  good,  and  to  do  good." 
And  mother  prayed. 

Some  time  afterward  she  paid  them  a 
surprise  visit  with  a  rosy-cheeked  apple 
for  each. 

There  was  a  rush  to  meet  her  and 
mother  paused  to  admire  the  nicely  ar- 
ranged toys  in  the  large  bay  window. 

"Mother,  we  have  not  been  good  all  the 
time.  Sis  and  I  wanted  more  room  and  we 
pushed  Frank's  toys  into  a  corner,  and  he 
cried  and  then  we  remembered  that  Je- 
sus went  about  doing  good,  so  we  ar- 
ranged Frank's  toys  with  him,  and  we  had 
such  a  lovely  play  with  him." 

And  Ruth  added,  "It  is  the  best  game 
we  have  had.  Oh,  I  am  so  happy!" 

"Me  happy,  too,"  and  Frank  lifted  a 
tear-stained  face  to  be  kissed. 

"It  is  happier  to  make  people  happy, 
than  unhappy,  isn't  it  dears?"  A  chorus 
of  voices  replied,  "Yes,  mother,  and  we 
always  mean  to  be  like  Jesus,  who  went 
about   doing  good." 

"With  the  help  of  Jesus,  dears,  who 
died  and  lives  for  you  to  be  your  help, 
you  can  be  like  Him."  —  The  Junior 
King's  Business. 

Jack's  Trade 

Uncle  Jack  was  on  the  front  porch  ap- 
parently absorbed  in  his  newspaper.  His 
nephew,  a  namesake,  was  near  by  on  the 
lawn  trying  to  trade  a  knife  to  Bobby 
Kenney.  The  knife  looked  all  right,  but 
Uncle  Jack  knew  it  was  not  good  for 
much.  He  also  knew  that  Jack  was  per- 
fectly aware  of  its  worthlessness. 

"You  won't  very  often  run  up  against 
a  better  looking  knife.  Better  take  it 
while  you  can  get  it.  I've  two  others,  so 
you  see  I  do  not  really  need  it. 

After  a  little  more  urging  Bob  took  it, 
and  Jack  came  up  the  steps  whistling, 
a  half  dollar  in  his  pocket  in  the  place  of 
the  knife. 

"Good  trade,  that!"  he  said  compla- 
cently, as  he  dropped  into  the  hammock. 

"Was  it?"  said  Uncle  Jack,  soberly. 

"Well,  perhaps  it  was  better  for     me 


than  it  was  for  Bob,  but  that  was  his 
lookout,  not  mine.  I  did  not  say  a  word 
that  was  not  true.  I  said  it  was  a  very 
nice  looking  knife,  and  it  is.  It  was  up  to 
him  to  find  out  whether  it  was  good  for 
anything  or  not.  Guess  there  would  not 
be  many  trades  made  if  folks  ran  their 
own   goods   down." 

"I  was  rather  interested  in  a  little  story 
I  happened  to  run  across  the  other  day," 
said  Uncle  Jack  presently.  "A  wealthy 
American  living  in  Paris  was  suspicious 
that  he  was  harboring  a  thief  in  his  house- 
hold. Various  little  articles  mysteriously 
disappeared  from  time  to  time,  and  oc- 
casionally small  sums  of  money  were 
missing  from  his  purse;  but  do  his  best, 
he   could   get  no  clue  of  the   thief. 

"Finally,  he  hit  upon  an  experiment. 
He  produced  a  small  vial  of  a  certain  acid 
and  put  it  in  a  little  case  in  his  dressing 
table  with  several  coins.  If  anyone  at- 
tempted to  remove  one  of  the  coins  the 
acid  would  stain  the  hands  of  the  thief  an 
indelible  yellow. 

"The  very  next  day  he  found  the  case 
had  been  tampered  with.  Two  of  the  coins 
were  missing  and  the  vial  had  been  upset. 
Shortly  after  he  discovered  the  telltale 
stains  on  his  valet's  hands.  Every  time 
we  say  or  do  or  act  falsely  it  leaves  an 
ugly  stain,  not  only  on  our  hands,  but 
on  our  souls.  No  matter  how  small  and 
insignificant  the  sin  seems  to  us,  it 
makes  a  wretched  stain." 

Jack  made  no  comment,  but  his  uncle 
saw  him  glance  involuntarily  at  his 
hands,  as  if  half  expecting  to  find  yellow 
marks  and  very  soon  he  got  up  and 
strolled  down  into  the  orchard.  Somehow 
he  did  not  feel  so  proud  over  his  trade  as 
he  had.  Perhaps,  after  all,  it  wasn't  smart 
to  "do"  a  fellow  like  that.  When  he 
stopped  really  to  think  about  it,  it  did 
seem  very  much  like  cheating. 

"Uncle  Jack  never  preaches  at  a  fel- 
low, but  he  always  manages  to  have  a 
story  to  tell  that  makes  you  feel  mean 
when  you've  done  anything  out  of  the 
way,"  he  thought.  "I  might  as  well  hunt 
up  Bob  and  buy  the  knife  back.  I  won't 
have  any  peace  of  mind  until  I  do,  that's 
sure." 

"A  false  (dishonest)  balance  is  abomi- 
nation to  the  Lord:  but  a  just  weight  is 
His  delight,"  Prov.  11:1. — Zion's  Her- 
ald. 

Neddie  and  Me 

A  preacher  was  once  talking  about  the 
heathen,  and  telling  how  much  they 
needed  Bibles  to  teach  them  of  Jesus,  the 
Savior  of  men.  In  the  congregation  was 
one  little  boy  who  became  greatly  inter- 
ested. He  went  home  and  told  his  mother 
that  he  must  give  something  to  help  buy 
Bibles  for  the  heathen.  But  he  and  his 
mother  were  very  poor,  and  at  first  he 
(Continued    on    page    33) 
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ROSES  AND  THORNS 

N.  E.  Grabill 

In  2  Corinthians  12:7  we  read  these 
significant  words  of  Paul,  "And  lest  I 
should  be  exalted  above  measure 
through  the  abundance  of  the  revelations, 
there  was  given  to  me  a  thorn  in  the 
flesh,  the  messenger  of  Satan  to  buffet 
me,  lest  I  should  be  exalted  above  meas- 
ure." It  is  very  significant  that  Paul  had 
to  have  that  ugly  and  cruel  thorn  given 
him  alongside  that  glorious  and  heavenly 
revelation  which  was  not  lawful  for  man 
to  utter.  It  was  unspeakably  glorious.  It 
was,  as  it  were,  a  most  beautiful  rose 
with  a  cruel  thorn  by  its  side. 

We  sometimes  wonder  why  these  op- 
posite and  adverse  things  go      

hand    in    hand    in    this    life.       — 

Why  not  have  roses  without 
thorns,  joy  without  sorrow, 
beauty  without  ashes,  the 
oil  of  joy  without  mourn- 
ing, and  the  garment  of 
praise  without  the  spirit  of 
heaviness?  Well,  it  just  isn't 
God's  way  of  doing  things, 
neither  in  nature  nor  in 
grace.  These  opposite  and 
contrary  things  in  life  may 
do  for  us  what  the  desirable 
and  favorable  things  are  un- 
able to  do.  While  Paul  at 
first  shrank  from  that  cruel 
thorn,  yet  later  on  he  seems 
rather  to  take  pleasure  in  its 
effect  and  accomplishment 
(2  Cor.  12:10).  That  thorn 
accomplished  in  Paul's  life 
what  the  glorious  revelation 
was  unable  to  do.  Yes,  we 
need  both  the  roses  and  the 
thorns,  the  bitter  and  the 
sweet,  in  the  spiritual  as 
well  as  in  the  natural  realm. 
OPPOSITE  THINGS  IN 
THE  REALM  OF 
NATURE 

God  in  His  infinite  wis- 
dom has  made  both  day  and 
night.  What  a  blessing  the 
light  of  day  is,  but  what  if 
it  were  always  day?  How 
much  we  need  the  night  also 
that  we  may  rest  from  our 
labors.  God  has  also  given  us 
summer  and  winter,  and  no 
doubt  the  change  of  season 
is  for  our  physical  good.  God 
has  given  us  an  abundance 
of  water  and  also  dry  land, 
and  how  much  we  are  in 
need  of  both.     We  also  have 


the  hills  and  the  deep  valleys  and  it  is 
hard  to  say  which  is  the  more  valuable 
and  needful.  We  have  sunshine  and  shad- 
ow and  both  are  necessary  for  our  well 
being.  Then  there  is  the  bitter  and  the 
sweet  in  nature.  What  if  everything  we 
tasted  were  sweet?  Would  it  be  for  our 
good,  physically?  Yes,  we  need  the  bit- 
ter and  the  sweet;  the  roses  still  have 
their  thorns,  and  as  we  try  to  gather  a 
few  of  life's  roses  we  must  still  put  up 
with  the  pricking  of  the  thorns. 

ADVERSE  THINGS  IN  THE  SPIRIT- 
UAL REALM 
Blessing   and   trial   go     hand   in   hand. 
When  a  great  blessing  comes  our  way  we 
may  also  look     for  a  sore  trial.     When 


"When  thou  passest 
through  the  waters 
I  will  be  with  thee; 
and  through  the  riv- 
ers, they  shall  not 
overflow  thee. 
For  I, the  Lord  thy 
God,  will  hold  thy 
right  hand,  saying 
unto  thee.  Fear  not 
I  will  help  thee." 
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LEAD  US,  O  FATHER 

Lead  us,  O  Father,  in  the  paths  of  peace: 
Without  Thy  guiding  hand  we  go  astray, 
And  doubts  appall,  and  sorrows  still   increase; 
Lead  us  through  Christ,  the  true  and  living  Way. 

Lead  us,  O  Father,   in  the  paths  of  truth: 
Unhelped  by  Thee,  in  errors  maze  we  grope, 
While  passion  stains  and  folly  dims  our  youth, 
And  age  comes  on  uncheered  by  faith  or  hope. 

Lead  us,  O  Father,  in  the  paths  of  right: 
Blindly  we  stumble  when  we  walk  alone, 
Involved   in  shadows  of  a   darkening   night; 
Only  with  Thee  we  journey  safely  on. 

Lead  us,  O  Father,  to  Thy  heavenly  rest, 
However  steep  and  rough  the  pathway  be, 
Through  joy  or  sorrow,  as  Thou  deemest  best, 
Until  our  lives  are  perfected  in  Thee. 

— William   Henry   Burleigh 


Abraham  realized  the  blessing  of  the 
promised  son,  Isaac,  there  also  came  with 
it  the  greatest  test  and  trial  of  life;  name- 
ly, the  offering  up  of  that  promised  and 
only  son.  After  a  time  of  great  spiritual 
blessing  and  refreshing  we  may  look  for 
a  time  of  special  testings  and  trials.  Our 
highest  joys  here  are  often  mingled  with 
sorrow  and  fear.  When  the  women  de- 
parted from  the  sepulcher  of  Christ  there 
was  fear  mingled  with  their  great  joy. 
If  we  never  had  any  sorrow  how  could  we 
know  the  blessing  of  comfort?  and  how 
could  we  sympathize  with  those  who  are 
in  deep  sorrow?  But  if  we  ourselves  have 
drunk  of  the  cup  of  joy  and  sorrow,  then 
we  are  able  to  rejoice  with  them  that  re- 

joice  and  weep    with  them 

that  weep.  How  blessed  it 
is  that  we  can  have  joy  in 
the  midst  of  sorrow  and 
grief,  and  be  able  to  say 
with  Paul,  "As  sorrowful, 
yet  always  rejoicing." 

Then  there  is  prosperity 
and  adversity  that  are  often 
closely  connected.  How 
soon  the  things  of  time  may 
be  swept  away,  as  in  the  case 
of  Job,  for  riches  often 
make  themselves  wings  and 
fly  away  and  leave  in  their 
wake  grief  of  poverty. 
Though  we  have  little  or 
nothing  here  below,  yet  we 
may  have  riches  untold,  and 
be  possessors  of  all  things.  It 
is  surprising  how  much  ad- 
versity and  loss  many  peo- 
ple can  stand  and  bear  up  so 
lovely  under  it.  But  how 
few  there  are  that  can  stand 
prosperity  without  drifting 
away  from  God.  It  seems  to 
be  a  fact  that  man  can  stand 
more  adversity  than  pros- 
perity. The  real  danger  lies, 
not  in  time  of  adversity  or 
depression,  but  in  the  time 
of  prosperity,  comfort,  and 
ease.  God  placed  a  special 
danger  signal  in  His  Word 
for  His  ancient  people  for 
just  such  a  time  as  in  Deut- 
eronomy 6:10-12.  Yes,  the 
time  of  prosperity  and  ease 
is  the  time  of  real  danger  in 
drifting  away  from  God. 
Note  the  expression  "then 
beware"  in  the  above  scrip- 
ture passage.  God's  ancient 
people,  Israel,  usually  drifted 
(Continued  on  page   30) 
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tole  him  Miss  Lois  was  predisposed  and 
couldn't  go.  His  car  was  hit  at  de  corner 
and  he  was  dead  in  a  few  minutes. 

"I'se  been  here  a  long  time,  Mr. 
George,  en  I  laughs  in  my  sleeve  at  de 
white  folks  callin'  sin — de  oldest  thing  we 
got — dey  calls  hit  modernism.  If  you  lis- 
ten to  me  you  gwine  grab  up  Miss  Helen 
and  de  chillun  and  take  'em  out  of  dis 
Sodom  and  carry  'em  back  to  our  little 
town  Friendship,  and  open  de  trunks  and 
git  out  de  Bible  what  you  and  Miss 
Helen  dun  forgot,  and  from  hit  you 
goin'  to  teach  de  chillun  to  swim  clear  of 
all  dis  sin,  and  teach  'em  to  hold  on  to 
dis  life  saver,  so  you  can  always  be  sure 
de  undertow  can't  git  'em. 

"Now,   Mr.   George,"     she    continued, 


Home,  Sweet  Home 

LET'S  GO  BACK 

Having  just  returned  from  a  long  busi- 
ness trip,  George  Madison  was  sitting  sad 
and  lonely  in  his  mansion.  Of  late  years 
he  had  seen  so  little  of  Helen  and  the 
children;  how  he  longed  for  an  old-fash- 
ioned evening  with  them  at  home. 

The  door  into  the  library  opened  and 
Aunt  Janie,  a  plump  old  colored  woman, 
entered.  She  had  been  with  his  parents 
many  years,  and  when  the  death  angel 
claimed  them  she  came  to  serve  his  fam- 
ily. She  was  one  of  the  fine  old  Southern 
negroes  with  a  big  heart  and  great  love 
for  her  white  folks. 

"Mr.  George,"  she  said,  "I  jest  wants  a 
few  words  wid  you.  You  rickermember 
when  you  teached  Miss  Helen  and  de 
chillun  to  swim,  you  didn't  jest  take  'em 
and  throw  'em  in  de  deep  water  and  tell 
'em  to  strake  out  and  swim. 

"You  took  'em  one  at  a  time  and  helt 
on  to  'em  wid  one  hand  and  to  a  life 
saver  wid  de  other,  for  'em  to  ketch  holt 
of  if  dey  was  filled  wid  confusement. 

"Den  when  you  took  'em  ter  de  ocean 
and  dey  ain't  had  much  experience  wid 
swimmin',  you  was  so  scared  de  under- 
tow would  git  'em  on  solid  ground  if  de 
undertow  begin  ter  pull  at  'em. 

"Now,  Mr.  George,  swimmin'  in  de 
water  ain't  all  de  swimmin'  you  got  to 
teach  'em.  You  done  cast  'em  out  in  the 
deep  water  ob  de  world  and  dey  can't 
swim  a  stroke,  and  you  done  turn  loose 
ob  de  Good  Book,  what  is  de  life  saver 
and  is  de  onlyest  thing  what's  goin'  to 
save  'em  from  all  this  devilment  what's 
goin'  on  in  de  world. 

"De  water  am  already  too  deep  for  Miss 
Helen,  de  undertow  is  tryin'  ter  pull  her 
in,  she  is  filled  wid  confusement  and  you 
ain't  there  wid  de  life  saver. 

"So  far  de  chillun  am  safe;  dey  mind 
what  I  say  to  'em,  and  I  jest  tell  'em  they 
ain't  goin'  wid  no  such  company  en  ter 
no  wild  parties. 

"A  young  man  came  to  take  Miss  Lois 
to  a  wild  party  tonight  and  I  answered  de 
doah  and  I  seen  he  could  hardly  keep  on 
his  feet;  he  was  so  drunk.  So  I  jest  up  and 


Home 

Flossie  Burgin 

Home  is  not  merely  four  square  walls, 
Though  with  pictures  hung  and  gilded, 
Home  is  where  affection  calls, 
Round  the  shrine  the  heart  hath  builded. 

Home,  go  ask  the  faithful  dove, 
Sailing  'neath  the  heavens  above  us, 
Home  is  where  there's  one  to  love, 
Home  is  where  there's  one  to  love  us. 

We  often  think  of  the  loved  ones, 
Whose  lives  touched  ours  at  times, 
Whose  thoughts  and  sunny  smiles 
Float  back  like  vesper  chimes. 

Rt.    1,  Huntington,   W.   Va. 


"shet  your  eyes  and  'scribe  your  mother." 
George   Madison  obediently   closed   his 
eyes,  for  he  had  played  many  games  with 
Aunt  Janie  as  a  boy. 

"Well,  Aunt  Janie,"  he  said,  "from  the 
beginning  of  my  life  until  her  death,  she 
was  beautiful,  pure,  modest,  refined,  un- 
selfish, always  a  pal  to  her  boy;  filled 
with  love,  sympathy  and  concern  for 
his  well  being;  having  traveled  the  path 
before  him  she  was  ever  ready  to  help  him 
over  rough  places  and  always  on  guard 
to  keep  his  feet  from  stumbling." 

"Dat's  all  de  truth,"  Aunt  Janie  an- 
swered, "but  what  dis  she  all  de  time  hold 
on  to?  De  Bible,  ob  course.  Jest  s'pose  you 
shut  your  eyes  like  de  chillun  of  dis  day 
goin'  to  do  when  dey  gits  old  as  you  is, 
and  sees  dey  mother  setting  at  de  card 
table  shufflin'  cards  and  smokin'  a  ciga- 
rette and  drinkin,'  and  lots  of  them  in 
some  shady  corner  pettin'  wid  some  one 
else's   husband. 


"Everything  you  say  your  mother  is 
dis  other  woman  ain't;  chillun  is  bein' 
cheated  out  of  dat  beautiful  picture  and 
dat  wonderful  pal  what  you  is  had.  De 
old  folks  is  goin'  to  de  devil,  so  what  can 
we  expect  ob  de  young  folks?  Hit  ain't 
de  age  of  reckless  young  folks,  but  de 
age  ob  reckless  everybody." 

All  of  a  sudden  the  front  door  to  the 
house  was  thrown  open  and  Helen  the 
wife  and  mother  of  the  home  dashed  in. 

"George,"  she  cried,  "Where  is  Lois? 
She  was  going  to  a  party  with  Frank 
Jones  and  Frank  was  killed  on  the  way. 
Do  you  know  anything  about  Lois;  is  she 
hurt?"  "No,  Helen,"  he  said,  "thanks 
to  our  kind  old  friend,  Aunt  Janie,  who 
stood  guard  over  our  little  girl  in  your 
place  and  mine;  she  never  left  the  house. 
If  it  had  not  been  for  Aunt  Janie  our 
sweet,  pure  little  girl  would  have  been 
placed  in  the  hands  of  this  drunken 
demon."  He  then  told  her  all  Aunt  Janie 
had  said  to  him. 

"O  George,"  Helen  exclaimed,  "let's 
go  back  to  Friendship.  I  am  sick  of  this 
life.  Everything  clean  and  refined  in  me 
cries  out  against  it.  After  the  training  I 
had  had,  a  life  wasted  in  this  way  is  not 
for  me." 

"Let's  go  back  to  the  Bible  and  learn 
the  stroke  we  have  forgotten,  and  stay 
close  by  while  our  children  learn  to  swim, 
clinging  all  the  while  to  the  Word  of  God 
and  steering  clear  of  this  undertow  of  sin 
which  is  sweeping  this  country." — North 
Carolina  Christian  Advocate. 

Idle  Questions  or  Honest  Inquiry 

Many  mothers  and  fathers  have  found 
a  child's  questions  an  annoyance,  yet  they 
offer  a  precious  opportunity  which  the 
parents  cannot  afford  to  ignore. 

Idle  questions  like  "What  time  is  it?" 
are  quickly  answered  by  "Go  and  see"  or 
"Look  at  the  sun  and  see  if  you  can 
judge."  "May  I  have  a  nickel?"  may  be 
important  or  otherwise.  It  depends  upon 
whether  the  child  needs  to  understand 
that  the  family  must  economize  or 
whether  it  is  necessary  to  impress  upon 
him  that  his  regular  allowance  should  not 
be  overdrawn.  But  certain  other  ques- 
tions, such  as:  "Who  made  the  world?" 
and  "Flow  did  I  get  here?"  are  basic 
in  forming  a  happy,  confidential  rela- 
tionship between  children  and  parents. 
They  should  never  be  evaded. 

"Mother,  why  does  the  sun  shine  down 
that  street,  while  it  is  cloudy  and  dark 
on  this  street?"  asked  a  little  girl  one  day. 

A  question  like  this  takes  time  to  an- 
swer satisfactorily,  so  the  mother  may 
need  to  say,  "Remind  me  to  talk  with  you 
about  that   this  evening." — Scl. 

The  person  who  walks  over  the  advice 
of  godly  parents  is  treading  on  danger- 
ous ground  and  is  not  far  from  his  spirit- 
ual grave. 
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QUESTING  YOUTH 

By  Frederick  P.  Wood 

(Used  by  permission  of  Xondervan 

Publishing    Co-) 


(Continued  from  last  issue) 


THE  HIGHEST  MOTIVE 

It  was  a  hot  Sunday  afternoon.  A  little 
boy  was  seen  trudging  along  the  road. 

"Where  are  you  off  to?"  asked  some- 
one. 

"My  old  Sunday  School,"  was  the  reply. 

"But  that's  a  very  long  way  from 
where  you  are  living  now!" 

"Yes,  it's  a  good  three  miles!"  said  the 
sturdy  little  chap,  "but  I  still  go  every 
Sunday,  because  they  love  a  fellow  over 
there." 

Love  always  begets  love.  This  was  the 
motive  which  inspired  his  weekly  tramp. 
Rain,  hail  or  sunshine,  he  was  always 
there,  because  he  found  something  in 
that  Sunday  School  which  made  him  want 
to  go. 

"By  the  mercies  of  God,"  says  Paul, 
when  he  appeals  to  us  to  present  our 
bodies  a  living  sacrifice.  The  motive  is  to 
be  love,  gratitude,  devotion  to  Him  who 
gave  His  all  for  us.  His  dying  sacrifice  is 
to  be  the  inspiration  of  our  living  sac- 
rifice. The  sense  of  our  indebtedness  is  to 
call  forth  our  response  to  yield  to  the 
highest  claim  and  to  live  the  highest  life. 

Paul  repeats  his  appeal  to  the  Corinthi- 
ans  when  he  says,   "Know   ye  not   that 

ye  are  not  your  own?  For  ye  are 

bought  with  a  price;  therefore  glorify 
God  in  your  body,  and  in  your  spirit, 
which  are  God's,"  1  Cor.  6:19,  .20.  Paul 
was  a  logician.  His  was  no  mere  emotion- 
al appeal;  it  was  based  upon  facts.  See 
how  he  piles  up  his  argument. 

"Someone  paid  a  great  price  to  redeem 
you.  You  are  now  the  property  of  the 
person  who  paid  the  price.  Therefore 
glorify  God  in  your  body  and  in  your 
spirit  which  are  God's."  In  effect  Paul 
argues  that  if  Christ  has  done  so  much 
for  us,  the  very  least  we  can  do  is  to  give 
Him  full  possession  of  all  the  property 
for  which  He  paid  so  great  a  price.  This  is 
the  only  reasonable  thing  we  can  do.  If 
we  have  any  sense  of  common  decency 
we  simply  must  do  it.  To  fail  would  be 
evidence  of  gross  ingratitude. 

The  highest  motive  then  for  the  high- 
est life  is  LOVE. 

"To  whom  little  is  forgiven  the  same 
loveth  little."  So  the  reverse  is  true,  to 
whom  much  is  forgiven  the  same  loveth 
much.  In  other  words,  the  more  we  realize 


the  wonder  of  our  redemption,  and  the 
more  we  understand  the  price  that  was 
paid  at  Calvary  to  accomplish  it,  the 
more  will  our  hearts  be  filled  with  that 
answering  love  to  Him  which  will  express 
itself  in  uttermost  consecration.  This  is 
the  only  sufficient  motive  for  that  life 
of  sacrifice  and  service  which  He  is  ex- 
pecting from  us. 
Consider  then: 

THE  REDEEMED  PROPERTY 
When  God  formed  man  from  the  dust 
of  the  ground,  the  result  was  a  body. 
Then  He  breathed  into  him  the  breath 
of  life;  namely,  spirit,  and  man  became  a 
living  soul.  Every  one  of  us  then  is  a 
trinity  in  unity.   Like  the   tabernacle  in 

"O  Christ,  what    burdens    bowed    Thy 
head! 

My  load  was  laid  on  Thee; 
Thou  stoodest  in  the  sinner's  stead, 

Didst  bear  all  ill  for  me. 
A  victim  led,  Thy  blood  was  shed; 

Noiv  there's  no  load  for  me. 

"Death  and  the  curse  were  in  the  cup — 
O  Christ,  'twas  full  for  Thee! 

But   Thau  hast  drained    the    last    dark 
drop — 
'Tis  empty  now  for  me. 

That  bitter  cup — love  drank  it  up; 
Now  blessing's  draught  for  me. 

"Jehovah  lifted  up  His  rod — 

O  Christ,  it  fell  on  Thee! 
Thou  wast  sore  stricken  of  Thy  God, 

There's  not  one  stroke  for  me. 
Thy    form    was    scarred,      Thy     visage 
marred; 

Now  cloudless  peace  for  me." 

olden  times,  we  have  the  outer  court  of 
our  bodies,  the  holy  place  of  our  souls, 
and  the  holy  of  holies  of  our  spirits. 
God's  original  intention  for  man  was  that 
he  should  be  a  soul  always  in  fellowship 
with  God  through  the  body. 

But  the  property  became,  in  Paul's 
phrase,  sold  under  sin,  so  it  needed  to  be 
redeemed.  Sin  did  its  deadly  work  to 
spirit,  soul  and  body.  To  the  spirit  it 
brought  death.  God  has  said,  "In  the  day 
that  thou  eatest  thereof  thou  shalt  surely 
die."  Adam  did  die  spiritually,  even 
though  his  body  lived  on  to  be  930  years 
old.  It  is  possible  to  be  spiritually  dead 
though  physically  alive.  Death  is  not  ter- 
mination, but  separation.  That  is  what 
happened  to  Adam.  He  became  separated 
from  God.  He  lost  his  God-consciousness. 
This  is  always  the  result  of  sin.  It  sepa- 


rates the  soul  from  God,  and  that  is 
spiritual  death. 

To  the  soul  also  sin  brought  devasta- 
tion. The  soul  includes  the  mind,  the 
heart  and  the  will.  Because  of  sin,  man 
has  a  blinded  mind,  corrupted  affections, 
and  a  weakened  and  perverted  will. 

"The  natural  man  receiveth  not  the 
things  of  the  Spirit  of  God:  for  they  are 
foolishness  unto  him:  neither  can  he 
know  them,  because  they  are  spiritually 
discerned,"  1  Cor.  2:14. 

"The  god  of  this  world  hath  blinded 
the  minds  of  them  which  believe  not,"  2 
Cor.  4:4. 

Jesus  said,  "If  I  have  told  you  earthly 
things,  and  ye  believe  not,  how  shall  ye 
believe,  if  I  tell  you  of  heavenly  things?" 
John  3:12. 

A  story  is  told  of  Wilberforce,  a  great 
politician  of  the  Victorian  era.  Being  also 
a  great  Christian  he  was  spiritually  con- 
cerned about  Pitt,  the  Prime  Minister  of 
England.  In  those  days  Lord  Cecil,  a  won- 
derful man  of  God,  and  a  powerful 
preacher  of  the  gospel,  was  being  greatly 
used  in  the  conversion  of  his  fellows. 
Wilberforce  felt  that  could  he  bring  Pitt 
under  the  influence  of  Cecil's  preaching, 
he  would  surely  be  convinced  and  con- 
verted. He  therefore  urged  Pitt  to  accom- 
pany him  to  one  of  Cecil's  meetings, 
which  he  did.  It  is  said  that  on  that  oc- 
casion the  preacher  seemed  to  be  at  his 
best,  and  the  Gospel  was  preached  in  the 
demonstration  of  the  Spirit  and  in  power. 
On  leaving  the  meeting,  Wilberforce  was 
anxious  to  know  the  effect  it  had  had 
upon  the  Prime  Minister,  and  he  asked 
him  what  he  thought  of  the  sermon.  Pitt 
replied,  "To  tell  you  the  truth,  Wilber- 
force, I  gave  that  man  my  most  careful 
attention  from  start  to  finish,  but  I  was 
wholly  unable  to  understand  what  he  was 
talking  about."  Here  was  a  man  with  a 
great  mind,  but  he  was  wholly  unable  to 
receive  the  simple  and  plain  teaching  of 
the  cross  of  Christ.  Why  was  it?  Because 
he  was  a  natural  man,  and  he  had  not 
given  the  Holy  Spirit  a  chance  to  en- 
lighten his  understanding. 

In  his  affections,  too,  man  is  degraded 
by  sin.  He  loves  what  God  hates,  and 
hates  what  God  loves.  He  seeks  those 
things  which  are  on  the  earth,  and  not  the 
things  which  are  above.  Because  of  his 
weakened  will  his  own  efforts  to  live  a 
life  of  holiness  also  result  in  miserable 
failure.  His  life  is  strewn  with  the  leaves 
of  broken  vows  and  unfulfilled  promises, 
until  he  cries  out,  "Deliver  me  from  the 
body  of  this  death!" 

Thus  mind,  heart  and  will  are  all 
cursed  and  crippled  by  sin.  This  inevitably 
affects  the  body  as  well.  Man's  strength 
is  impaired  by  sin.  His  staying  power  is 
reduced  by  it.  His  days  are  spent  in  a  con- 
stant effort  to  ward  off  physical  death, 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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Longing    For   the    Light 

R.  G.  Mowat 

"Look  there,  Jack,"  said  a  sailor  to  his 
shipmate. 

"Yes;  it  is  quite  faint,  but  I  can  see 
it,"  the  other  replied. 

They  were  standing  on  deck  peering 
through  the  darkness  at  a  faint  streak  of 
light  which  showed  uncertainty  in  the 
inky  sky  above.  It  was  noon,  and  it  was 
only  at  this  time  that  the  feeble  rays  of 
the  distant  sun  could  be  seen. 

For  several  weeks  their  ship  had  been 
tightly  wedged  among  the  ice  floats  of 
the  Artie  regions,  and  it  was  evident  that 
the  crew  was  in  for  a  winter's  stay  in  its 
present  unhospitable  quarters.  But  of  all 
their  discomforts,  and  they  were  many, 
the  thing  that  caused  more  unhappinejs 
than  anything  else,  was  the  loss  of  an  old 
greatly  valued  friend.  Day  by  day  the 
visits  of  the  great  sun  became  shorter  and 
shorter,  until  now,  in  the  month  of  Octo- 
ber, he  had  withdrawn  his  glorious  rays 
from  them  altogether,  and  left  ice-bound 
mariners   in   black   darkness. 

It  was  not  only  the  men  who  felt  the 
gloom  and  utter  loneliness  which  fol- 
lowed, when  day  and  night  were  merged 
into  one.  The  dogs  became  dispirited  and 
kept  close  to  the  sailors  as  if  to  seek  some 
consolation  in  human  companionship. 

"Good-bye,  old  sun,"  said  Jack,  trying 
to  make  a  cheery  remark.  "Little  did  I 
think  how  much  I'd  miss  you." 

"We  have  a  saying  back  home,"  said 
the  old  Scots  engineer,  "  'You  never  miss 
the  water  till  the  well  runs  dry.'  And 
that's  true  of  many  other  things  besides. 
We  take  our  blessings  for  granted,  just 
as  if  God  were  bound  to  give  them  to  us, 
and  forget  altogether  to  acknowledge 
Him.  He  is  the  Giver  of  every  good  and 
every  perfect  gift,  but  what  He  gives,  He 
can  also  take  away." — Gospel  Herald. 

Covenant  Grace 

The  following  gracious  statement  con- 
cerning the  Director-emeritus  of  China 
Inland  Mission,  Rev.  H.  W.  Frost,  D.  D., 
is  taken  from  the  Dawn  (Aug.,  1939). 
"Mrs.  Frost  and  I  were  married  on  Sep- 
tember 12,  188  3.  We  have  lived  together 
for  somewhat  over  fifty-five  years. 
During  that  time  we  have  become  the 
parents  of  seven  children,  four  boys  and 
three  girls.  All  but  one  of  these  are  mar- 
ried, and  now  there  are  nineteen  grand- 
children. A  remarkable  fact  of  this  family 
development  is  this:  there  has  never  been 
a  death  in  the  direct  line  of  our  succes- 


sion. Another  remarkable  fact  is  that  all 
of  us  are  in  good  health,  though  Mrs. 
Frost  and  I,  being  past  eighty  years  of 
age,  are  conscious  of  our  years,  and  are 
obliged  to  safeguard  our  strength.  But 
the  most  remarkable  thing  of  all  is  that 
each  one  of  the  twenty-eight  persons 
mentioned  is  a  professing  Christian,  in- 
cluding all  the  grandchildren.  May  I  add 
that  the  supreme  joy  of  our  earthly  lives 
is  found  in  the  assurance  that  our  whole 
family  company  will  be  gathered  in  time 
to  come,  in  heavenly  places  and  at  the 
feet  of  Jesus." 

Such  a  testimony  should  be  the  normal 
experience  of  the  children  of  God.  It  is 
the  promise  of  His  Word  to  those  who 
love  and  obey.  Thus  "eleven  children  of 
Andrew  Murray,  the  saint  of  South 
Africa,  grew  to  adult  life.  Five  of  six 
sons  became  ministers  of  the  gospel,  and 
four  of  the  daughters  became  ministers' 
wives.  The  next  generation  had  a  still 
more  striking  record  in  that  ten  grand- 
sons became  ministers,  and  thirteen  be- 
come missionaries." — The  Alliance  Week- 
ly. 

Not  At  All  Absurd 

A  man  said  to  me  some  time  ago, 
"Moody,  the  doctrine  you  preach  is  most 
absurd.  You  preach  that  men  have  only  to 
believe  to  change  the  whole  course  of 
their  life.  A  man  will  not  change  his 
course  by  simply  believing." 

I  said,  "I  think  I  can  make  you  believe 
that  in  less  than  two  minutes." 

"No,  you  can't,"  he  said.  "I'll  never 
believe  it." 

I  said,  "Let  us  make  sure  that  we  un- 
derstand each  other.  You  say  a  man  is 
not  affected  by  what  he  believes,  that  it 
will  not  change  the  course  of  his  ac- 
tions?" 

"I  do." 

"Suppose,"  I  said,  "a  man  should  put 
his  head  in  at  that  door  and  say  the  house 
was  on  fire,  what  would  you  do?  You 
would  get  out  by  the  window  if  you  be- 
lieved it,  wouldn't  you?" 

"Oh,"  he  replied,  "I  didn't  think  of 
that!" 

"No,"  I  said,  "I  guess  you  didn't." 

Belief  is  the  foundation  of  all  society, 
of  commerce,  and  of  everything  else. — 
Moody  Monthly. 

The  owner  of  a  factory  was  showing  a 
friend  through  the  building  while  the 
employees   were   at   work.   Pointing   to  a 


bright  young  girl,  he  said,  "We  consider 
that  girl  the  most  valuable  one  that  we 
have — not  because  she  turns  out  more 
work  than  the  others,  for  she  is  a  bit 
slow,  but  she  is  always  smiling,  and  that 
keeps  the  others  in  good  humor.  Our  fore- 
man tells  me  that  when  she  is  away  things 
seem  to  go  wrong  and  the  work  is  not 
satisfactorily  done.  We  are  willing  to  pay 
her  more  than  she  earns  by  her  hands  on 
account  of  her  sunny  disposition." 

"You  seem  very  pleased  about  some- 
thing," said  a  man  to  a  streetcar  con- 
ductor. "Yes,  I've  just  seen  a  little  girl 
who  takes  this  car  every  morning,  and  she 
always  smiles  at  me,  and  it  makes  me  feel 
good  for  the  rest  of  the  trip." — Gospel 
Herald. 

A  physician,  in  an  account  of  his  work 
among  hospital  children,  says,  "One  little 
fellow  had  to  have  some  dead  bone  re- 
moved from  his  arm.  He  got  well,  and 
perhaps  thought  I  had  taken  a  good  deal 
of  interest  in  him.  The  morning  he  was  to 
leave  he  sent  for  me.  When  I  reached  his 
bed  I  bent  over  him,  'Well,  Willie,'  I  said, 
'did  you  want  to  see  me  specially?'  The 
little  fellow  reached  his  hand  up  and  laid 
it  on  my  shoulder  as  I  bent  over  him,  and 
whispered,  'My  mama  will  never  hear  the 
last  about  you.'  "  What  a  beautiful  ex- 
pression of  gratitude!  Let  us  make  up  our 
minds  that  the  world  shall  never  hear  the 
last  of  the  blessings  God  continually  be- 
stows upon  us. — Selected. 

Appreciation 

An  American  tourist  and  a  native 
African  were  on  a  trip  one  day,  and  at 
midday  they  stopped  to  eat  the  lunch 
brought  by  the  African.  The  American 
ate  hurriedly  and  was  soon  ready  to  de- 
part. He  urged  the  native  to  hurry  so  that 
they  might  be  on  their  way.  "I  must  take 
time  to  eat  my  wife,"  was  the  reply.  The 
American  was  aghast,  and  the  native 
made  haste  to  explain.  "My  wife  put 
much  energy  and  thought  into  the  prep- 
aration of  this  food  and  it  would  be  ter- 
rible ingratitude  for  me  not  to  think  of 
her." 

The  African  could  well  teach  many 
Americans  a  lesson.  Every  time  we  eat 
a  meal,  all  of  those  countless  persons  who 
made  contributions  to  the  production, 
distribution,  or  preparation  of  the  food, 
most  of  whom  worked  for  low  salaries, 
cry  out  to  us,  "These  are  our  bodies 
broken  for  you."  When  we  ride  in  our 
cars,  use  the  facilities  of  our  schools  and 
churches,  enjoy  the  blessings  of  our  coun- 
try, we  cannot  help  but  remember  all 
those  who,  through  their  sacrifices  and 
gifts,  speak  out,  "These  arc  our  bodies 
broken  for  you." 

In  that  same  spirit  a  great  One  years 
ago  said  to  His  disciples,  "This  is  my  body 
broken  for  you." — Set. 
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Founders  of  Thankgiving 


BY  EARLE  W.  GAGE 


AS  MODERN  Americans,  surrounded 
by  the  bounty  of  nature  and  the 
gifts  of  science,  gaze  back  across  an  in- 
terval of  three  hundred  and  ten  years  to 
the  first  day  set  apart  for  a  united  Amer- 
ican Thanksgiving,  it  appears  that  the 
Pilgrims  had  little  cause  to  be  thankful. 

Those  Massachusetts  colonists  were  not 
only  far  from  home,  but  more  than  half 
their  number  had  died  during  the  bitter 
winter  of  1620  and  1621.  At  one  time 
famine  and  disease  had  prostrated  all  save 
six  of  the  brave  one  hundred  men  and 
women  who  set  forth  boldly 
from  Leyden  in  1620.  In 
Holland  they  had  first 
sought  the  religious  freedom 
denied  them  in  the  land  of 
their  birth. 

Early  in  the  spring  of 
1621,  the  settlers  managed 
to  plant  twenty  acres  of 
corn  and  six  acres  of  peas 
and  barley.  After  the  seed 
was  sown,  it  was  watched 
most  anxiously,  for  well  did 
the  pioneers  realize  that 
upon  the  harvest  depended 
not  alone  the  prosperity  of 
the  struggling  little  colony, 
but  life  itself. 


bread,  vegetables,  and  even  of  the  light- 
ness of  their  dumplings. 

Fortunately  for  the  brave  pioneers,  they 
were  unable  to  foresee  the  severe  hard- 
ships still  before  them,  nor  did  they  real- 
ize that  the  year  1622  was  to  be  filled 
with  misfortune  for  the  colony.  A  gloomy 
winter  passed,  and  then  the  spring  of 
1622  came.  The  settlers  finished  their 
planting  in  April,  but  a  severe  drought 
set  in  during  May  and  the  growing  crop 
was  withered  and  nearly  destroyed.  July 
came,  and  still  the  drought  persisted. 


FIRST  THANKSGIVING  PROCLAMATION 


To  the  great  joy  of  all, 
the  harvest  gathered  in  the 
autumn  was  plentiful. 
When  the  crops  had  been 
carefully  stored,  Governor 
Bradford  ordered  a  three 
days'  festival,  after  the  idea 
of  the  English  harvest  cere- 
monies. Ninety  friendly  In- 
dians were  invited,  includ- 
ing Chief  Massasoit. 

This  was  a  busy  season  in 
Plymouth  Colony.  The  men 
scoured  the  forest  wilderness 
for  game  of  all  kinds.  There 
were  wild  turkeys,  geese, 
ducks,  waterfowl,  and  fish; 
clams  also  were  dug  from 
the  seashore.  Wild  grapes 
were  to  be  had  for  the  gath- 
ering, as  well  as  nuts  from 
forest  trees.  The  Indians 
brought  five  deer  as  an  of- 
fering and  several  baskets  of 
delicious  oysters  for  which 
Wareham  is  justly  famous  to 
this  day.  Meanwhile,  the 
busy  women  labored  faith- 
fully with  their  primitive 
cooking  utensils  to  prepare 
all  the  delicacies  possible  un- 
der the  circumstances.  Spe- 
cial mention  is  made  of  the 
fine     barley     loaves,     corn 


The  first  Thanksgiving  proclamation  signed  by  George 
Washington,  which  for  more  than  a  hundred  years  was  lost 
and  which  now  reposes  in  the  Library  of  Congress,  Washing- 
ton, D.  C,  reads  as  follows: 

"By  the  President  of  the  United  States  of  America. 

"Whereas  it  is  the  duty  of  all  nations  to  acknowledge  the 
providence  of  Almighty  God,  to  obey  His  will,  to  be  grateful 
for  His  benefits,  and  humbly  to  implore  His  protection  and 
favor — and  whereas  both  Houses  of  Congress  have  by  their 
joint  committee  requested  me  'to  recommend  to  the  people 
of  the  United  States  a  day  of  public  thanksgiving  and  prayer, 
to  be  observed  by  acknowledging  with  grateful  hearts  the 
many  signal  favors  of  Almighty  God,  especially  by  affording 
them  an  opportunity  to  establish  a  form  of  government  for 
their  safety  and  happiness.' 

"Now,  therefore,  I  do  recommend  and  assign  Thursday,  the 
26th  day  of  November  next,  to  be  devoted  by  the  people  of 
these  States  to  the  service  of  that  great  and  glorious  Being 
who  is  the  beneficient  Author  of  all  the  good  that  was,  that 
is,  or  that  will  be — That  we  may  then  all  unite  in  rendering 
unto  Him  our  sincere  and  humble  thanks — for  His  kind  care 
and  protection  of  the  people  of  this  country  previous  to  their 
becoming  a  nation — for  the  signal  and  manifold  mercies  and 
the  favorable  interpositions  of  His  providence  which  we  ex- 
perienced in  the  course  and  conclusion  of  the  late  war — for 
the  great  degree  of  tranquility,  union,  and  plenty,  which  we 
have  since  enjoyed — for  the  peaceable  and  rational  manner 
in  which  we  have  been  enabled  to  establish  constitutions  of 
government  for  our  safety  and  happiness,  and  particularly  the 
national  one  now  lately  instituted — for  the  civil  and  religious 
liberty  with  which  we  are  blessed  and  the  means  we  have 
of  acquiring  and  diffusing  useful  knowledge;  and  in  general 
for  all  the  great  and  various  favors  which  He  hath  been 
pleased  to  confer  upon  us. 

"And  also  that  we  may  then  unite  in  most  humbly  offering 
our  prayers  and  supplications  to  the  great  Lord  and  Ruler  of 
Nations,  and  beseech  Him  to  pardon  our  national  and  other 
transgressions — to  enable  us  all,  whether  in  public  or  private 
stations,  to  perform  our  several  and  relative  duties  properly 
and  punctually — to  render  our  National  Government  a  bless- 
ing to  all  the  people  by  constantly  being  a  government  of 
wise,  just  and  constitutional  laws,  discretly  and  faithfully 
executed  and  obeyed — to  protect  and  guide  all  sovereigns  and 
nations  (especially  such  as  have  shown  kindness  to  us)  and 
to  bless  them  with  good  government,  peace,  and  concord;  to 
promote  the  knowledge  and  practice  of  true  religion  and  vir- 
tue, and  the  increase  of  science  among  them  and  us — and 
generally  to  grant  unto  all  mankind  such  a  degree  of  temporal 
prosperity  as  He  alone  knows  to  be  best. 

"Given  under  my  hand  at  the  City  of  New  York  the  third 
day  of  October  in  the  year  of  our  Lord  1789. 

"(Signed)  George  Washington." 

As  a  people  we  have  cause  to  be  thankful  that  our  country 
at  its  beginning  realized  its  debt  to  God  for  blessings  received. 
In  the  one  hundred  and  forty-two  years  that  have  passed  since 
this  valuable  document  was  written,  our  nation  has  made 
great  material  progress,  but  in  the  things  of  the  spirit  this 
ancient  proclamation  still  challenges  us  as  an  ideal  to  ap- 
proach. 


For  relief  in  their  need,  a  was  uppoint- 
ed  for  special  fasting  and  prayer.  We  can 
easily  imagine  the  great  joy  of  the  Pil- 
grims when  at  last  they  saw  clouds  spread 
over  the  sky,  from  which  descended  the 
next  morning,  a  gentle  rain  that  served 
to  revive  the  corn  and  brought  renewed 
hope.  A  new  faith  in  God's  ability  and 
willingness  to  answer  prayer  were  in- 
stilled in  the  hearts  of  the  trusting  Pil- 
grims. 

A  few  days  later,  Captain  Myles  Stan- 
dish,  returning  from  a  voyage  undertaken 
in  quest  of  securing  provisions,  ^vas  able 
to  bring  not  only  food  but  the  glad  news 
that  a  ship  had  been  sighted  bearing  in 
the  direction  of  Plymouth.  In  acknowl- 
edgment of  all  these  blessings,  a  public 
service  of  prayer  and 
thanksgiving  was  held. 

Two  centuries  later,  in 
1820,  Plymouth  held  the  bi- 
centennial celebration  of  the 
landing  of  the  Pilgrims.  A 
state  dinner  was  given  upon 
the  occasion  and,  as  each 
guest  took  his  place,  he  was 
amazed  to  find  beside  his 
plate  five  grains  of  parched 
corn — no  more,  no  less.  This 
was  an  appropriate  and 
touching  reminder  of  those 
heroic  men  and  women  who 
dared  famine  and  slaughter 
for  their  principles,  who 
first  won  plenty  from  an 
unwilling  and  uncultivated 
wilderness  soil. 


The  parched  corn  recalled 
the  time  when  the  first  har- 
vest planted  in  the  new 
world  was  still  far  from 
ripe,  and  when  the  leader 
had  awakened  one  day  to 
the  grim  fact  that  there  re- 
mained but  one  pint  of  corn 
in  all  the  settlement.  From 
the  seven  log  cabins  nestled 
near  the  shore,  those  first 
settlers  had  been  summoned 
together  and  the  slender 
stock  of  provisions  was  im- 
partially divided  among 
them — five  kernels  of  corn 
being  the  share  for  each 
man,  woman,  and  child  in 
the  colony. 

Four  months  passed  be- 
fore the  Pilgrims  again 
tasted  either  corn  or  bread, 
and  meanwhile  they  were 
forced  to  live  on  shellfish, 
berries,  groundnuts,  acorns, 
and  other  edibles  that  the 
wilds  provided. 

William  Stoughton,  grim 
old  Puritan,  in  1688,  sent- 
entiously  stated,  "God  sifted 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Praying  Down  a  Thanksgiving 
Dinner 


Founded  on  Facts 
MABEL  PRESCOTT  SMITH 


It  was  the  afternoon  before  Thanks- 
giving Day  that  Miss  Walton,  a  worker 
in  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hastings'  little  Faith 
Mission,  was  returning  from  a  round  of 
calls  on  some  of  the  most  destitute  and 
suffering  people  in  that  downtown  dis- 
trict. The  very  tenements  that  housed  the 
unhappy  occupants  seemed  themselves  to 
fairly  shriek  out  want  and  misery. 

The  woman's  heart  was  saddened  by 
what  she  had  seen  and  heard,  but  she  re- 
joiced that  some  hearts  had  been  com- 
forted and  inspired  with  hope  by  the  pre- 
cious gospel  messages  that  she  had  given 
them.  How  much  she  wished  she  were 
able  to  do  as  much  for  their  bodily  needs, 
and  she  thought  especially  of  two  families 
who  looked  forward  to  Thanksgiving 
Day,  with  no  prospect  of  having  enough 
of  even  the  poorest  food  to  relieve  their 
actual  hunger. 

When  she  told  Mrs.  Hastings  about 
them,  the  little  woman  exclaimed  at  once, 
"We  must  make  a  dinner  for  them!"  Yet 
the  prospect  for  their  own  dinner  ap- 
peared limited  to  potatoes  and  bread. 
However  she  never  paid  any  attention  to 
prospects  of  that  kind,  except  to  make 
them  occasions   for  special   prayer. 

"Where  on  earth  can  we  get  provisions 
for  thirteen  extra  hungry  people,  on  such 
short  notice?"  exclaimed  Hannah,  the 
servant.  "Why  you  know,  Mrs.  Hastings, 
that  you  haven't  money  enough  on  hand 
to  buy  even  a  skinny  chicken  for  our- 
selves, and  even  if  Mr.  Hastings  has  some 
money,  he  won't  get  back  in  time  to  buy 
the  things." 

Mrs.  Hastings  gave  one  of  her  confi- 
dent, hopeful  chuckles.  "The  Lord  wants 
us  to  get  up  that  dinner,  so  we  will  have 
to  pray  it  down.  I'm  not  praying  for  a 
chicken;  but  I'm  asking  Him  to  put  it  in 
the  heart  of  Mr.  Webb,  the  banker,  to 
send  us  a  big  fat  turkey;  for  he  is  well 
able  to  do  it.  So  I  am  going  upstairs  now 
to  pray  for  it,  and  don't  call  me  down  till 
it  comes." 

After  she  had  gone,  Hannah  remarked, 
"Well,  when  she  talks  and  looks  like  that, 
you  can  count  on  it  that  she'll  get  it;  she 
always  does." 

"Yes,"  laughed  Miss  Walton,  "and  we 
are  safe  in  starting  in  to  plan  the  dinner, 
right  away." 

Mrs.  Hastings  had  been  upstairs  about 
half  on  hour  when  the  doorbell  rang. 
Young  Johnnie  ran  to  answer  the  call. 
Something  hindered  the  door  from  open- 
ing readily.  He  gave  the  knob  a  vigorous 


jerk,  and  an  object  hanging  on  the  out- 
side swung  about  and  struck  him.  With- 
out waiting  to  take  it  from  the  door,  he 
rushed  to  the  stairway.  "Mamma!  Mam- 
ma!" he  yelled  excitedly.  "Come  down 
quick;  your  prayer's  a-hangin'  on  the 
front  door!" 

Before  she  got  down,  Hannah  was  hold- 
ing a  turkey  in  her  arms.  "It's  come,  all 
right,  but  it  ain't  a  big  fat  one,  though." 

Nothing  daunted,  Mrs.  Hastings  re- 
plied happily,  "Father  knows  best,  and  I 
praise  Him  for  it,  but  it  is  only  large 
enough  for  our  little  family.  I'll  have  to 
pray  for  another  for  our  guests."  Then 
turning  to  Johnnie  she  asked  him  who 
brought  it. 

"I  don't  know,  Mamma;  I  just  saw  a 
boy  hikin'  it  down  the  street  as  fast  as  he 
could  go." 

"Well,  I  know  Mr.  Webb  sent  it,  any- 
way; now  I'll  run  back  upstairs  and  ask 

Thanksgiving 

/  counted  up  my  little  store. 
Why  was  to  others  given  more? 
Why  were  their  lips  with  honey  fed 
While     mine    had      labor's      hard-earned 

bread? 
A  weary,  hopeless  task  seemed  living. 
I  could  not  bring  to  Cod  thanksgiving. 

There  came  a  poor  man  to  my  door, 
I  shared  with  him  my  scanty  store. 
When,  lo,  my  sense  of  want  had  flown 
And  rarest  riches  were  my  own! 
So  sweet  is  love's  divided  bread 
I  seemed  with  heaven's  own  manna  fed. 
What  blessed  joy  there  was  in  living! 
1  brought  to  God  my  glad  thanksgiving. 
— Harper  Bazaar. 

Father  for  another,  and  for  all  the  other 
things  we  will  need." 

Up  she  went,  leaving  the  other  women 
looking  at  each  other  amazed.  "Now  isn't 
that  just  like  her!"  exclaimed  Hannah; 
"I  never  knowed  anybody  that  could  get 
things  firsthand  from  the  Lord  like  she 
can." 

Miss  Walton  replied,  "It  must  be  be- 
cause she  keeps  in  such  close  touch  with 
God  that  she  can  hear  more  clearly  what 
He  tells  her  to  ask  for.  She  seldom,  if  ever, 
makes  any  mistake  in  her  requests;  but  it 
does  seem  almost  presumptuous  in  her  to 
ask  for  another  turkey." 

Mrs.  Hastings  was  still  praying,  when 
suddenly  she  heard  a  loud  thump  down- 


stairs on  the  kitchen  floor.  She  didn't  even 
stop  to  say  "Amen,"  but   hurried  down 
expectantly — glancing   through   the    win 
dow  she  caught  sight  of  Neighbor  Case 
hurrying   down   the   back   path. 

The  two  women  were  gazing  at  a  tur- 
key that  Johnnie  was  trying  to  lift,  but 
couldn't.  Tears  glistened  in  their  eyes, 
while  Mrs.  Hastings  joyfully  cried  out, 
"The  Lord  is  faithful!  Praise  His  name!" 
and  the  two  women  sobbed  "Amen." 

"And  now,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings,  her 
eyes  sparkling,  "the  other  things  will  soon 
come, — I  won't  need  to  pray  any  more; 
so  I'll  hurry  down  the  street  and  invite 
our  guests.  It  isn't  far  to  go.  But  don'r 
wait  supper  for  me." 

Returning  home,  she  saw  the  grocery 
wagons  making  late  deliveries.  "Time 
enough  yet,"  she  assured  herself.  She  had 
been  in  the  house  but  a  few  minutes, 
when  a  grocer-boy  opened  the  kitchen 
door  without  knocking,  set  a  big  box  of 
provisions  on  the  table,  and  hurried  out 
to  the  wagon  for  another. 

"Who  sent  them?'  asked  Miss  Walton. 
Before  he  could  answer,  Mrs.  Hastings 
did:  "Why,  Father  sent  them." 

The  grocer-boy  looked  at  her  curious- 
ly; "Guess  you're  mistaken,  ma'am — the 
man  was  a  lot  too  young  to  be  your 
father;  but  he  wouldn't  tell  us  his  name." 

"Well,"  said  Mrs.  Hastings,  "when 
you  see  him,  thank  him  heartily  for  us, 
and  tell  him,  God  bless  him  for  obeying 
the  Lord's  orders  so  faithfully." 

After  the  boy  left,  she  told  of  her  visits 
to  the  two  homes.  "When  I  gave  Mrs. 
McKenzie  the  invitation,  she  looked  at 
me  as  I  was  some  heavenly  visitor,  and 
began  crying.  Then  wiping  her  eyes  on 
her  apron,  she  said,  'You  folks  are  the 
first  humans  that  have  ever  given  us  a 
kind  look  or  word  since  we  came  here,  and 
we  had  just  about  lost  all  faith  in  God 
and  man;  my  husband  has,  but  now 
you've  put  new  life  and  courage  into  me.' 

"Six  of  the  seven  children  were  there, 
and  such  a  joy  as  came  into  their  faces! 
Little  Donald  said,  'Oh,  don't  I  wish  to- 
morrow was  right  now;  I'm  so  hungry!' 
It  made  my  heart  bleed. 

"Then  at  Mrs.  Flynns,  I  left  them  all 
smiling  and  happy  in  anticipation  of  'tur- 
key and  everything.'  Francis  asked  for  the 
wishbone,  so  he  could  wish  they  could 
have  turkey  every  day." 

Such  a  thanksgiving  dinner  it  was. 
Johnnie  sat  with  the  guests,  and  Mr. 
Hastings  helped  serve  the  end  of  the 
table;  but  the  women  were  busy  keeping 
the  plates  filled. 

The  children  looked  wonderingly  at 
Mr.  Hastings,  as  he  bowed  his  head  in 
thanksgiving,  and  in  petition  for  God's 
blessing  on  each  one  present.  Nothing 
marred  the  joyous  feasting,  until  five- 
year-old  Francis  Flynn  settled  back  in  his 

(Continued  on  page   19) 
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LETTER  FROM  GEORGE  COOK 

{Continued  from  last  issue) 

"I  was  thinking  of  writing  to  Sahib 
(Brother  Cook)  but  now,  as  I  understand 
from  the  extract  from  Madam's  letter,  it 
is  not  practicable.  Convey  my  best  greet- 
ings to  them.  Unless  we  get  a  good  help- 
ing hand  for  the  Telugu  work,  it  is  hard 
to  pull  on  the  work.  Please  write 
STRONGLY  to  Sahib  (Brother  Cook) 
about  it   ... 

I  am  praying  hard  that  the  Lord  will 
help  you  to  get  money  for  this  needy 
work.  It  is  because  Onnooney  (Abraham) 
didn't  have  enough  for  his  needs  that  he 
got  sick  and  had  to  come  home  last  time. 
I  do  hope  you  will  not  be  displeased  with 
me  for  going  ahead  with  this  and  about 
Brother  Dass  mentioned  immediately  be- 
low. 

As  I  wrote  you  in  my  last  letter  Bro. 
Sanyasi  (the  brother  used  in  opening  this 
field)  has  been  bothering  me  much  be- 
cause no  workers  are  being  sent  to  the 
Telugu  field;  he  puts  all  the  blame  on  me 
and  seems  to  think  you  are  sending  the 
money  and  I  am  not  utilizing  it  for  the 
right  purpose.  Just  last  week  I  got  a  very 
strong  letter  from  him.  So  I  wrote  at  once 
to  Brother  Dass  of  Trichy  and  asked 
whether  he  was  willing  to  go.  He  wrote 
that  he  would  go  in  faith.  I  promised  him 
$5  per  month,  besides  the  house  rent  of 
Rs.  5 1-  ($1.66),  note  that  this  is  station 
Cuddapah,  and  Onnooney  is  going  to  sta- 
tion Nellore.  This  amount  will  never  be 
a  loss  but  will  be  an  investment  in  "lost 
soul  bonds."  Brother  Benjamine  (super- 
intendent of  Tamil  field)  has  spoken  very 
highly  of  the  Telugu  work.  Oh,  for  mon- 
ey to  go  out  even  further  into  the  vast 
fields  which  are  ripe  and  ready  to  harvest. 
Laborers  will  be  forthcoming  but  the  hire 
is  necessary.  War  means  costlier  running 
expenses,  etc.  We  are  praying  very  earn- 
estly that  the  Lord  will  help  you  to  wake 
up  the  dormant  and  disinterested  mission- 
ary spirit  among  the  saints  in  America. 
I  know  that  He  will  answer  our  prayers. 
You  cannot  expect  a  half -starved  person 
to  do  his  real  best  for  the  gospel,  can  you? 

Sometimes  I  muse  over  the  reason  why 
the  Lord  has  put  it  into  my  mind  to  learn 
Hindi  with  such  interest.  Do  you  think 
that  it  is  because  the  Lord  wants  me  to  go 
to  North  India  and  spread  the  gospel 
amongst  the  Hindu  speaking  people?  1 
really  believe  that  the  Lord  has  some  rea- 
son for  my  learning  the  Hindi  language 
and  I  am  not  learning  it  for  nothing.  It 
seems  that  I  have  a  never-failing  interest 


for  the  language  and  could  study  it  for- 
ever if  I  had  the  brains  and  time.  I  don't 
know  what  the  Lord  has  in  mind  for  me 
but  I  know  this,  that  I  am  willing  to  do 
whatever  He  wants  me  to. 

"Where  He  leads  me  I  will  follow."  I'm 
going  along  with  my  hand  in  His  and  1 
know  that  He  will  keep  me  safe.  Halle- 
lujah! I  don't  know  why  it  is  but  my 
mind  feels  so  light  while  I  am  writing 
this  and  I  just  yearn  to  be  used  of  the 
Lord  for  His  glory.  Pray  more  for  me 
that  the  Lord  will  make  me  even  more 
useful  in  my  21st  year.  I  am  beginning  to 
see  that  I  am  no  longer  a  young  kid  now 
but  a  person  who  has  a  responsibility  and 
must  be  an  example  to  those  around  about 
me  and  who  look  up  to  me  for  guidance. 
May  His  name  be  glorified  in  me.  Praise 
the  Lord  that  I  feel  all  right  now  bodily. 
He  has  given  me  wonderful  strength  to 
help  me  to  get  along  in  spite  of  the  three 
months  of  strenuous  work  in  the  hills. 

T.  M.  V.  went  to  Anjalathanam  on 
Thursday  and  had  a  good  meeting  with 
all  the  Moopens  (Elders) .  They  were  giv- 
en their  quarterly  help  and  seemed  very 
pleased  since  these  months  are  the  fam- 
ine months  especially.  After  this  he  went 
to  Chettakal  where  the  district  Bible 
School  is  running  very  well.  M.  M.  John 
and  K.  E.  Varughese  are  the  teachers. 
They  carry  on  from  7:00  to  9:30  p.  m. 
and  have  three  periods!  P.  C.  Samuel  is 
carrying  on  the  (district)  B.  T.  S.  at 
Anjalathanam  very  nicely  also.  People 
who  are  well  grounded  in  the  Word  will 


always  stand  true  when  persecution  comes 
their  way! 

I  wish  that  a  good  Bible  School  could 
be  run  for  the  benefit  of  the  workers  in 
the  Tamil  district.  It  would  mean  incal- 
culable help  to  them.  Of  course,  the 
Lord  have  His  own  way  in  it.  This  is  only 
my  wish,  that's  all. 

The  gas  lamp  went  out  just  a  minute 
ago  and  I  had  to  get  a  fresh  supply  of 
kerosene  before  going  on  with  this  letter. 
I  am  not  sending  this  letter  off  till  to- 
morrow afternoon  but  I  want  to  get  this 
done  tonight  as  I  have  my  Hindi  and 
Bible  study  to  attend  to  tomorrow,  and 
besides  that  I  will  have  the  carpenters  and 
perhaps  the  sawyers  on  my  hands. 

Well,  the  time  now  is  almost  11:15  p. 
m.  I  must  get  to  bed  as  I  have  to  get  up 
at  7  a.  m.  for  my  Hindi  lesson.  Anyway, 
my  stock  of  news  seems  to  be  at  nil  at 
present  so  good  night  for  the  present.  I 
guess  that  while  I  am  about  ready  for  bed 
you  are  up  and  around  doing  your  work! 
Good  night  from  dreamy  old  Mount 
Zion,  Chengannur,  Travancore,  India, 
miles  from  U.  S.  A. 

July  29,  1940.  This  is  Mt.  Zion  calling 
again  over  the  Pacific  air.  Morning  has 
come  and  we  must  be  about  our  duties 
once  more.  I  just  received  a  letter  from 
the  Cases  saying  that  they  are  O.  K.  and 
pounding  away  heavily  at  Malayalam  lan- 
guage. Mrs.  Case  wrote  Blossom  a  letter  in 
Malayalam  and  it  is  quite  well  done.  She 
wants  it  corrected  and  sent  back  to  her. 

The  carpenters  are  working  away  furi- 
ously on  the  Mangudi  church  roof.  (This 
will  be  put  together  and  shiffed.)  There 
are  five  of  them,  so  we  ought  to  get  the 
job  done  soon.  The  only  hindrance  is  the 
timber  which  we  have  to  buy  from  here 
C Continued  on  page  19) 
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Blossom  and  some  native  ivorkers  go  on  a  tour 
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AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA 

A  pretty  little  girl,  one  Christmas  holi- 
day, held  out  in  her  little  hand  a  slip  of 
paper  saying,  "Will  this  do  for  a  Christ- 
mas present  to  you?  It's  got  the  picture  of 
a  pretty  blue  bird  on  it."  "Yes,"  I  said. 
"I'm  glad  to  get  it,"  and  I  certainly  was 
because  it  showed  her  love  to  me  by  using 
what  she  could  for  a  gift. 

Many  times  I  carry  a  wound  upon  my 
heart  that  often  bleeds  afresh,  yet  I  want 
to  do  all  I  can  to  help  up  the  fallen,  and 
speak  words  of  comfort  to  the  weary,  to 
bind  up  the  wounded  and  scatter  love 
and  sunshine  in  every  lonely  heart.  I 
want  to  scatter  the  roses  while  folks  live. 
Yet  a  few  days  and  we  will  all  pass  away. 

Every  one  who  wants  tracts  and  sends 
me  a  postage  stamp  I'll  be  glad  to  fur- 
nish them.  May  God  bless  every  one. — 
Emmett   Sharp,   Woodlawn,   Va. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

As  I  read  your  paper  from  time  to  time 
each  one  gets  better.  I  can  hardly  wait 
for  the  next  one  to  come.  I  just  can't  ex- 
press my  appreciation  for  the  paper  and 
the  food  I  get  for  my  soul. 

I  am  glad  I  can  say  I  am  a  child  of  the 
King,  also  that  my  husband  and  little 
girl  have  the  blessing  too.  We  all  got 
saved  last  January  in  the  first  revival  we 
had  in  our  new  church. 

When  we  organized  the  Y.  P.  E.  we 
had  fifteen  members,  now  we  have  sixty. 
God  is  blessing  in  a  wonderful  way.  We 
have  our  Y.  P.  E.  on  Saturday  night.  At 
most  places  they  say  they  can't  get  the 
people  out  on  Saturday  night.  Thank  God, 
we  are  just  a  few  but  we  are  on  fire  for 
God.  Pray  for  us  that  God  may  use  us  in 
a  wonderful  way  to  lead  souls  to  the 
cross. 

We  praise  God  for  this  way  that  leads 
from  earth  to  glory.  We  haven't  been  in 
the  way  very  long  and  are  not  tired  of  it, 
it's  such  a  sweet  way.  My  soul  gets  so  bur- 
dened at  times  for  lost  souls.  We  pray  for 
God  not  to  cut  them  off  in  their  sins. 

I  am  president  of  our  Y.  P.  E.  and  I 
help  get  our  programs  from  your  paper. 

Pray  for  our  revival  and  for  lost  souls 
here,  and  for  us  that  we  may  stay  in  the 
center  of  His  will. — Maggie  Lois  Jack- 
son, Neeses,  S.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  been  reading  the  Lighted  Path- 
way for  about  one  year  and  a  half.  I  can 
truthfully  say  that  I  have  always  enjoyed 
doing  this.  Many  times  it  has  helped  me 
greatly.  I  enjoy  working  in  the  young 
people's   services   and    the   Lighted   Path- 


Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  can't  help  saying  a  word  of  apprecia- 
tion for  your  article  appearing  in  the 
June  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway,  en- 
titled, "The  Great  I  Am."  I  feel  that  it 
so  completely  meets  the  need  of  instruc- 
tions in  so  many  cases.  I  do  thank  the 
Lord  so  much  for  this  masterpiece. 

Truly  your  efforts  are  commendab'e 
from  every  respect  and  all  of  us  young 
people  are  so  happy  for  having  a  mother 
like  you. — L.  S.  Cooper,  Greenville,  Miss. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  thought  I  would  write  a  few  lines 
to  say  I  enjoy  the  Lighted  Pathway  more 
each  month.  I  can  hardly  wait  until  it 
comes  out.  God  bless  you  for  what  you 
are  doing.  It  takes  the  place  of  every  book 
the  world  has  to  offer  for  young  and  old 
alike.  Sister  Harrison,  you  are  doing  a 
work  that  will  not  be  soon  forgotten. 

May  the  Lord  bless  you  is  my  prayer. — 
Mrs.  Arthur  L.  Wilson,  Draper,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  tell  you  how  much  I  appreci- 
ate your  work.  The  Lighted  Pathway  has 
meant  more  to  me  than  I  can  begin  to 
tell.  I  am  always  anxious  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway  to  come.  I  read  every  word  in 
it,  and  many  times  shed  tears,  for  it  is  so 


I  enjoy  selling  the  Lighted  Pathway  be- 
cause I  know  it  means  a  blessing  to  every- 
one who  reads  it.  I  enjoy  the  Editor's  Mes- 
sage so  much. 

We  also  thank  the  Lord  for  our  good 
humble  pastor.  He  has  certainly  been  a 
blessing  to  our  church. 

We  covet  your  prayers. — Mrs.  Sam 
Ledford,  Sale  Creek,  Tenn. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  think  your  message  is  just  what 
young  folk  need,  to  make  the  best  of 
what  we  have  around  us  to  enjoy  and  to 
try  to  see  the  bright  side  of  life.  I  have 
noticed  the  men  and  women  who  have 
climbed  to  fame  made  the  best  use  of 
what  they  found  at  hand  to  work  with. 

Mr.  Ford  built  his  first  car  in  an  hum- 
ble little  workshop,  yet  it  was  the  birth 
of  a  great  enterprise.  Little  David  tended 
his  father's  sheep  while  his  older  brothers 
went  to  fight  against  the  great  giant. 
David  had  to  kill  a  lion  and  bear  to  save 
his  flock,  yet  God  was  only  giving  him 
training  so  that  when  he  heard  Goliath's 
challenge  he  wasn't  the  least  afraid  to  try 
a  little  stone  in  his  sling  against  the  fore- 
head of  the  mighty  giant  who  had  defied 
the  army  of  the  living  God. 


way  has  given  me  a  great  deal  of  material 
for  programs.  If  any  one  sees  this  in  print, 
who  has  Y.P.E.  programs  that  they're  not 
going  to  use,  please  send  them  to  me  to 
use  in  our  work  here.  I  enjoy  getting  pro- 
grams up  and  the  material  that  is  sent 
to  me  will  be  greatly  appreciated.  Please 
pray  for  me  and  the  work  here. 

May  God  bless  you,  dear  editor,  and  all 
the  readers. — Eldora  Dalehite,  W.  Dur- 
ham, N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  want  to  praise  the  Lord  for  His  bless- 
ings to  us  in  Tampa.  We  have  a  good  Y. 
P.  E.  and  good  leaders.  We  all  work  to- 
gether to  make  our  services  interesting. 
We  enjoy  reading  the  Lighted  Pathway 
very  much.  We  agreed  at  the  first  of  the 
year  to  sell  ten  rolls  and  later  increased 
to  twelve  rolls,  and  then  sixteen  rolls  and 
our  last  order  was  twenty  rolls.  Pray  for 
us. — Rebecca  Hamby,  Tampa,  Fla. 

Dearest  Sister  Harrison: 

So  often  I  have  thought  of  writing  to 
you  and  trying  to  express  my  sincere  ap- 
preciation of  your  service  and  devotion 
for  us  young  people.  I  always  enjoyed 
your  editorials  in  the  Lighted  Pathway 
so  much.  In  fact,  I  enjoy  the  entire  paper, 
often  reading  it  through  before  putting 
it  down.  We  have  become  so  used  to  hav- 
ing it  now  that  I  doubt  if  we  stop  to 
realize  its  true  value  or  appreciate  the 
fact  we  have  such  a  spiritual  little  paper 
for  our  encouragement  and  help. 

I  am  sending  in  a  subscription  from  a 
friend  and  I  just  want  to  tell  you  how  it 
came  about.  I  have  a  sweet  Baptist  friend 
who  works  in  the  same  office  with  me. 
She  is  really  a  sincere  woman  and  hungry 
for  more  of  God's  blessing.  She  is  a  very 
active  worker  in  her  church  and  also  a 
personal  worker  on  the  job  and  every- 
where. 

Having  to  conduct  the  devotional  in 
her  department  at  Sunday  School  one  day 
she  came  to  me  and  asked  me  for  help  on 
the  topic  of  "Personal  Workers."  I  did 
what  I  could  and  in  the  next  issue  of  the 
Lighted  Pathway  I  noticed  so  much  on 
the  thought  of  Personal  Evangelism. 
Knowing  she  would  enjoy  it,  I  took  her  a 
copy  to  read.  She  came  back  to  work  next 
day  saying  it  was  the  best,  most  spiritual 
little  paper  she  had  ever  read  and  wanted 
another  copy.  I  took  her  the  last  issue  of 
it  and  results  were,  she  said  she  wanted  to 
subscribe  for  it.  She  enjoyed  your  edi- 
torials so  much,  in  fact,  liked  it  all. 

I  sincerely  believe  Jesus  is  coming  soon 
and  I  want  to  do  all  I  can  to  help  win  the 
lost  while  there  is  yet  time.  In  the  office 
where  I  work,  at  the  courthouse,  there 
are  so  many  sinners,  before  whom  I  want 
my  light  to  shine. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  had  on  a  contest  and 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Try  Smiling 

As  you  trod  along  the  street, 
Some  old  friend  you  chance  to  meet, 
And  you  they  fail  to  greet, 
Try  smiling. 

As  you  journey  down  life's  road, 
Though  you  bear  a  heavy  load, 
You're  reaping  from  the  seed  you  sowed, 
Try  smiling. 

When  your  life  is  sad  and  drear, 
And  your  journey's  end  is  near, 
And  you  hear  no  word  of  cheer, 
Try   smiling. 

— Myra  Dell  Fields,  Ft.  Worth,  Tex. 

The  Coming  Boy  or  Girl 

There's  a  niche  for  you  in  the  world,  my 
boy, 

A  corner  for  you  to  fill, 

And  it  waits  today  along  life's  way 
For  the  boy  with  a  frank,  "I  will." 

So  lad  be  true, 

The  world  wants  you 
In  the  heart  of  our  Junior  Y.  P.  E. 

There's  a  niche  in  the  world  for  you,  my 
girl, 

A  corner  for  you  to  fill, 
And  a  work  to  do 
Which  no  one  but  you 
In  God's  great  plan  can  fill. 
So  girls  be  true,  the  world  wants  you, 
And  your  place  is  waiting     still     in  our 
Junior  Y.  P.  E. 

— Dora  Raids,  Okemah,  Okla. 

Born  Again 

Mrs.  G.  /.  Kile 

One  day  when  I  was  deep  in  sin 

And  had  no  peace  within, 
There  came  a  small  still  voice 

And  said,  "Repent,"  and  enter  in. 

I  heard  this  sweet  voice  from  day  to  day, 
But  laughed  and  snubbed  and  went  my 
way; 
For  I  was  bound  by  Satan  so  strong 

I   didn't    realize   I   had   served  him   so 
long. 

Then  one  day  I  heard  a  prayer 

From  the  lips  of  one  whom  God  had 
warned  to  beware; 
The  Spirit  broke,  I  began  to  weep 

And  I  cast  my  burdens  at  Jesus'  feet. 

Now  I  rejoice  both  day  and  night 
For  this  sweet  new  ray  of  light; 

Old  things  have  passed  away, 

And  I  am  truly  happy  in  Christ  today. 


A  Little  Kindness  Helps 

Lewin  W.  Poteat 

When  your  soul  is  deep  in  sorrow, 

When  it  seems  your  heart  will  break, 

That's   when  one  must   need   to  borrow 
A  kind  true  smile,  a  firm  handshake. 

There's  perhaps  someone  that  needs  you 
In  this  world  of  sin  and  strife, 

Flash  a  smile,  it  can't  harm  you, 
It  may  help  someone  in  life. 

Many  a  time  while  just  a  child 

I   would   watch    some   friendly   person 
pass, 

I'd  expect  from  him  a  kind  warm  smile, 
They'd  surely  give  to  me  at  last. 

Then  there,  too,  the  grouchy  one 

I  always  feared  to  see; 
It  seemed  to  me  he'd  always  put 

His  fiercest  look  on  me. 

For  one  that's  kind  we  children  then 
Would  help  whene'er  we  could, 

But  evil,  sneaky,  grouchy  men 
We  felt  we  never  should. 

If  a  smile  will  help  us  when  a  child, 
Kindness  sure  will  help  us  yet; 

Try  it  now  and  see  how  mild, 
One's  evil  nature  gets. 

Two  Roads 

There  are  two  roads  and  only  two, 
I  must  travel  one  and  so  must  you; 
I'm  going  the  straight  and  narrow  way, 
Which  road  are  you  traveling  today? 

Judgment  day  is  coming  soon 
And  I  can  answer  gladly; 
You  have  your  own  choice  to  make, 
So  must  you  answer  sadly? 

— Vivian  Water  son,  Largo,  Fla. 

The  World  or  the  Cross 

Would  you  exchange  the  world  for  the 

cross 
Or  would  you  rather  have  the  world  and 

be  lost? 
Would  you  exchange  it  for  the  way  that 

is  best, 
So  that  you  would  have  a  life  of  peace 

and  rest? 

Is  this  old  world  of  sin  and  shame, 

Worth  more  than  Jesus'  sweet  name? 

Is  the  world  worth  more  than  a  mansion 

on  high? 
If  it  is,  I  would  really  like  to  know  why. 

The  cross  may  be  very  heavy  to  bear, 


But  there  will  be  plenty  of  rest  for  you 

up  there. 
Jesus  died  for  you  and  me,  you've  heard 

it  again  and  again, 
To  save  you  and  me  and  cleanse  us  from 

sin. 

For  Him  we  all  should  be  willing  to  live, 
For  us  His  life  He  surely  did  give 
That  we  all  may  have  a  claim  in  the  sky, 
Where  we  shall  live  and  nevermore  die. 

— LeKoy  Bright,  Gaffney,  S.  C. 

Gifts  Supreme 

{To  Jewel) 

If  I  could  give  the  finest  gift 

In  all  the  world  to  you, 
The  very  best  is  what  I'd  give, 

With  all  my  heart,  that's  true. 

It  wouldn't  be  a  swell  new  car, 

Or  mansion  big  and  fine, 
Nor  lovely  clothes  and  jewels  fair, 

Nor  food  for  you  to  dine. 

Oh  yes!  those  things  are  very  nice, 
But  they  simply  will  not  last; 

The  gift  that  I  would  rather  give 
From  you  would  never  pass. 

The  gift?  It's  life  eternal, 

Joy  without  an  end; 
And  when  you've  lived     ten     thousand 
years 

Then,  life  would  just  begin. 

This  priceless  gift  I  cannot  give, 

It  isn't  in  my  power; 
But  I've  a  Friend  who  offers  you 

The  gift  this  very  hour. 

— Lois  White,  Warrior,  Ala. 

The  Time  For  Our  Lights  to  Shine 

While  the  storms  are  raging  high 
And   the   winds   are  howling   loud, 
Then's  the  time  for  our  lights  to  shine 
Even  to  the  vain  and  proud. 

When  old  Satan  is  tempting  sorely 
Seems  that  darkness  hovers  near, 
Then  our  lights  should  help  someone 
Who  is  sad  and  needs  some  cheer. 

When  some  dear  child  of  God 

Is  growing  weaker  every  day, 

Then  let  your  light  so  shine  out 

To  help  him  find  the  long  straight  way. 

Wherever  we  are,  wherever  we  be 

Let  our  lights  shine  out  that  sinners  may 

see 
Just  what  the  Savior  means  to  thee 
And  I  will  tell  what  He  means  to  me. 

— Fredy  Davis. 

If  some  people  would  confine  their 
talking  to  the  things  they  know  instead 
of  chattering  about  what  they  have  heard 
or  imagined  they  could  give  their 
tongues  a  much-needed  rest. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Class   Evangelism 


BY  THE  EDITOR 


An  Imaginary  Training  Class 

"Good  evening,  boys  and  girls.  I'm 
very  glad  to  sec  you.  And  we  arc  hoping 
chat  you  have  been  kept  by  the  power  of 
God  the  past  week  and  have  come  with 
enthusiasm  for  another  good  meeting." 

James:  "Thank  you,  Sister  Harrison. 
We  are  very  hungry  to  know  more  about 
the  Word  of  God." 

Mrs.  H.:  "That  is  a  splendid  way  to 
feel,  for  Jesus  said  in  His  sermon  on  the 
mount,  'Blessed  are  those  who  hunger  and 
thirst  after  righteousness  for  they  shall 
be  filled.'  That  is  a  good  promise,  isn't 
it?" 

Ruth:  "Sister  Harrison,  I've  been  great- 
ly humiliated  lately.  I'm  going  to  college 
and  my  friends  ask  me  so  many  things 
about  my  church  and  I  just  can't  inform 
them.  I've  neglected  the  study  of  what 
my  church  teaches.  I  came  tonight  to  see 
if  I  can  get  some  help." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Ruth,  we  are  so  glad  to  have 
you  join  our  class  and  we  are  glad  you 
have  begun  to  realize  your  need  of  know- 
ing more  about  the  Bible  and  the  teach- 
ing of  the  church  to  which  you  belong. 
We're  living  in  an  age  now  when  we  must 
be  'ready  always  to  give  an  answer  to  ev- 
ery man  that  asketh  you  a  reason  of  the 
hope  that  is  in  you,  with  meekness  and 
fear.'    2  Pet.  3:15. 

"There  was  a  time  when  people  didn't 
question  so  much  the  things  of  God,  but 
now  it's  an  age  of  infidelity  and  unbelief 
that  makes  us  need  more  than  ever  to 
know  the  Word  of  God." 

James:  "My,  I  wish  you  could  have 
been  here  the  last  four  meetings,  Ruth. 
We  have  learned  a  lot  about  the  teachings 
of  our  church." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  Ruth,  but  it  is  not  too 
late  for  you  to  get  them  yet  for  these  les- 
sons are  all  in  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I'll 
tell  you  what  to  do.  Get  the  four  last 
issues  of  the  Lighted  Pathway — July, 
August,  September,  and  October — and 
you  will  find  just  what  we've  studied  in 
these  meetings.  This  month  we  had  ar- 
ranged to  have  a  real  thanksgiving  feast. 
And  let  each  one  tell  what  he  is  most 
thankful  for.  First,  Rachel,  will  you  read 
Psa.  9:1,  2?" 

Rachel:  "  'I  will  praise  thee,  O  Lord, 
with  my  whole  heart;  I  will  shew  forth 
all  thy  marvelous  works.  I  will  be  glad 
and  rejoice  in  thee:  I  will  sing  praise  to 
thy  name,  O  thou  most  High." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Robert,  you  lead  us  in 
prayer." 

Robert:  "Father  in  heaven,  we  thank 
Thee  for  Jesus  and  His  wonderful  love 
and  mercy.  We  thank  Thee  for  a  few 
young  people  who  love  to  serve  Thee  and 


who  desire  to  know  something  about  thy 
Word.  Bless  our  meeting  tonight  and  send 
us  from  here  better  equipped  for  Thy 
service.  Amen." 

Mrs.  H. :  "I  wonder  what  we  have  to  be 
thankful  for  this  year?" 

James:  "Most  of  all  I'm  glad  for  a 
father  and  mother  who  taught  me  to  love 
Jesus.  It  is  wonderful  to  have  Christian 
parents.  When  I  am  older  and  establish 
a  home  I  surely  mean  to  have  a  Christian 
home." 

Mrs.  PL:  "Yes,  James,  that  is  a  good 
resolution  but  you  must  be  very  care- 
ful to  find  a  good  Christian  girl  to  heip 
in  making  that  home.  It  takes  both  pull- 
ing together  to  accomplish  things  for 
God.  All  right,  someone  else,  tell  us  what 
you  are  thankful  for." 

Martha:  "I'm  thankful  for  my  church. 
When  my  parents  failed.  the  church 
stepped  in  and  helped  me  to  find  Christ. 
Daddy  and  mother  were  not  Christians 
when  I  grew  up.  One  night  I  went  into 
the  church  and  the  young  people  were  so 
sweet  to  me,  it  made  me  want  to  serve  the 
Christ  they  did.  They  didn't  turn  a  cold 
shoulder  to  me  because  I  was  unsaved, 
but  they  made  me  feel  that  they  loved 
me  and  won  me  for  Christ.  I'm  thankful, 
too,  that  since  that  time  I  have  won  my 
parents  for  Christ." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  Martha,  the  young  peo- 
ple can  do  much  toward  winning  other 
young  people  to  Christ  by  kindness  and 
sociability.  And  we  want  the  members  of 
this  class  to  remember  and  always  be 
careful  to  let  your  Christian  light  shine 
in  this  way." 

Jane:  "It  seems  that  everyone  is  in  the 
mood  to  thank  God  for  salvation  and  the 
way  they  were  brought  to  Christ.  I,  too, 
am  thankful  that  one  day  a  precious 
young  girl  came  to  me  when  the  altar 
call  was  given  and  put  her  arm  around 
me  and  asked  me  to  give  my  heart  to  Je- 
sus. I  didn't  like  it  at  first  but  when  I 
looked  at  her  and  saw  the  big  tears  roll- 
ing down  her  cheeks  I  knew  she  meant 
it.  When  she  left  she  said,  'I'm  praying 
for  you.'  I  never  could  rest  after  that 
until  I  surrendered  to  Christ." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Those  tears  and  the  sweet 
tender  words  of  the  young  woman  were 
the  Holy  Spirit's  pleading  to  you.  Isn't  it 
wonderful  to  let  the  Holy  Spirit  speak 
through   us  in   His   tender  messages?" 

Mary:  "I've  enjoyed  listening  to  others 
so  far  but  I  just  can't  keep  still  any  long- 
er. I  was  looking  at  this  group  of  young 
people  and  thinking  how  sweet  they  look 
and  then  I  thought  of  the  crowd  I  once 
belonged  to.  All  we  thought  about  was 
just   having   a   good   time  ourselves.   And 


it  didn't  matter  what  we  did  just  so  it 
satisfied  our  craving  for  a  good  time.  My, 
we  didn't  know  what  a  good  time  was.  So 
as  I  looked  at  my  crowd  tonight,  I  just 
had  to  thank  God  for  this  great  feast  we 
are  enjoying  tonight.  God  has  surely 
spread  a  table  for  us  in  these  class  meet- 
ings and  all  we  have  to  do  is  to  feast  on 
the  good  things  He  has  provided." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  Mary,  we  are  glad  for 
the  great  company  of  young  people  who 
are  deciding  for  Christ  these  days  and 
giving  up  the  frivolous  things  of  the 
world  and  we  assure  you  that  no  church 
in  the  world  is  reaching  more  of  them 
than  our  church.  Our  church  has  some- 
thing real  to  offer  them,  and  before  peo- 
ple will  let  go  of  the  glittering  things  cr 
the  world,  we  must  offer  them  something 
better.  And  as  we  go  from  this  class  meet- 
ing tonight  may  we  carry  that  thought 
with  us,  that  we  must  show  to  the  world 
something  real  in  our  lives,  if  we  want  to 
win  them." 

Jane:  My,  it's  getting  late,  almost  ten 
o'clock." 

Martha:  "Oh,  that's  not  late.  The  peo- 
ple of  the  world  stay  out  all  hours  of  the 
night  having  a  good  time.  Why  should 
we  be  in  such  a  hurry  when  we  have  so 
much  to  enjoy?" 

Mrs.    H.:    "I    think   I'm   going   to  use, 

'Once  in  Grace  Always  in  Grace'  or  'Fall- 

.  ing    From   Grace,'   for   our   subject    next 

time.  Let  us  study  this  subject  carefully 

and  bring  all  the  thoughts  we  can." 

Ruth:  "Oh  yes,  that  is  one  of  the 
things  I've  been  meeting  at  college.  I'm 
so  glad  we'll  have  this  subject." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Now  let  us  close  our  eyes 
and  sing  softly." 

"Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  Cross! 
There  a  precious  fountain; 
Free  to  all  a  healing  stream, 
Flowed   from   Calvary's    mountain. 

"Near  the  cross,  a  trembling  soul, 
Lore  and  mercy  found  me; 
There  the  Bright  and  Morning  Star, 
Sheds  its  beams  around  me. 

"Near  the  cross,  O  Lamb  of  God, 
Bring  the  scenes   before  me; 
Help  me  walk  from  day  to  day. 
With  its  shadows  o'er  me. 

"Near  the  cross,  I'll  watch  and  waif, 
Helping,  trusting  ever; 
Till  1  reach  the  golden  strand, 
Just  beyond  tin-  river." 

"Now  the  Mizpah  benediction:  'The 
Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee,  when 
we  are  absent  one  from  another,'  "  Gen. 
31:49. 

Mrs.  H.:  "Good-night,  boys  and  girls. 
God  bless  you." 

All  together:  "Good-night,  Sister  Har- 
rison." 


November,  1940 
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*******************+**********^^  Bib|e  ReadingS  for   November 


Circle 


************* 


How  To  Use  The  Bible 

When  in  sorrow,  read  St.  John   14. 

When  men  fail  you,  read  Psa.  21. 

When  you  have  sinned,  read  Psa.  51. 

When  you  worry,  read  Matt.  6:19-34. 

Before  church  service,  read  Psa.  87. 

When  you  are  in  danger,  read  Psa.  91. 

When  you  have  the  blues,  read     Psa. 
139. 

When  you  are  discouraged,  read  Isa.  40. 

If  you  want  to  be  fruitful,  read  John 
15. 

When   doubts   come   upon  you,      read 
John  7:17. 

When  you  are  lonely  or  fearful,  read 
Psa.  23. 

When  you  forget  your  blessings,  read 
Psa.  103. 

For  Jesus'  idea     of  a  Christian,     read 
Matt.  5. 

For  Jesus'  idea  of  religion,  read  James 
1:19-27. 

When  your  faith  needs  stirring,   read 
Heb.   11. 

When  you   feel   down  and  out, 
Rom.  8:31-39. 

When  you   want   courage   for   a 
read  Josh.   1. 

When   the   world   seems   bigger 
God,  read  Psa.  90. 

When  you  want  rest  and 
peace,   read   Matt.    11:2  5-30. 

For  Paul's  secret  of  happi- 
ness, read  Col.  3:12-17. 

When  you  leave  home  for 
travel,  read  Psa.  121. 

When  you  grow  bitter  or 
critical,  read  1  Cor.  13. 

When  your  prayer  grows 
selfish,  read  Psa.  67. 

For  Paul's  rules  on  how  to 
get  along  with  our  brother 
and  sister,  read  Rom.   12. 

When  you  think  of  invest- 
ments,   read   Mark    10:17-31. 

For  Jesus'  idea  of  prayer, 
read  Luke  11:1-13;  Matt.  6: 
5-15. 

Sent  in  by  Mrs.  Arthur  L. 
Wilson,  Draper,  N.  C. 


************* 


Under  Whose  Wings,  by  Zenobia  Bird. 
Price,   $1.5  0. 

The  Return  of  the  Tide,    by    Zenobia 
Bird.  Price,  $1.5  0. 

In  the  Tivinkling  of  An  Eye,  by  Sidney 
Watson.  Price,  $1.2  5. 

The  Mark  of  the  Beast,  by  Sidney  Wat- 
son. Price,   $1.2  5. 

Bible  Study 

Every  Member  Evangelism,    by    J.  E. 
Conant,  D.  D.  Price,  $1.00. 

Cyclopedia  of  Evangelism,  by  Charles 
L.  Goodell.  Price,  $1.00. 

The  Life  and  Works  of  Josephvs.  Price 
$2.50. 

Condensed   Bible   Encyclopedia.    Price, 
$1.50. 

Pcloubet's     Bible     Dictionary.      Price, 
$2.00. 


Morning 

Evening 

Nov. 

1 

Ezekie 

1-2 

2   Tim.  4 

Nov. 

2 

Ezekie 

3-4 

Titus    1 

Nov. 

3 

Ezekie 

i      5-7 

Titus   2 

Nov. 

4 

Ezekie 

8-10 

Titus   3 

Nov. 

5 

Ezekie 

11-12 

Phile. 

Nov. 

6 

Ezekie 

13-14 

Heb.      1 

Nov. 

7 

Ezekie 

15-16 

Heb.     2 

Nov. 

8 

Ezekie 

17-18 

Heb.      3 

Nov. 

9 

Ezekie 

19-20 

Heb.     4 

Nov. 

10 

Ezekie 

21-22 

Heb.      5 

Nov. 

11 

Ezekie 

23-24 

Heb.      6 

Nov. 

12 

Ezekie 

25-26 

Heb.      7 

Nov. 

13 

Ezekie 

27-28 

Heb.     8 

Nov. 

14 

Ezekie 

29-30 

Heb.     9 

Nov. 

15 

Ezekie 

31-32 

Heb.   10 

Nov. 

16 

Ezekie 

33-34 

Heb.    11 

Nov. 

17 

Ezekie 

35-36 

Heb.   12 

Nov. 

18 

Ezekie 

37-38 

Heb.   13 

Nov. 

19 

Ezekie 

1  39-40 

James   1 

Nov. 

20 

Ezekie 

I  41-42 

James  2 

Nov. 

21 

Ezekie 

I  43-44 

James  3 

Nov. 

22 

Ezekie 

1  45-46 

James  4 

Nov. 

23 

Ezekie 

47-48 

James   5 

Nov. 

24 

Danie 

1-2 

1   Pet.    1 

Nov. 

25 

Danie 

3-4 

1   Pet.   2 

Nov. 

26 

Danie 

5-6 

1   Pet.   3 

Nov. 

27 

Danie 

7-8 

1   Pet.  4 

Nov. 

28 

Danie 

9-10 

1   Pet.    5 

Nov. 

29 

Danie 

11-12 

2   Pet.   1 

Nov. 

30 

Hosea 

1-2 

2   Pet.   2 

"This    little 

Book   I'd   rather  own, 

Than   all 

the   gold   and   gems 

That   e'er   ir 

monarchs*   coffers  shone 

Than   all 

their  diadems." 

read 


task, 


tha 


TWO  OPINIONS 

We  are  publishing  two  cards  we  have  received  comment- 
ing on  the  August  Editor's  Message.  The  first  card  is  post- 
marked Pampa,  Texas: 
Dear   Sister  Harrison: 

In  your  editorial  of  last  issue  of  the  Lighted  Pathway 
we  wish  to  call  your  attention  to  a  most  ridiculous  injus- 
tice done  to  our  Christ,  to  the  truth  and  to  the  party  who 
asked  the  question.  It  is  indeed  incredible  to  believe  that 
our  ministry  should  attempt  to  appease  a  troubled  heart 
in  such  a  manner  as  you  did.  For  God's  sake  be  bold  enough 
to  tell  the  girl  the  gospel  truth.  The  very  fact  that  her 
parents  were  Church  of  God  people  is  enough  to  compel 
her  to  walk  in  the  light  to  be  justified.  Faith  in  the  dark 
indeed.  So  was  I  converted  in  the  Methodist  church  but 
had  I  failed  to  walk  in  the  light  I  would  be  just  like  the 
girl  who  asked  you  for  the  truth  and  you  failed  to  give 
it  to  her. 

Yours  for  the  truth  in  Christ. — Anonymous. 


Suggested  Books   for    the 
Month 

Fiction 

At  the  Crossroads,  by  Min- 
nie E.   Ludwig.  Price,   $1.00. 

The  Girl  Who  Found  Her- 
self, by  Jack  Lynn.  Price, 
50c. 


Here  is  another  that  came  in  the  same  mail: 
Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  tell  you  how  much  I  appreciate  the  Light- 
ed Pathway  and  what  your  message  in  the  August  issue 
meant  to  me.  I  am  saved,  sanctified  and  have  the  Holy 
Ghost.  But  it  seems  that  the  devil  tries  to  defeat  me  every- 
where I  turn,  but  I  just  thank  God  that  there  is  power  in 
the  blood.  It  was  during  one  of  these  testing  times  that  I 
got  my  Lighted  Pathway  and  began  to  read  your  message. 
When  I  read  it  through  it  gave  me  new  courage.  Thank 
God  for  that  message.  May  God  bless  you.  Pray  for  me 
that  I  can  overcome  and  do  anything  God  would  have  me 
do  for  my  home. — Louise  Long,  Lancaster,  S.  C. 


Pointed  Sayings 

"A  philosopher  sees  less  on  his  tiptoes 
than  a  Christian  on  his  knees." 

"When  it  seems  hardest  to  pray,  pray 
hardest." 

"Keep  your  lamp  burning  and  let  God 
place  it  where  He  will." 

"Sin's  smiles  are  more  dan- 
gerous than  her  frowns." 

"Service  is  love  in  over- 
alls." 

"To  touch  another's  heart 
you  must  use  your  own." 

"What  we  give  determines 
our  wealth,  not  what  we 
get." 

"If  Christ  is  the  Way,  we 
waste  time  traveling  any 
other." 

"One  has  no  more  religion 
than  is  acted  out  in  his  life." 

"Still  water  and  still  reli- 
gion freeze  the  quickest." 

"Let  us  wonder  and  worry 
less  and  do  more." 

"A  Christian  is  a  man  who 
knows  how  to  acquire  with- 
out cheating,  how  to  lose 
without  regret,  and  give 
without  hesitation." — Sel- 


I 


\ 


If  people  meant  all  they 
say  they  would  not  have  to 
talk  so  much;  but  they  have 
to  use  so  many  words  to  ex- 
plain what  they  mean. 


[Page  16] 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


.  Hymn  Stories  .  .  . 


Thy  Life  Was  Given  For  Me 

("I  Gave  My  Ljfe  For  Thee") 
Francis  Ridley  Havergal,  1836-1879 

The  first  real  hymn  written  by  Miss 
Havergal  was  composed  when  she  was 
but  a  month  past  her  twenty-first  birth- 
day. On  January  10,  18  58,  while  visiting 
in  Germany,  she  entered  the  study  of  a 
German  minister.  Quite  tired,  she  sat 
down  and  her  eyes  lit  upon  an  inscription, 
which  had  been  placed  under  a  picture  of 
Jesus  Christ:  "I  did  this  for  thee:  what 
hast  thou  done  for  me?"  As  she  gazed  on 
the  face  of  the  suffering  Redeemer  the 
lines  of  the  hymn  framed  themselves  in 
her  mind  and,  taking  a  pencil,  she  wrote 
them  on  the  back  of  a  circular.  But  when 
she  read  them  over  she  felt  that  they  ex- 
pressed her  emotions  of  that  hour  so  in- 
adequately that  she  exclaimed  to  herself: 
"This  is  not  poetry.  I  will  not  go  to  the 
trouble  to  copy  this";  and  she  crumpled 
up  the  circular  and  cast  it  into  the  fire. 

But  immediately  something  impelled 
her  to  rescue  it,  and  she  seized  it,  singed 
as  it  was  by  the  flame,  and  a  moment 
later  placed  it  in  her  pocket. 

A  short  time  afterward  she  called  upon 
an  old  woman  in  the  almshouse.  Miss 
Havergal  tells  us: 

"She  began  to  talk  to  me,  as  she  al- 
ways did,  about  her  dear  Savior,  and  J 
thought  I  would  see  if  the  simple  old 
woman  would  care  for  these  verses,  which 
I  felt  sure  nobody  else  would  care  to 
read.  So  I  read  them  to  her,  and  she  was 
so  delighted  with  them  that  when  I  went 
back  I  copied  them  out,  and  kept  them, 
and  now  the  hymn  is  more  widely  known 
than  any." 

Her  father,  the  Rev.  W.  H.  Havergal, 
ever  since  her  mother  died  when  Frances 
was  eleven  years  old,  had  been  her  confi- 
dent and  had  encouraged  the  develop- 
ment of  her  talents.  When  she  returned 
home  one  day  she  showed  these  verses  to 
him.  He  was  so  delighted  with  them  that 
he  composed  a  tune  called  "Baca"  for 
this  hymn.  It  was  published  two  years 
later  in  a  leaflet.  Originally  her  first  line 
was,  "I  gave  my  life  for  thee."  But  when 
in  1871  it  was  included  in  Church 
Hymns,  she  was  induced  to  change  the 
line  to  its  present  form,  "Thy  life  was 
given  for  me." 

Years  later  she  wrote:  "I  was  so  over- 
whelmed on  Sunday  at  hearing  three  of 
my  hymns  touchingly  sung  in  Perry 
church.  I  never  before  realized  the  high 
privilege  of  writing  for  the  'great  con- 
gregation,' especially  when  they  sang  'I 
Gave  My  Life  for  Thee'  to  my  father's 
tune,  'Baca.'  " 


Gentle  Jesus,  Meek  and  Mild 

Charles  Wesley,  1707-178  8 

John  B.  Gough  with  a  friend  one  day 
went  up  to  a  small  garret  room.  A  feeble 
voice  said,  "Come  in!"  and  they  entered. 
Through  the  gloom  they  saw  a  boy,  ten 
years  old,  lying  on  a  heap  of  chips.  "What 
arc  you  doing  there?"  they  asked. 
"Hush!"  he  replied.  "I  am  hiding."  As  he 
showed  his  bruised  and  swollen  arms,  he 
added:  "Poor  father  got  drunk  and  beat 
me  because  I  would  not  steal.  .  .  .  Once 
I  went  to  Sunday  School  and  they  taught 
me  'Thou  shalt  not  steal,'  and  told  me 
about  God  in  Heaven.  I  will  not  steal, 
sir,  if  my  father  kills  me." 

The  friend  said:  "I  don't  know  what  to 
do  with  you.  Here's  a  shilling.  I  will  see 
what  we  can  do  for  you."  The  boy  looked 
at  it  a  minute,  and  then  said:  "But  please, 
sir,  wouldn't  you  like  to  hear  my  little 
hymn?"  They  marvelled  that  a  lad  suf- 
fering from  cold  and  hunger  and  bruises 
could  sing  a  hymn,  but  they  answered, 
"Yes,  we  will  hear  you."  And  then  in  a 
low,  sweet  voice  he  sang,  "Gentle  Jesus, 
meek  and  mild."  At  the  conclusion  he 
said,  "That's  my  little  hymn.  Good-bye." 

Next  morning  they  mounted  the  stairs 
again,  knocking  at  the  door,  but  there 
came  no  answer.  They  opened  the  door 
and  went  in.  The  shilling  lay  on  the  floor, 
and  there  too  lay  the  boy — dead,  but  with 
a  brave  smile  on  his  face.  His  "gentle  Je- 
sus" had  taken  him  home  to  Heaven. 

Lead,  Kindly  Light,  Amid  Th' 
Encircling  Gloom 

John  Henry  Newman,  1801-1890 

This  prayer-hymn,  cast  in  high  poetic 
form,  was  penned  by  John  Henry  New- 
man, afterward  a  cardinal  in  the  Roman 
Catholic  Church,  while  on  shipboard  on 
Sunday,  June  16,  1833.  It  is  said  that  the 
ship  had  been  compelled  to  proceed  slowly 
because  of  the  dense  fog  that  encompassed 
it.  Doctor  Newman  was  returning  to 
Marseilles,  France,  from  a  visit  he  had 
made  to  Italy.  While  in  Sicily  he  was  tak- 
en seriously  ill  and  on  his  recovery  he 
waited  for  his  ship  in  Palermo  for  three 
weeks. 

Probably  both  of  these  facts  entered 
somewhat  into  the  imagery  of  the  hymn, 
as  is  evidenced  by  such  phrases  as  the  en- 
circling gloom  and  "The  night  is  dark, 
and  I  am  far  from  home." 

The  thought  and  sentiment  of  the 
hymn,  however,  were  wrought  out  of  the 
mental  darkness  in  which  Newman  was 
then  groping.  Some  time  before,  he  wrote 
this  note:  "Now  in  my  room  in  Oriel 
College,  slowly  advancing,  etc.,  and  led 
on  by  God's  hand  blindly,  not  knowing 


whither  He  is  taking  me."  This  darkness, 
beclouding  his  faith,  had  become  still 
deeper  during  the  summer  of  his  Italian 
journey,  during  which  he  wrote,  "Lead, 
Kindly  Light."  But  the  expression  of  his 
supreme  trust  in  God,  which  shines 
through  these  lines,  so  universally  popu- 
lar, has  helped  many  a  soul  that  has 
yearned  for  guidance  "amid  th'  encircling 
gloom." 

Stand  Up,  Stand  Up  For  Jesus 

George  Duf field,  Jr.,  1818-1888 

The  hymn,  "Stand  Up,  Stand  Up  for 
Jesus,"  was  written  during  the  great  re- 
vival of  18  58,  that  came  to  be  known  as 
"The  Work  of  God  in  Philadelphia."  It 
was  based  upon  the  dying  words  of  the 
Rev.  Dudley  A.  Tyng,  one  of  the  most 
active  ministers  in  the  revival.  It  is  said 
that  when  he  preached  on  March  3  0, 
1858,  at  the  noonday  prayer  meeting  in 
Jayne's  Hall,  five  thousand  men  listened 
to  his  sermon  from  the  text,  "Go  now, 
ye  that  are  men,  and  serve  the  Lord," 
and  that  before  the  close  of  the  meeting 
over  a  thousand  expressed  their  purpose 
to  become  Christians. 

A  few  days  later  at  Brookfield,  not  far 
from  Conshohocken,  Pennsylvania,  he  left 
his  study  for  a  moment  and  went  out  to 
the  barn,  where  a  mule  was  working, 
harnessed  to  a  machine,  shelling  corn. 
When  he  patted  the  mule  on  the  head,  his 
sleeve  caught  in  the  cogs  of  the  wheel  and 
his  arm  was  frightfully  torn. 

After  a  painful  but  short  illness,  death 
finally  claimed  him.  As  he  was  dying,  his 
father  asked  him  if  he  had  any  message 
for  his  fellow  ministers  in  the  revival.  He 
replied,  "Let  us  all  stand  up  for  Jesus." 
That  message  was  borne  to  them  along 
with  the  sorrowful  news  of  his  death.  Dr. 
George  Duffield,  Jr.,  the  following  Sun- 
day preached  a  memorial  sermon  on  his 
late  friend,  Tyng,  taking  as  his  text 
Ephesians  6:14;  and  he  wrote  this  hymn, 
based  upon  Tyng's  dying  words,  as  a  fit- 
ting climax  to  the  thought  of  his  sermon. 
A  reference  to  the  text  of  Dudley  Tyng's 
memorable  sermon  to  the  men  in  Jayne's 
Hall  is  to  be  found  in  the  line, 

Ye  that  are  men  now  serve  Him. 

Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story 

Katherine  Hankey   (1866) 

"I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story,"  and  that 
other  equally  popular  hymn  by  Miss 
Hankey,  "Tell  Me  the  Old,  Old  Story," 
are  both  centos  taken  from  a  long  poem 
on  the  life  of  Christ,  which  was  written 
in  two  parts.  Miss  Hankey,  the  daughter 
of  a  banker,  was  taken  seriously  ill  in  her 
home  in  England,  and  for  a  long  time  was 
confined  to  her  bed.  At  last  the  malady 
subsided,  and  she  entered  upon  an  ex- 
tended period  of  convalescence  through 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

FADS 


Dear  young  people  of  the  Church  of  God: 
For  some  time  my  heart  has  been  torn 
by  the  burden  I've  felt  for  the  young  peo- 
ple of  our  good  Church  of  God.  God  help 
us!  We  are  the  devil's  prey.  He  has  studied 
us  so  thoroughly  that  he  knows  so  def- 
initely the  scheme  to  use,  the  channel  to 
follow  to  entice  us  to  take  on  little  bv 
little,  bit  by  bit,  his  ungodly  traits.  He'll 
work  on  your  weak  spot  and  you  are  no 
stronger  than  your  weakest  spot.  How  he 
works  us  into  self-justification  and  makes 
use  of  that  jewel  of  reasoning  to  the  ex- 
tent that  he  makes  us  to  feel  "this  is  the 
only  way  I  see  of  doing  it,"  "it's  the  only 
thing  I  can  do."  Yes,  he'll  try  to  chisel  us 
down  to  the  place  of  "one  way  out"  and 
it's  his  way.  Haven't  you  said  it  in  mak- 
ing decisions  and  didn't  you  find  that 
after  all  you  hadn't  waited  upon  the  Lord 
and  that  really  His  blessed  Way  had  been 
absolutely  unsought  for?  Yes,  you  men- 
tioned it  in  your  prayers  but  it  wasn't 
"Thy  will  be  done."  Self  was  having  its 
way.  Your  will  was  done  before  God's 
will  was  given  a  chance.  God  won't  take 
rush  notices.  He  acts,  reveals  His  will  at 
the  right  time. 

You  may  wonder  at  just  what  particu- 
lar point  I  am  driving.  I  must  say  right 
here  it's  the  little  things,  (yet  what  mon- 
strous barriers  they  become)  over  which 
we  see  our  dear  young  people  tripping,  to 
the  extent  that  they  have  been  bruised 
and  the  richness  of  Jesus  fails  to  beam 
forth. 

Do  you  remember,  when  a  sinner,  how 
uncomfortable  you  were  around  some 
very  godly  person,  yet  there  was  such  a 
sweet  feeling  too,  you  just  "kinda  wanted 
to  hang  around"?  Oh,  the  Savior,  the 
fragrance  of  the  Rose  of  Sharon!  Does  it 
fall  upon  those  with  whom  you  mingle5 
Young  people,  great,  great  is  our  oppor- 
tunity to  do  and  be  something  for  Jesus 
by  being  a  simple,  humble,  loving,  sweet 
vessel  filled  with  the  fragrance  of  Jesus. 
We're  the  future  Church.  Let  us  work  on 
our  foundation  daily,  building  the  beau- 
tiful Christian  character.  Oh,  what  an  in- 
fluence we  should  be. 

Allow  me  to  mention  a  few  of  the 
things  that  have  clouded  the  beauty  of 
our  conversion  state.  You  were  zealous, 
full  of  love,  and  the  deepest  desire  to  hold 
to  God's  standards.  I  believe  every  one  of 
us  must  admit  a  decline  from  that  bless- 
ing of  the  first  touch  from  Jesus.  What  is 
more  blessed  and  inspirational  than  to 
know  one  who  stays  in  the  baby  stage 
of  meekness,  humbleness,  faith  and  con- 
secration. How  often  we  compliment 
with  the  words,    "He's  steady,"     "He's  a 


pillar;"  "You  can  just  see  him  grow." 
Christian  life  is  "ups  and  downs."  Our 
countenances  and  dispositions  are  not  to 
portray  it  but  character  will  spell  how 
many  "hill  and  valley"  experiences  we've 
had  and  just  how  we  overcame  each  time. 
Watch  the  world.  Such  unsteadiness.  It 
is  a  series  of  fads.  One  plunge  here;  an 
idea  there;  so  unstable;  so  frivolous.  It 
may  seem  an  "insignificant  item"  or  "the 
only  thing  to  do"  but  fads  are  the 
devil's  trade-mark.  Remember  Jesus  is  not 
displaying  one  style  today,  another  stand- 
ard tomorrow.  He's  the  same  yesterday, 
today,  and  forever. 

Has  the  devil  trade-marked  you?  The 
world  can  say,  "I  couldn't  get  anything 
else,"  but  there's  always  another  way  for 
the  Christian.  Has  the  devil  tempted  you 
with  fads  of  dress,  hair-dress  and  modes  of 
living?  Are  you  trying  to  keep  pace  with 
the  world?  Has  he  whispered,  "It's  the  on- 
ly way?"  If  these  things  fail  to  coincide 
with  our  blessed  Bible  teachings  there's 
another  way.  No  use  to  cover  up  but  we 
must  face  these  facts  as  they  boldly  pre- 
sent themselves. 

Some  say,  "I  feel  no  condemnation." 
Are  you  close  enough  to  the  Lord  to  rec- 
ognize condemnation?  Is  your  conscience 
tender?  There  is  a  gradual  adhering  to 
worldly   trade-marks. 

The  only  tonic  for  this  leprous  disease 
of  worldliness,  I  feel,  is  that  of  a  greater 
strife  for  spirituality  and  an  intensive 
study  of  self.  This  can  never  be  cured  by 
working  on  someone  else  but  if  each  of  us 
trims  our  tree  properly  we'll  all  be  pre- 
sentable examples  of  young  people  who 
have  chosen  to  live  for  Christ. 

The  night  club  girls  of  foreign  coun- 
tries and  large  cities  of  America  daily  are 
devising  some  new  means  of  being  promi- 
nent, more  attractive  and  noticeable. 
Now  visualize  our  Christian  young  people 
taking  on  these  fads — "Yes,  I  have  the 
Holy  Ghost."  You'd  have  to  tell  me,  for  I 
didn't  expect  Him  to  be  living  in  such  a 
worldly-looking  person. 

Don't  fool  yourself,  He  doesn't  abide 
there,  either. 

"Set  your  affections  on  things  above." 
"He's  coming  soon."  Praise  God  —  we 
want  to  be  ready,  pure  and  clean  to  take 
on  the  heavenly  robe. — Vivian  Swanson, 
Thunder  Hawk,  S.  Dak. 

We  Can  Be  Our  Own  Worst  Enemy 

There  are  numerous  ways  in  this  Chris- 
tian warfare  that  we  can  be  our  own 
worst  enemy.  Probably  the  most  common 
way  for  the  majority  of  us  to  be  our  own 
worst  enemy  is  being  too  self-conscious 
and  afraid.  We  are  afraid  to  try;   afraid 


that  we  will  make  mistakes.  Or  if  we  do 
try,  we  are  so  self-conscious  that  we  can- 
not get  our  mind  upon  our  talk,  our  song, 
and  God.  Then  we  do  fail  or  make  many 
mistakes,  but  the  person  who  has  never 
made  mistakes  has  never  tried.  You  might 
say,  "When  I  get  up1  to  talk  or  sing  I  get 
nervous  and  stage  frightened."  That's 
nothing,  everyone  does.  One  of  the  great- 
est speakers  who  speaks  over  radios  and  to 
large  audiences  has  said,  "If  I  did  not  feel 
a  tinge  of  nervousness  sweep  over  me  just 
before  I  began  to  speak,  I  would  not 
speak.  I  would  know  I  would  fail."  We 
should  not  be  so  self-conscious  and  afraid, 
for  no  one  does  everything  perfectly  and 
no  one  is  a  success  all  the  time. 

Another  way  that  we  may  be  our  own 
worst  enemy  is  by  being  conceited,  an 
over-estimation  of  our  own  ability.  When 
I  think  of  a  conceited  person  I  always 
think  of  one  of  my  sister's  classmates, 
who  was  very  attractive.  My  sister  was 
sitting  with  her  studying  spelling,  and 
Violet  was  sitting  in  front  of  them.  "I 
think  Violet  is  pretty,  don't  you?"  my 
sister  asked.  "No,  I  don't."  My  sister  re- 
plied, "Well,  I  think  you  are  pretty  too," 
and  to  that  the  classmate  answered, 
"Yes,  I  know  it.  Daddy  and  mother  tell 
me  I  am  all  the  time." 

When  the  Lord  blesses  our  efforts  and 
people  praise  us,  if  we  are  not  careful 
and  prayerful  we  will  soon  become  as  this 
girl  and  say,  "Yes,  I  know  I  can  sing  well 
or  speak  well  because  so  and  so  said  I 
could."  Or  if  we  are  too  tactful  to  say 
it,  we  will  act  that  way,  until  people  will 
know  we  think  it.  We  should  not  act 
like  this  but  should  be  considerate,  help- 
ful and  cheerful.  Within  ourselves  we  are 
a  complete  failure.  It  is  only  through  Je- 
sus that  we  are  able  to  do  the  things  we 
do.  So  why  become  conceited?  As  people 
praise  us,  praise  God  because  He  has 
helped  us  to  be  a  blessing. 

We  may  be  our  own  worst  enemy  by 
being  selfish  or  jealous.  You  see  someone 
appointed  to  a  higher  position  and  you 
envy  that  person.  But  did  you  ever  stop 
to  think  of  the  responsibility  of  the  po- 
sition? the  work  you  must  put  out?  and 
yet  you  cannot  even  please  all  the  Chris- 
tians. 

Or  maybe  you  help  do  something,  do  as 
much  or  more  than  anyone  else;  yet  you 
hear  the  other  person  receive  words  of 
praise,  but  not  a  word  for  you.  You  hold 
an  inferior  position  but  do  most  of  the 
work,  while  another  receives  the  praise. 
That  is  hard  to  take  in  any  walk  of  life. 
But  think,  if  we  were  building  a  house 
we  would  not  start  on  the  roof  first,  but 
we  would  build  a  good  foundation.  So  we 
must  not  expect  to  be  a  leader  at  the  be- 
ginning of  our  Christian  race.  We  should 
keep  on  building  and  after  we  have  a  good 
foundation  made  of  God's  Word  and 
works  He  may  trust  us  to  hold  some  posi- 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


cion.  If  not,  the  position  of  a  Christian, 
by  itself,  is  a  great  position. 

By  trying  to  please  everyone  we  may 
become  our  own  worst  enemy.  Some  peo- 
ple try  to  please  the  sinners.  Others  try 
to  please  sonic  certain  laymember,  while 
yet  others  try  only  to  please  the  officials 
of  the  church.  Prov.  29:26  says,  "Many 
seek  the  ruler's  favour;  but  every  man's 
judgment  conieth  from  the  Lord." 

Since  our  judgment  cometh  from  the 
Lord,  He  is  the  only  one  we  should  try  to 
please.  If  we  please  the  Lord  we  will  come 
nearer  pleasing  all  the  people.  If  we  try  to 
please  the  sinner  by  doing  the  things  he 
does,  he  will  remark,  "He  or  she  hasn't 
got  any  more  religion  than  I  have  and  I 
don't  claim  to  have  any,"  and  he  is 
probably  telling  the  truth.  If  we  live  as 
Jesus  would  have  us  to,  although  they 
may  say  hateful  things  to  us  sometime^ 
deep  in  their  hearts  they  knew  we  are 
Christians  and  they  arc  only  trying  to  ease 
their  own  conscience.  So  we  must  strive 
to  please  the  Lord  at  all  times. 

We  should  stud)-  and  pray  so  that  we 
will  not  be  our  own  worst  enemy  for 
there  are  many,  many  ways  in  which  1 
can  injure  my  success. — Grace  Church- 
man,  Iowa   Park,   Texas. 

Praying    Down  a   Thanksgiving 
Dinner 

(Continued  from  page  11) 
chair  dejectedly,  and  with  tears  appealing 
in  his  blue  eyes. 

"Why,  Francis!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Hast- 
ings, "what  is  the  trouble?  Do  you  feel 
badly;  or  do  you  wish  for  something 
more?"  He  dug  his  fists  into  his  eyes,  and 
sobbed  aloud,  "I  wish  I  ha —  hadn't  et  so 
much,  so  'at — boo,  hoo — so'st  I  could  eat 
some  more." 

Every  one  laughed,  but  Mrs.  Hastings 
saw  the  serious  side.  Patting  his  head,  ind 
wiping  his  face  with  a  napkin,  she  said, 
"Now  Francis,  don't  you  feel  a  bit  sorry 
about  it;  for  you  are  going  to  'eat  some 
more'  at  supper  time." 

Surely  that  was  reckless.  For  once,  even 
Mr.  Hastings  believed  that  his  wife  had 
been  too  impulsive;  for  he  and  the  women 
knew  that  all  the  other  children  sympa- 
thized with  Francis,  and  no  partiality 
could  be  thought  of.  Hannah  gasped;  she 
had  a  vision  of  the  mission  family  sitting 
down  to  just  turkey;  for  the  small  tur- 
key had  been  reserved  for  their  own  post- 
Thanksgiving  dinner. 

Nevertheless,  the  Lord  was  on  Mrs. 
Hastings'  side  as  usual,  and  each  family 
of  the  departing  guests  carried  a  generous 
basket  of  food  for  their  suppers. 

That  evening,  the  mission  family  also 
"ate  and  were  filled,"  though  not  much 
was  left  over.  From  that  time,  the  hearts 
of  the  McKenzies  and  Flynns  were  wide 
open  to  receive  the  spiritual  food  that  was 
given  them.  The  parents  and  older  chil- 
dren were  brought   to  the  Lord,   and  at 


the  McKenzie  home  weekly  cottage  meet- 
ings were  held,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Mc- 
Kenzie in  charge,  and  from  that  humble 
heme  many  a  hungry  soul  went  out 
thanking  God  for  the  Bread  of  Life  they 
had  received  there. — Christian  Life. 

Hymn  Stories 

(Continued   from   page   17) 

the  months  of  1  866. 

Grateful  to  her  Lord  and  Master  for 
her  recovery  and  for  the  story  of  salva- 
tion "that  satisfied  my  longings,"  as  she 
expressed  it,  she  made  the  long  days  radi- 
ant with  meditations  on  the  life  of  Jesus; 
and  out  of  these  meditations  wrote  a  long 
poem  on  the  story  of  Flis  life.  The  first 
part,  which  was  begun  in  January,  1866, 
was  entitled  "The  Story  Wanted."  The 
second  part,  which  was  completed  in  No- 


vember of  that  same  year,  \»  as  in  the  na- 
ture of  a  sequel  to  the  first  part,  as  is  im- 
plied by  its  title,  "The  Story  Told." 

It  is  said  that  the  year  after  it  was  writ- 
ten, 1867,  the  composer,  Doctor  William 
H.  Doane,  was  attending  the  Internation- 
al Convention  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  then  be- 
ing held  in  Montreal,  and  when  Major 
General  Russell  read  the  lines,  "Tell  me 
the  old,  old  story,"  Doane  was  so  greatly 
moved  that  he  secured  a  copy  and  after- 
ward took  it  with  him  to  the  While 
Mountains,  where  he  composed  the  win- 
some melody  to  which  it  is  sung. 

Letter   From  George  Cook 

(Continued  from  page   12) 
and  there. 

Lots  of  love  and  salaams  from  all  the 
people  here  and  elsewhere. — Your  loving 
son,  George. 


or 


"would  have  been  fatal       '/ 
td  this  vouno/mneutychus  hap 
the  preacher  not  been  aasrcifuland 

RESTORED    HIM    WHEN  HE  FEU  DHRINCr 
HIS  SLUMBER,  FROM  THE  THIRD  SrORY 
WINDOW  AND  KILLED   HIM.SELF 
(Acts  20-  7- /2) 


NEVER  SPOKE 

OF   HIS   APPROACHING 
5UPFERINCT  AND    DEATH 
WITHOUT  ALSO    PREDICTING 

HIS   RESURRECTION. 

(A1<t&-  20-78,19;  Afar/</On-34;  luAe /BjBl 
A1a.tt.  76-2J;  /7-22,Z3) 


1GUS$fil!5j3£l!3IIiE0£ 


mentioned    in  the  old 
testament"  were  sow  s7/7eids. 

the  Target,"  much  larger 
than  the  coaamon  shield, 
was    desioneo    for   hand-to- 
hand    fighting-. 

the  ord/narv  ''shield'  was 
used  by  bowmen  or  archers, 
who    could  more    easily 
protect   themselves. 

GrOiroit./4:B  -17(7*05  ,'076  ^ 
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RELIGIOUS  EDUCATION 

By  The  Editor 


We  have  recently  been  reading  a  book 
on  Daily  Vacation  Bible  School  and  the 
need  of  training  our  children  in  the  Bible. 
It  is  sad  to  see  how  slack  many  church 
people  and  ministers  are  along  this  line. 
Many  churches  today  have  gone  to  the 
extreme  along  the  line  of  religious  educa- 
tion to  the  neglect  of  the  evangelistic 
work.  They  are  fulfilling  the  scripture 
that  says,  "Ever  learning  and  never  able 
to  come  to  the  knowledge  of  the  truth." 
2  Tim.  3:7.  All  the  learning  we  can  get 
will  do  us  no  good  unless  we  put  it  into 
practice  in  our  lives.  A  church  like  this  is 
an  unbalanced   church. 

On  the  other  hand,  we  know  of 
churches  that  are  just  as  unbalanced 
along  other  lines. 

The  church  that  is  all  evangelistic  to 
the  neglect  of  religious  education  is  ful- 
filling only  a  part  of  its  obligation  to 
God.  One  is  just  as  necessary  as  the  other. 
Someone  has  said,  "Educate  the  brain  and 
not  the  soul  and  you  have  an  infidel,  and 
educate  the  soul  and  not  the  brain  and 
you  have  a  fanatic."  Evangelistic  work  is 
to  catch  men,  and  religious  education 
is  to  feed  them  and  establish  them.  When 
we  see  a  great  number  get  saved  and 
come  into  the  church  we  always  see  the 
need  of  getting  them  together  and  estab- 
lishing them  in  the  Word  of  God,  for 
they  are  going  out  to  meet  a  skeptical 
world  and  will  need  to  know  in  order 
to  win  them  for  Christ. 

For  some  time  we  have  been  watching 
for  proof  on  this  subject  and  have 
gathered  several  good  examples  to  prove 
that  what  I  am  saying  is  true.  Here  are 
some  testimonies  of  four  good  intelligent 
Christian  young  people  and  all  members 
of  a  certain  church. 


One  young  woman,  while  participating 
in  a  Bible  question  contest,  remarked,  "I 
don't  know  a  thing  about  the  Bible."  An- 
other young  woman  who  married  a  busi- 
ness man  who  is  unsaved  confessed  she 
could  not  meet  the  questions  her  husband 
asked  her,  and  still  another  said  to  me, 
"Sister  Harrison,  I  don't  know  anything 
about  the  doctrines  of  my  church."  She 
said,  "Recently  a  young  man  came  to  our 
church.  He  was  a  stranger  to  the  Church 
of  God  and  as  we  walked  home  he  began 
to  inquire  about  it  and  I  couldn't  explain 
it  to  him  or  give  him  the  scripture  to' en- 
lighten him."  Also  a  young  man  came  to 
me  a  short  time  ago  from  a  certain 
college.  He  said,  "The  boys  at  the  college 
nearly  all  believe  in  eternal  security,  or 
'once  in  grace  always  in  grace.'  Now  I 
have  been  taught  that  this  is  not  right 
but  I  cannot  defend  my  side  of  the  ques- 
tion. I  need  some  help." 

What  is  the  matter  with  these  young 
people?  The  educational  side  of  the  church 
has  failed  and  the  churches  from  which 
these  young  people  come  are  not  awake 
to  the  need  of  religious  education  among 
the  young  people.  You  say,  "Well  my 
church  isn't  like  that."  That  may  be  true, 
but  how  about  giving  it  a  test  sometime 
and  see?  You  might  be  surprised.  Is  our 
Y.  P.  E.  reaching  every  age?  I  am  afraid 
not! 

There  is  an  age  between  the  junior  age 
of  13  years  and  up  to  16  that  is  being 
neglected.  Some  of  them  are  just  where 
they  feel  too  grown  up  for  the  Juniors 
and  some  of  those  who  are  16  and  17,  who 
are  small  for  their  age  and  backward,  are 
not  getting  the  attention  they  should. 
Recently,  in  a  certain  church,  we  asked 
all  the  young  people  between  those  years, 


who  had  not  been  asked  to  be  on  a  pro- 
gram this  year,  to  stand,  and  more  than 
fifteen  stood.  A  whole  year  without  an 
invitation  even  to  be  on  the  program,  but 
this  is  not  uncommon  for  this  age  is  a 
little  hard  sometimes  to  handle  because 
of  shyness,  and  the  average  leader  does 
not  take  the  time  to  encourage  and  help 
them.  An  intermediate  teen-age  group 
should  be  organized  separately  where  the 
Y.  P.  E.  is  large,  and  they  should  be  giv- 
en special  attention.  I  know  of  a  number 
of  this  group  who  are  from  the  best  fam- 
ilies who  sit  in  the  back  of  the  church 
on  Y.  P.  E.  night  instead  of  going  for- 
ward with  the  young  people. 

One  woman  said  to  me  recently,  "My 
boy  has  just  quit  going  altogether."  This 
age  needs  all  the  encouragement  possible. 
If  they  are  lost  to  the  church  at  this  age 
they  are  hard  to  get  back. 

Yes,  religious  education  is  very  impor- 
tant. What  is  your  church  doing  along 
that  line  and  how  will  your  young  people 
meet  the  skeptical  world  when  they  leave 
the  home  community?  There  are  thou- 
sands of  young  people  who  will  never  be 
able  to  go  to  Bible  School  and  God  has 
sent  them  into  our  midst  for  us  to  train. 
Recently  we  heard  some  statistics  over  the 
radio  of  the  loss  in  membership  of  some 
of  our  denominational  churches.  We 
should  be  proud  at  this  time  of  the  13,- 
000  increase  in  number  we  have  had  this 
year.  God  has  been  good  to  us  and  we 
should  not  fail  in  feeding  the  lambs  He 
is  sending  our  way.  Jesus  said,  "Feed  my 
lambs." 

Here  are  some  startling  facts  from  E. 
C.  Knapps,  "Sidelights  on  the  Daily  Va- 
cation Bible  School."  This  is  what  he  says: 
"The  word,  complacency,  has  found  a 
quiet  resting  place  in  the  vocabulary  of 
too  many  church  and  Sunday  School 
workers  today."  It  is  painful  to  face  some 
startling  facts  recently  presented  by 
Prof.  W.  S.  Athern. 

In  the  report  of  the  committee  on  edu- 
cation, prepared  by  the  International 
Sunday  School  Convention,  we  find  the 
following: 

There  are  millions  of  American  chil- 
dren and  youth  unreached  by  the  educa- 
tional program  of  the  church.  There  are 
over  twenty-seven  million  American  chil- 
dren and  youth  nominally  Protestant,  un- 
der twenty-five  years  of  age,  who  are  not 
enrolled  in  any  Sunday  School  and  who 
receive  no  formal  or  systematic  religious 
instruction.  There  are  eight  million 
American  children  nominally  Protestant 
under  ten  years  of  age,  who  are  growing 
up  in  non-church  homes. 

The  Jewish  churches  provide  three 
hundred  and  thirty-five  hours  of  instruc- 
tion annually  in  their  week  day  and  Sun- 
day School. 

The  Catholic  churches     provide     two 

(Continued  on  page  26) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


The  Assembly 


THE  EDITOR 


The  3  5th  Annual  Assembly  is  in  the 
past.  God  was  with  us  in  a  marvelous 
way.  City  officials  stated  that  10,000 
people  were  in  attendance  from  other 
places,  and  then  with  Chattanooga's  at- 
tendance you  may  catch  a  glimpse  of  the 
immensity  of  this  great  gathering. 

We  wish  you  might  have  been  there  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  the  enthusiasm  in  our 
young  people's  meetings.  The  young  men, 
who  were  in  charge,  were  not  slack  in 
performing  the  duties  entrusted  to  them, 
and  every  service  counted  for  the  up- 
building of  the  cause  and  the  encourage- 
ment of  the  young  people  who  attended. 
The  last  morning,  as  the  young  people  ex- 
pressed themselves  on  "My  aim  for  the 
coming  year,"  we  were  rejoiced  to  see 
what  effect  the  meetings  had  had  upon 
those  who  attended.  Some  said,  "I'm  go- 
ing home  with  a  greater  determination  to 
do  more  for  the  work  of  the  Lord  and 
more  for  the  encouragement  of  our  young 
people."  Some  said,  "This  is  the  greatest 
thing  I've  ever  seen."  Others  acknowl- 
edged they  had  been  discouraged  but  all 
discouragement  was  gone  now.  Oh,  if 
those  of  you  who  are  in  the  little 
churches  away  out  in  the  backward  com- 
munities or  the  small  churches,  with 
only  a  little  company  of  people,  could 
just  get  a  glimpse  of  the  great  company 
to  which  you  belong,  and  remember  that 


you  are  only  a  little  torch  out  there  to 
light  the  way,  you  would  not  grow  weary 
in  your  little  corner  of  the  world.  Come 
on,  young  people,  carry  your  light  wher- 
ever you  are  to  a  darkened  world.  Your 
little  corner  is  just  as  important  as  any 
other.  Souls,  precious  souls,  should  be  our 
aim  for  the  coming  year,  and  the  training 
for  future  service  should  find  its  place  in 
every  church  on  the  face  of  the  earth. 
Your  being  placed  out  there  in  that  hard 
field  will  test  the  metal  in  you,  and  prove 
it  to  the  world. 

As  to  the  aim  of  the  writer,  it  is  to  be 
of  greater  service  to  a  hungry  world  this 
year  by  sending  out  to  you  the  very  best 
encouragement  and  inspiration  through 
the  pages  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  All  I 
ask  is  for  you  to  read  it  and  God  will 
do  the  rest.  I  cannot  sow  the  seed  in  your 
heart,  neither  can  God  give  the  increase, 
unless  you  do  your  part  and  that  part 
is  to  read  its  pages. 

Then  we  can  play  our  part  in  the  dis- 
tribution of  this  good  literature.  Others, 
others,  others  should  be  uppermost  in  our 
hearts  this  year.  If  the  paper  is  good  for 
you,  you  should  have  a  desire  to  have 
others  have  it  in  their  homes.  God  w>ll 
bless  your  efforts. 

Come  on  and  let  us  go  over  the  top 
along  all  lines  this  year.  God  bless  you. 
— Sincerely,  Mrs.  Alda  B.  Harrison. 


LIGHTED   PATHWAYS 


Alabama 

Arizona 

Arkansas 

California 

Colorado 

Delaware 

Foreign 

Florida 

Georgia 

Iowa 

Idaho 

Illinois 

Indiana 

Kansas 

Kentucky 

Louisiana 

Maine 

Massachusetts 

Maryland 

Minnesota 

Michigan 

Mississippi 

Missouri 

Montana 

Nebraska 

New  Jersey 

New  Mexico 


Sold    for 
1938-39 

7,597 
64 

1,706 

983 

19 

295 

2,182 

16,358 

24,453 

432 

232 

4,387 

1,062 

561 

8,119 

1,586 

321 

215 

2,643 

13 

1,839 

3,617 

1,497 

1,205 

9 

298 

217 


Sold    for 
1939-40 

12,614 

262 
2,406 
1,596 

144 

365 

2,466 

37,835 

37,354 

508 

955 
8,372 
2,357 

486 

14,093 

1,604 

688 

313 
3,449 

470 
2,567 
4,148 
2,042 
1,640 
94 

568 
1,911 


Increase  this 
year  over  last 
(decrease  *) 

5,017 

198 

700 

613 

125 

70 

284 

21,477 

12,901 

76 

72  3 

3,985 

1,295 

*7$ 

5,974 

18 

367 

98 

806 

457 

72  8 

531 

545 

435 

85 

270 

1,694 


N.  Carolina  22,415  20,568  *1,847 

New  York              0  12  12 

North  Dakota   579  1,480  901 

Ohio                  3,876  5,668  1,792 

Oklahoma        2,151  2,647  496 

Oregon                 501  606  105 

Pennsylvania  7,199  9,209  2,010 

S.  Carolina    35,090  54,295  19,205 

South  Dakota     743  2,032  1,289 

Tennessee       12,5  54  17,034  4,480 

Texas                4,409  6,322  1,913 

Virginia            3,796  6,758  2,962 

Washington        301  72  8  427 

Wash.,    D.C.      150  2  03  5  3 

W.  Virginia  10,576  12,818  2,242 

Wyoming              12  40  2S 

LIGHTED  PATHWAY  RATING 


Alabama 

Arizona 

Arkansa 

California 

Colorado 

Delaware 

Foreign 

Florida 

Georgia 

Iowa 


Sold    for 
October 

632 
14 

158 

91 

14 

14 

331 

2,530 

2,400 

28 


Sold  by 
Subscription 

531 

94 

459 

123 

24 

150 

2,063 

777 

57 


Total 

13,505 

290 

2,793 

1,594 

154 

325 

3,873 

45,556 

41,784 

577 


Idaho 

98 

236 

1,109 

Illinois 

533 

473 

8,866 

Indiana 

189 

33 

2,591 

Kansas 

27 

12 

446 

Kentucky 

825 

208 

18,061 

Louisiana 

155 

213 

2,007 

Maine 

56 

30 

802 

Massachusetts 

426 

Maryland 

280 

68 

3,744 

Minnesota 

42 

92 

582 

Michigan 

224 

171 

2,803 

Mississippi 

356 

180 

4,699 

Missouri 

210 

138 

2,364 

Montana 

84 

221 

1,710 

Nebraska 

23 

94 

New  Jersey 

56 

35 

610 

New  York 

9 

12 

New  Mexico 

88 

80 

978 

N.  Carolina 

2,062 

815 

27,045 

North  Dakota 

140 

75 

1,647 

Ohio 

621 

158 

5,849 

Oklahoma 

182 

153 

2,889 

Oregon 

42 

57 

634 

Pennsylvania 

580 

444 

8,079 

S.   Carolina 

4,599 

2,145 

60,214 

South  Dakota 

112 

52 

1,970 

Tennessee 

1,328 

995 

19,718 

Texas 

437 

539 

6,626 

Virginia 

591 

272 

8,131 

Washington 

28 

124 

742 

Wash.,  D.  C. 

14 

20 

203 

W.  Virginia 

1,039 

491 

15,002 

Wyoming 

14 

23 

65 

Akron,  Ohio,  District  Y.   P.   E.   and 
S.  S.  Convention  a  Success 

On  August  2,  1940,  the  Akron  district 
opened  its  first  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  convention,  under  the  leadership 
of  our  district  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School 
superintendent,  Brother  Frank  Fought, 
of  Akron. 

The  young  people  of  the  Akron  dis- 
trict are  on  fire  for  God.  We  praise  and 
thank  the  Lord  for  our  young  people  and 
our  old  ones  as  well.  During  our  conven- 
tion we  had  the  best  preaching  I  believe 
I  ever  listened  to. 

Our  young  people  will  be  a  help  and  a 
great  blessing  if  we  will  let  them.  Our 
song  services  were  under  the  very  effici- 
ent leadership  of  Mrs.  Marie  Mclliger  of 
Akron.  We  had  wonderful  services  dur- 
ing the  whole  convention.  We  could  feel 
the  presence  of  the  Lord.  Bless  His  name. 
There  wasn't  so  much  shouting,  but  say, 
the  Lord  was  there.  You  could  feel  His 
presence  when  you  stepped  in  the  door. 
Every  speaker  had  the  anointing  of  God 
on  them.  And  the  special  singing  was 
wonderful.  There  were  the  Warden  trio, 
the  South  Side  quartet,  the  Akron  trio, 
and   many  other  good   singers. 

We  were  favored  with  a  visit  from  our 
Brother  and  Sister  Cook,  returned  mis- 
sionaries from  India,  and  enjoyed  their 
lectures  so  much,  also  Brother  and  Sister 
Carl  Hughes.  We  were  certainly  glad  to 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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THE  SCARRED  HAND 

E.  T.  Fowley 

William  Dixon  was  an  infidel,  and 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  religion. 
Even  if  there  was  a  God,  which  he 
doubted,  he  could  not  forgive  Him  for 
taking  away  his  young  wife  about  two 
years  after  they  were  married,  and  his 
little  boy  had  also  died.  Dixon  felt  very 
desolate  and  bitter,  and  vowed  he  would 
never  enter  a  church  as  long  as  he  lived; 
and  for  ten  years  he  kept  his  word.  He 
was  extremely  fond  of  children,  and  the 
death  of  his  little  boy  was  almost  as  bit- 
ter as  the  loss  of  his  wife. 

Ten  years  after  Mary  Dixon's  death  a 
stirring  event  occurred  in  the  little  vil- 
lage of  Brackcnthwaite.  Old  Peggy  Win- 
slow's  cottage  one  day  caught  fire,  and 
was  burnt  to  the  ground.  The  poor  old 
woman  was  pulled  out  alive,  though 
nearly  suffocated  by  smoke,  when  the  by- 
standers were  horrified  to  hear  a  child's 
pitiful  voice.  It  was  the  voice  of  little 
Dicky  Winslow  (Peggy's  orphan  grand- 
child), on  whom  neither  grandfather  nor 
any  one  else  had  bestowed  much  thought 
or  affection,  consequently  Dicky  had 
been  forgotten  in  the  excitement  of  the 
fire  until  the  flames  awoke  him  and  drove 
him  shrieking  to  the  window  of  the  attic 
where  he  slept. 

The  onlookers  were  much  distressed 
to  see  the  child  in  such  a  plight  but  felt 
it  was  too  late  to  save  him  as  the  rickety 
stairs  had  already  fallen  in.  Suddenly, 
with  an  exclamation  of  "Cowards!"  Wil- 
liam Dixon  rushed   to   the  burning  cot- 


tage, climbed  up  the  tottering  wall  by 
means  of  the  iron  piping,  and  took  the 
trembling  little  boy  in  his  arm.  Down 
he  came  again,  holding  the  child  in  his 
right  arm,  and,  supporting  himself  by 
his  left,  the  two  reached  the  ground  in 
safety,  amid  the  onlookers'  cheers,  just 
as  the  smoking  walls  fell. 

Little  Dicky  was  not  hurt  at  all,  but 
the  hand  with  which  Dixon  had  held  on 

Some  Other  Day 

The  Spirit  once  came  to  an  innocent  child 
And  plead  in  the  tend'rest  tone: 

"Dear  little  one,  let  Me  come  into   thy 
heart 
And  make  it  forever  My  own." 

"Sweet  Spirit,"  he  cried,  "please  go  away; 

For  childhood  is  only  for  fun  and  play; 

Some  other  day,  some  other  day, 

When  I  am  older,  I'll  bid  Thee  stay." 

The   Spirit   came   back   to    the   tall,   fair 
youth 

With  a  loving  and  tender  plea: 
"The  harvest  is  ready,  there's  work  to  be 
done, 

Arise,  God  is  calling  for  thee." 
"O  Spirit,"  he  cried,  "leave  me,  I  pray, 
The  pleasures  of  earth  hold  me  in  sway: 
Some  other  day,  some  other  day, 
Then,  Holy  Spirit  I'll  bid  Thee  stay." 

The  Spirit  plead  thus  with  the  toil-worn 
man: 

"Make   haste    while   God's   grace   shall 
last; 
The  silver  is  tinging  thy  locks  of  brown, 

Thy  years  now  are  slipping  by  fast." 
"O  Spirit,"  he  cried,  "I  should  obey, 
But  1  am  too  busy  and  tired  to  pray; 
Some  other  day,  some  other  day; 
When  I  have  time  I  will  bid  Thee  stay." 

The  old  man  now  leans  on  his  trembling 
staff, 

With  a  quavering,  bitter  sigh: 
"I've  wasted  a  lifetime  in  sin"  he  cried, 

"And  now  I  am  going  to  die; 
The  Spirit,  long  slighted,  has  flown  away; 
No  hope,  no  God,  I  cannot  pray; 
No  other  day,  no  other  day; 
The  Holy  Spirit  has  gone  to  stay." 

■ — Gertrude  Manly  Jones. 

to  the  hot  piping  was  terribly  burnt. 
The  burn  healed,  but  left  a  deep  scar  that 
he  would  carry  to  his  grave. 

Poor  old  Peggy  could  not  rally  from 
the  shock,  and  died  soon  after.  Then  the 
question  was:  What  is  to  become  of 
Dicky?  James  Lovatt,  a  most  respectable 
person,  begged  that  Dicky  be  given  to 
him  to  adopt  as  he  and  his  wife  longed 


for  a  little  lad,  having  lost  one  of  their 
own.  To  every  one's  surprise,  Will  Dixon 
made  a  similar  request.  It  was  difficult 
to  decide  between  the  two.  So  a  meeting 
was  called,  composed  of  the  minister,  the 
mill  owner,  and  a  number  of  others. 

Mr.  Haywood,  the  miller,  said:  "It  is 
very  kind  of  both  Lovatt  and  Dixon  to 
offer  to  adopt  the  orphan  boy,  but  I  am 
in  a  great  perplexity  as  to  which  of  them 
ought  to  have  him.  Dixon,  having  saved 
his  life,  has  the  first  claim;  but,  on  the 
other  hand,  Lovatt  has  a  wife,  and  the 
care  of  a  woman  is  most  necessary  to  a 
young  child." 

Mr.  Lipton,  the  minister,  said:  "More- 
over, a  man  of  Dixon's  atheistic  notions 
cannot  be  a  suitable  guardian  for  a  child, 
he  would  doubtless  make  the  boy  an  un- 
believer like  himself,  whilst  Lovatt  and 
his  wife  are  both  Christian  people,  and 
would  train  up  the  child  in  the  way  he 
should  go." 

Mr.  Haywood  said  again:  "I  would 
be  sorry  to  underrate  in  any  way  the 
heroic  courage  and  self-sacrifice  which 
Dixon  displayed  in  saving  the  boy's  life, 
but  we  are  bound  to  remember  that  he- 
roic courage  is  by  no  means  the  chief 
thing  that  is  needed  in  the  education  of 
a  child.  A  man  may  be  as  brave  as  a 
lion  and  yet  utterly  unsuited  to  take 
charge  of  the  young." 

"Dixon  saved  the  child's  body,"  said 
the  minister,  "but  it  rests  with  us  to  see 
that  his  soul  is  saved  also.  And  it  would 
be  a  sorry  thing  for  the  boy's  future  wel- 
fare if  the  one  who  took  him  from  the 
burning  cottage  would  be  the  means  of 
leading  him  to  his  eternal  ruin." 

"We  will  hear  what  the  applicants 
themselves  have  to  say,"  said  Mr.  Hay- 
wood, "then  I  will  put  the  question  to 
the  vote.  Now,  Mr.  Lovatt,  give  us  your 
reasons  for  wanting  the  boy." 

Mr.  Lovatt  replied:  "Well,  gentlemen, 
my  wife  and  I  lost  a  little  lad  of  our  own 
not  long  ago,  and  we  feel  as  if  this  child 
would  fill  the  vacant  place.  I  have  noth- 
ing to  say  against  our  friend  Dixon,  for 
a  more  civil  fellow-workman  no  man 
need  care  to  have;  but  it  does  seem  to 
me  that  a  child  like  Dicky  would  be  hap- 
pier saying  his  prayers  at  my  Susan's 
knees  than  listening  to  the  atheistic  talk 
of  Dixon  and  his  friends.  We  would  do 
our  best  to  bring  up  the  lad  in  the  fear 
of  the  Lord.  Besides,  a  child  so  young 
needs  a  woman  to  look  after  it,  and  my 
Susan  is  very  fond  of  children  and  real 
clever  with  them,  and  we  never  had  any 
of  our  own  but  the  dear  little  boy  who 
died." 

"Very  good,  Mr.  Lovatt;  these  are  cer- 
tainly good  reasons  why  you  should  be 
permitted  to  adopt  the  boy.  Now,  Mr. 
Dixon,  what  arguments  have  you  to  bring 
forward  to  prove  that  your  claim  should 
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OUTLINE  FOR  PROGRAMS 

Call  meetings  to  order  and  ask  for  a  few  mo 
minis  of  silent  prayer.  Then  call  on  some  one  to 
lead  in  a  short  opening  prayer  asking  God's  bless- 
ings on  the  meetings.  This  will  make  the  short  song 
service    which    should    follow    more    impressive. 

Song  service:  Do  not  make  your  opening  song 
service  too  long  but  intersperse  songs  between  your 
talks  further  along  in  the  meetings.  This  will  give 
variety  to  your  program  and  will  keep  the  talks 
from    being    tiresome. 

Leader  should  then  announce  the  topic,  read  the 
scripture  and  have  a  season  of  prayer,  perhaps  hav- 
ing the  young  people  Co  pray  short  prayers  or  one 
person  to  lead  as  you  may  desire.  Young  people 
need  o  be  trained  to  hear  their  own  voice  in  prayer. 
This  will  be  a  great  blessing  to  them  when  they 
are  called  into  the  field  of  service  for  the  Master. 
So  often  the  leader  will  call  out  older  ones  who 
are  experienced.  This  is  a  training  class  for  young 
workers.    Let   us   bear   this   in   mind. 

The  leader  should  then  make  her  opening  talk 
from  the  "THOUGHTS  FOR  LEADER"  in  les- 
son   Program. 

The  sub-topics  in  the  lesson  should  be  handed 
out  a  week  before  and  the  different  ones  should  ba 
ready  now  for  their  discussion  of  the  topic.  Each 
one  should  be  well  prepared.  Do  not  take  a  topic 
unless  you  intend  to  put  your  whole  heart  into  it. 
It  is  a  great  disappointment  to  a  leader  when  one 
who  is  on  the  program  is  either  absent  or  unpre- 
pared. Ask  God  to  make  you  one  of  those  Chris- 
tians who  can  always  be  depended  on. 

After  each  one  has  responded  and  the  topic  been 
thoroughly  discussed  by  those  on  the  program,  it 
might  be  well  to  ask  others  if  they  have  any  thought 
ihey  would  like  to  give.  Sometimes  God  gives  others 
good  thoughts  during  the  meeting  and  they  should 
have  a  chance  to  give  them.  Give  what  you  have 
to  give  in  as  few  words  as  possible.  Long,  tiresome 
talks  will  drive  young  people  from  your  meetings. 
No  one  is  supposed  to  preach  a  sermon  in  a  Y.P.E. 
meeting. 

At  the  end  of  the  program  sing  some  good  in- 
vitation song  and  give  the  unsaved  a  chance  to 
come    to   the   altar   of    prayer   and   accept   Christ. 

Leaders,  pray  much  over  your  meeting,  asking 
God  to  direct  you  in  everything.  Pray  for  the  sal- 
vation   of    your    unsaved    friends. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:   SIN 

Either  Holland 

Thoughts  For  the  Leader 

James  tells  us  that  sin  is  the  transgres- 
sion of  the  law,  and  yet  many  professed 
Christians  today  do  not  know  just  what 
God  has  commanded  His  children  to  do, 
and  oftentimes  do  things  contrary  to  the 
will  and  Word  of  God  ignorantly.  How 
important  it  is,  therefore,  that  we  become 
informed  of  the  commandments  of  the 
Lord  and  know  what  is  in  accordance  with 
His  will  and  what  is  in  opposition  to  His 
will.  Sin  has  reigned  in  the  world  since 
the  fall  of  man  in  the  Garden  of  Eden 
and  will  be  common  until  Jesus  returns 
to  earth  again  to  take  up  His  reign.  Many 
are  being  and  will  be  deceived  by  sin, 
for  in  that  the  enemy  of  our  souls  will 
dress  it  up  and  make  it  so  attractive  that 
it  will  not  appear  to  be  sin  at  all,  yet 
under  that  "beautiful"  outside  dressing 
there  is  death,  eternal  death,  in  yielding 
to  that  which  appears  to  be  attractive  and 
unharmful. 

Universality  of  Sin 

Gen.  6:5,  "And  God  saw  that  the 
wickedness  of  man  was  great  in  the  earth, 
and  that  every  imagination  of  the 
thoughts  of  his  heart  was  only  evil  con- 
tinually."   Psalm    5  3:3,      "Every   one   of 


them  is  gone  back;  they  are  altogether 
become  filthy;  there  is  none  that  doeth 
good,  no,  not  one."  Isa.  5  3:6,  "All  we 
like  sheep  have  gone  astray;  we  have 
turned  every  one  to  his  own  way;  and 
the  Lord  hath  laid  on  Him  the  iniquity 
of  us  all."  Many  other  scriptures  could 
be  given  to  prove  that  sin  is  universal, 
but  these  will  suffice,  and  surely  we  will 
all  agree  that  sin  has  done  its  deadly  work 
wherever  man  has  lived  through  the  ages 
past,  and  methinks  its  worst  is  being  un- 
covered in  our  day.  Although  the  horrors 
of  the  persecutions  of  the  early  Chris- 
tians were  unspeakable,  history  is  repeat- 
ing itself  and  in  many  sections  more  cruel 
treatment  is  being  dosed  out  to  men  and 
women  this  day.  Not  only  so,  but  in 
the  lands  where  the  gospel  has  been 
preached  little,  there  is  a  "class"  of  sins 
that  is  almost  unbelievable.  In  spite  of 
all  these,  we  find  that  in  every  land  to- 
day people  are  worshipping  some  kind  of 
a  god,  thus  proving  to  the  world  that 
they  believe  in  a  supernatural  being  of 
some  kind.  They  know  that  things  didn't 
just  happen,  and  if  we  could  get  the 
blessed  truths  of  the  Word  of  God  to 
them,  many  of  them  would  repent  and 
turn  to  God  for  salvation  through  Jesus 
Christ. 

Sin  Is  Deceptive 

Rom.  7:11,  "For  sin,  taking  occasion 
by  the  commandment,  deceived  me,  and 
by  it,  slew  me."  2  Tim.  3:13,  "But  evil 
men  and  seducers  shall  wax  worse  and 
worse,  deceiving  and  being  deceived." 
Heb.  3:13,  "But  exhort  one  another 
daily,  while  it  is  called  to  day;  lest  any 
of  you  be  hardened  through  the  deceit- 
fulness  of  sin."  It  is  true  that  if  man 
could  see  the  results  of  each  sin  com- 
mitted before  he  commits  them,  he  would 
not  do  it;  if  the  robber  knew  that  he 
would  surely  be  caught  and  not  be  able 
to  get  away  with  his  robbery,  he  would 
not  commit  it;  if  the  murderer  knew  that 
he  would  surely  be  caught  and  not  be 
able  to  escape,  many  would  refrain  from 
killing;  if  those  who  arc  being  blindly  led 
by  someone  whom  they  have  great  confi- 
dence in  knew  that  they  were  being  led 
into  eternal  death,  they  would  not  fol- 
low that  person;  but  the  enemy  of  our 
souls,  Satan,  knows  that  if  we  know  these 
things  and  could  see  the  terribleness  of 
the  results  we  would  not  commit  them, 
therefore,  it  is  his  duty  or  business,  and 
he  performs  it  well,  to  blind  the  eyes  of 
the  people  so  that  they  cannot  see  the  re- 
sults in  order  to  lead  them  on  into  the 
eternal  death.  If  God's  people  today 
would  close  their  eyes  a  moment  and  seek 
the  mind  of  God  as  we  are  commanded  to 
do,  we  would  find  that  God  would  give 
us  His  mind  and  we  would  be  made  to 
see  these  results  before  we  commit  the 
sin,  and  we  would  not  be  deceived  by  the 
enemy. 


Sin  Loved  A)  Man 

This  topic  sounds  unreasonable,  doesn't 
it?  yet  what  does  God's  Word  say  about 
it?  Psalm  52:3,  "Thou  lovest  evil  more 
than  good;  and  lying  rather  than  to  speak 
righteousness."  Prov.  2:14,  "Who  rejoice 
to  do  evil,  and  delight  in  the  frowardness 
of  the  wicked."  2  Thess.  2:11,  "And  for 
this  cause  God  shall  send  them  strong  de- 
lusions, that  they  should  believe  a  lie; 
that  they  all  might  be  damned  who  be- 
lieved not  the  truth,  but  had  pleasure  in 
unrighteousness."  The  depraving  nature 
of  man  that  belittles  self  to  indulge  in 
sin!  Yet  we  were  created  in  the  very  im- 
age of  God  with  His  attributes  in  the  be- 
ginning. How  far  man  has  fallen!  How 
tragic  to  think  that  man  in  his  intelli- 
gence would  rather  serve  sin  than  God, 
however,  in  revival  meetings  we  find  that 
men  under  strong  conviction  will  not 
yield  unto  God  because  they  would  rather 
"enjoy"  the  pleasures  of  sin,  knowing 
that  they  will  lead  unto  eternal  destruc- 
tion. It  is  heart-rending  to  see  the  depths 
of  sin  which  men  love  and  enjoy  in  this 
world. 

The  Remedy  for  Sin 

There  is  one  glorious  thought  even 
amid  all  the  sorrows  and  terrors  of  sin, 
and  that  is  that  there  is  a  way  of  escape 
and  that  way  is  through  the  blood  of 
Jesus  Christ  which  was  spilt  on  Calvary's 
cross  for  the  world,  for  all  who  will  call 
upon  Him,  for  all  who  will  accept  Him, 
for  all  who  will  be  washed  in  this  foun- 
tain for  sin.  And  this  is  the  only  way  we 
can  get  rid  of  sin,  but  praise  the  Lord, 
God  knew  there  would  be  some  who 
would  not  want  to  continue  in  sin  but 
who  would  desire  to  please  God  and  to 
love  Him,  therefore,  He  provided  a  way 
whereby  we  might  be  saved.  And,  it  is  not 
His  will  that  any  be  lost,  but  that  all 
should  come  to  Christ  for  forgiveness, 
and  the  provision  is  for  all  who  will  come. 
The  invitation  is  universal  and  includes 
the  heathen,  the  drunkard,  the  harlot,  the 
gambler,  the  socialist,  the  modernist,  the 
gossiper,  yea,  all  who  will  come  and  par- 
take of  the  remedy  for  sin.  Jesus  loved  us 
enough  to  give  Himself  for  us.  God  loved 
us  enough  to  give  Jesus,  His  oniy  begot- 
ten Son,  to  come  into  the  world  that  we 
might  believe  on  Him  and  receive  eter- 
nal life.  A  free  gift,  not  to  be  bought 
with  money,  not  to  be  bribed,  but  a  free 
gift  from  the  Giver  of  all  good  and  per- 
fect gifts.  Sinner  friend,  won't  you  ac- 
cept Him  tonight  rather  than  continue 
in  sin,  knowing  that  sin  leads  to  eternal 
death? 

BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic:  THANKFULNESS 

Willie  Green  Gupton 
Scripture  lesson:  Psa.  100:4 
Thoughts   for   the   Leader 
We  should  thank  and  praise  the  Lord 
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continually  each  day  of  our  lives.  The 
Lord  wants  everything  that  has  breath  to 
praise  Him.  We  find  in  Psa.  89:5,  "And 
the  heavens  shall  praise  thy  wonders,  O 
Lord:  thy  faithfulness  also  in  the  con- 
gregation of  the  saints."  Psa.  74:21,  "O 
let  not  the  oppressed  return  ashamed:  let 
the  poor  and  needy  praise  thy  name." 

Thankful  For  Love 
John  15:12-13. 
Let's  be  thankful  for  the  love  that  God 
gave  us  when  we  were  born  again.  Jesus 
Christ  is  our  example  and  if  we  follow 
Him  we  must  have  love  in  our  hearts 
for  our  fellow  man.  He  commands  us  to 
love  one  another.  Gal.  5:6,  "For  in  Jesus 
Christ  neither  circumcision  availeth  any 
thing,  nor  uncircumcision;  but  faith 
which  worketh  by  love."  John  3:16,  "For 
God  so  loved  the  world,  that  He  gave 
his  only  begotten  Son,  that  whosoever  be- 
lieveth  in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have 
everlasting  life. 

Thankful  For  Grace 
Ezra  9:8 
We  should  also  be  thankful  for  the 
grace  of  God  that  keeps  us  unspotted 
from  the  things  of  the  world  and  thank- 
ful for  the  grace  that  helps  us  overcome 
our  trials  and  temptations.  2  Cor.  12:9 
says,  "My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee," 
and  we  know  that  His  grace  is  sufficient 
for  every  trial  and  test  that  we  have. 

Thankful  For  Divine  Healing 
James  5:15-16 
If  we're  thankful  for  divine  healing 
let's  prove  it.  If  He  heals  us,  let's  tell 
about  it.  He  said  if  I  be  lifted  up  I'll 
draw  all  men  unto  me.  So  when  the  Lord 
heals  us  or  blesses  us  in  any  way  let's  be 
thankful  and  tell  the  world  about  it. 

Thankful   For    Friends 
Prov.    17:17 

Are  we  thankful  enough  for  friends? 
Friendship  is  one  of  the  greatest  things 
that  we  can  have  among  ourselves.  When 
we're  sick  or  feel  down  and  out  and  some 
friend  or  other  comes  in  and  speaks  kind 
and  encouraging  words  to  us  it  helps  us 
so  much,  so  let's  be  more  thankful  for 
our  friends  and  let  us  try  to  be  better 
friends  to  other  people.  Prov.  18:24  says 
a  man  that  has  friends  must  show  himself 
friendly. 

Closing  Thought 

These  are  just  a  few  things  that  we 
should  be  thankful  for,  but  we  have 
many  more,  such  as  food,  clothing, 
health,  and  strength,  and  many  other 
things,  so  let  us  not  fail  to  give  thanks 
to  God. 

Note:  This  lesson  is  a  good  starter  for 
your  thanksgiving  service.  You  may 
think  of  a  number  of  other  good  things 
to  add  to  it.  Open  your  meeting  (after  a 
few  good  talks)  to  all  to  make  remarks 
or  give  testimonies  of  thankfulness. 


BIBLE  LESSON 
Topic,  A  LIFE  OF  FAITH 
Paul  Stover 
Scripture  lesson:  Gal.  2:20. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 
A  life  of  faith  is  the  only  life  that  is 
worth  living.  When  the  old  man  of  sin 
has  really  been  crucified,  it  is  then  that 
the  new  man  can  live  by  faith  in  the  di- 
vine Son  of  God. 

A  Peaceful  Life 
Faith  in  God  brings  peace  to  our  souls. 
Fear  brings  trouble,  sorrow,  and  distress. 
When  the  world  seems  to  be  so  torn  up 
and  perplexed,  we  as  true  children  of  God 
can  look  to  Jesus  the  author  and  finisher 
of  our  faith  and  obtain  peace  which  is 
part  of  our  inheritance. 

A  Joyous  Life 
Joy  seems  to  be  the  desire  of  the  human 
heart,  but  most  people  are  seeking  from 
the  wrong  source.  Faith  in  God  brings 
us  joy  and  also  spiritual  strength.  The 
more  faith  we  have  the  more  joy  we'll 
have  in  the  Lord. 

A  Busy  Life 
It  takes  water  to  keep  fish  alive;  it  also 
takes  works  to  keep  faith  alive.  James  2: 
17  tells  us  that     "Faith,  if  it  hath  not 
works,  is  dead,  being  alone." 

It  takes  laboring  in  God's  vineyard  to 
maintain  faith  in  God.  There  is  always 
something  for  faithful  people  to  be  doing. 
Let  us  not  be  slothful  or  idle  in  the  work 
of  the  Lord.  Be  a  live  wire  everywhere, 
and  in  every  undertaking  for  God  and 
His  Church. 

A  Victorious  Life 
In   this   great   warfare   against   sin   and 
the  devil  every  child  of  God  needs  and 
must  have  the  shield  of  faith  with  which 
he  will  be  able  to  withstand  the  enemy. 
David  had  faith  in  God.  He  believed  that 
the  same  God  that  gave  him  strength  to 
kill  the  wild  beast  back  on  the  mountain- 
side would  also  give  him  victory  over  the 
giant,  and  the  result  was  victory. 
An  Eternal  Life 
According   to  St.   John   3:36   we   find 
these  words,  "He  that  believeth  on     the 
Son  hath  everlasting  life." 

Come  on,  Christians,  let  us  fight  the 
good  fight  of  faith  that  we  may  be  able 
to  lay  hold  on  eternal  life. 

BIBLE  LESSON 

Topic:  THE  EFFECT  OF  WORDS 

Geneva  Morgan 

Leader's  Thought 

We  notice  the   title  of  our  subject— - 

"The  Effect  of  Words."  Most  people  give 

little  thought  to  some     words     that  are 

spoken.  Some  don't  seem  to  care  how  and 

what  they  say  and  speak.  Prov.  25:11,  "A 

word  fitly  spoken  is  like  apples  of  gold  in 

pictures  of  silver."  Let  us  be  careful  what 


we  speak  and  how  we  speak.  We  know 
words  harshly  spoken  make  a  wound  that 
isn't  easily  healed. 

Day  after  day  we  meet  with  friends 
and  strangers.  Let  us  speak  words  of  help 
and  cheer  that  will  perhaps  win  them  to 
Christ. 

Value  of  Gold  and  Silver  as  Compared 
With  Words 
We  know  that  gold  and  silver  are 
counted  as  a  valuable  possession  for  one 
to  have.  We  find  many  people  in  the 
world  today  who  possess  vast  wealth  in 
the  things  of  this  life. 

If  we  speak  words  of  kindness  as  we 
come  in  contact  with  people  we  meet 
each  day,  no  doubt  you  may  speak  some- 
thing that  will  touch  the  heart  and  cause 
them  to  come  to  Christ,  if  they  are  lost. 
If  we  see  a  Christian  who  seems  to  be 
down  and  out,  seems  to  be  discouraged, 
you  can  cheer  him  up  by  speaking  words 
of  encouragement.  Give  him  a  lift.  Peo- 
ple who  are  like  that  will  appreciate  a 
good  word  of  encouragement. 

We  should  be  careful  how  we  carry  on 
a  conversation.  Will  we  say  something 
about  someone  unthoughtedly  that  will 
cause  that  person  to  become  hurt?  Let  us 
not  try  to  find  fault  of  people.  If  we  hear 
someone  talking  about  someone,  let  us 
try  to  speak  carefully.  We  find  Jesus  is 
our  greatest  example  of  careful  speaking. 
Jesus  spoke  words  of  comfort  and  advice 
to  those  with  whom  He  came  in  contact. 
A  Good  Word  Spoken  in  Season 
Prov.  15:23 
"A  man  hath  joy  by  the  answer  of 
his  mouth:  and  a  word  spoken  in  due 
season,  how  good  is  it!"  We  should  know 
when  to  speak  words,  or  how  to  express 
ourselves.  If  someone  is  inquiring  of  us 
for  help  or  advice,  we  should  know  what 
to  give.  If  someone  is  asking  to  know 
more  about  Jesus  or  salvation  we  should 
give  wise  answers,  be  so  filled  with  the 
Spirit  of  God  until  we  can  have  wisdom 
enough  to  rightly  divide  the  Scripture 
and  enlighten  him  to  it.  Jesus  said  not  to 
take  or  add  to  His  Word.  We  find  people 
who  often  misuse  words.  We  ought  to  be 
more  careful  about  how  we  speak. 
The  Power  of  a  Good  Word 
Prov.  12:25 
"Heaviness  in  the  heart  of  man  maketh 
it  stoop:  but  a  good  word  maketh  it 
glad." 

We  come  in  contact  with  people,  as  we 
walk  along  life's  pathway,  whose  hearts 
seem  to  be  heavy.  A  burden  there,  per- 
haps, he  is  carrying.  Speak  a  word  of 
cheer  and  make  his  burden  become  lighter. 
When  we  say  something  in  a  time  like 
that,  we  will  render  a  great  service.  Jesus 
expects  us  to  help  bear  one  another's  bur- 
dens. Let  us  encourage  one  another  more. 
If  someone  has  rendered  his  service,  let 
him  know  you  appreciate  it  by  telling 
him.  Give  him  the  roses  while  he  lives, 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


don't  wait  until  he  is  gone.  A  few  kind 
words  spoken  may  win  some  soul  that  you 
meet  to  Christ. 

God's  Word  Giveth  Light 
Psa.   119:105 

"Thy  word  is  a  lamp  unto  my  feet,  and 
a  light  unto  my  path."  We  find  those 
words  written  across  the  front  cover  of 
our  Lighted  Pathway.  Thousands,  no 
doubt,  read  it  every  month.  Just  think 
what  a  consolation  it  means  to  us  young 
people.  Do  you  get  the  meaning?  Psa. 
119:130,  "The  entrance  of  thy  words 
giveth  light;  it  giveth  understanding  un- 
to the  simple." 

Prov.  4:18,  "But  the  path  of  the  just 
is  as  the  shining  light,  that  shineth  more 
and  more  unto  the  perfect  day." 
Conclusion:  Be  Careful  What  We  Say 

Psa.  100:3,  "Know  ye  that  the  Lord 
he  is  God:  it  is  he  that  hath  made  us,  and 
not  we  ourselves;  we  are  his  people,  and 
the  sheep  of  his  pasture." 

In  speaking  of  a  person's  faults,  try  not 
to  forget  your  own.  Remember  those  with 
homes  of  glass  should  never  throw  a 
stone.  If  we  have  nothing  else  to  do  but 
talk  of  other  folks,  'tis  better  we  com- 
mence at  home,  and  from  that  point  be- 
gin. 

We  have  no  right  to  judge  a  man  until 
he  is  fairly  tried;  should  we  not  like  his 
company  we  know  the  world  is  wide. 

Some  may  have  faults,  and  who  has  not? 
The  old  as  well  as  the  young; 
Perhaps  we  may,  for  ought  we  know, 
Have  fifty  to  their  one. 

I'll  tell  you  of  a  better  plan, 
And  find  it  works  full  well; 
Let's  try  our  men  defects  to  cure 
Before  of  others  talk. 

Now  I  hope  to  be  no  worse  than  some. 
I  know  my  own  shortcomings  bid  me  let 
the  faults  of  others  go. 

Now  let  us  all,  when  we  commence  to 
slander  friend  or  foe,  think  of  the  harm 
we  are  doing  to  ourselves  when  we  speak 
evil  of  those  we  little  know.  Remember 
cures  sometimes  like  our  chickens 
"roost  at  home." 

The  Scarred  Hand 

(Continued  from  page  22) 

be  preferred  to  Lovatt's?" 

"I  have  only  one  argument,  sir,  and  it 
is  this,"  answered  Dixon  quietly,  as  he 
took  the  bandage  off  his  left  hand,  and 
held  up  the  sadly  scarred  and  injured 
member. 

For  a  few  moments  there  was  quiet  in 
the  room,  and  then  the  men  broke  out 
into  loud  cheering,  and  the  eyes  of  some 
were  dimmed.  There  was  something  in 
the  sight  of  that  scarred  hand  which  ap- 
pealed to  their  sense  of  justice  and  was 
more  powerful  than  all  James  Lovatt's 
well-grounded   reasoning.      So,   when   the 


question  was  put  to  the  vote,  the  meet- 
ing decided  by  a  majority  in  favor  of 
William  Dixon. 

One  who  was  present  in  speaking  of  it 
afterwards  said,  "It  was  the  sight  of 
Dixon's  hand  as  did  it;  none  of  us  could 
go  against  that." 

"And  I  believe  you  are  right,  my  man," 
said  the  miller.  "No  matter  what  his 
views  are,  he  certainly  has  a  claim  on 
that  boy  by  reason  of  what  he  has  suf- 
fered for  him." 

So  a  new  era  began  for  Dixon.  Dicky 
never  missed  a  mother's  care,  for  Will 
was  both  father  and  mother  to  the  or- 
phan boy,  and  lavished  all  the  pent  up 
tenderness  of  his  strong  nature  upon  the 
child  he  had  saved.  He  taught  the  boy 
to  read,  and  told  wondering  Dicky  the 
stories  which  would  have  been  for  the 
little  son  who  did  not  live  to  hear  them. 

Dicky  was  a  clever  boy  and  quickly 
responded  to  his  adopted  father's  train- 
ing; he  adored  him  with  all  the  fervor 
of  his  loving  little  heart.  He  remembered 
how  "daddy"  had  saved  him  from  the 
fire,  and  he  was  never  tired  of  hear- 
ing how  James  Lovatt  had  wanted  to 
make  him  his  boy;  how  "daddy"  had 
claimed  him  because  of  that  poor  hand  so 
dreadfully  burnt  for  his  sake.  It  nearly 
always  moved  Dicky  to  tears,  with  kisses 
on  the  hand  that  had  been  scarred  for 
him. 

"I  shan't  never  be  the  Lovatt's  little 
boy,  shall  I,  daddy?"  he  would  say. 

"No,  lad,  you  are  mine." 

One  summer  there  was  a  great  exhibi- 
tion of  pictures  in  the  town,  and  Dixon 
took  Dicky  to  see  them.  The  boy  was 
greatly  interested  in  the  pictures  and  the 
stories  daddy  told  him  about  some  of 
them.  The  picture  that  impressed  him 
most  was  one  of  the  Lord  reproving 
Thomas;  underneath  which  were  the 
words: 

"Reach  hither  thy  finger,  and  behold 
my  hands"   (John  20:27). 

Dicky  read  the  words  and  said,  "Please, 
daddy,  tell  me  the  story  of  that  picture." 

"No,  not  that  one,"  said  Dixon. 

"Why  not  that  one?" 

"Because  it's  a  story  I  do  not  believe." 

"Oh,  but  that's  nothing!"  urged  Dicky; 
"you  don't  believe  the  story  of  Jack  the 
Giant-killer,  yet  it's  one  of  my  favorites. 
Do  tell  me  the  story  of  the  picture — 
please,  daddy."  So  Dixon  told  him  the 
story,  and  it  interested  him  greatly. 

"It's  like  you  and  me,  daddy,"  said  the 
boy.  "When  the  Lovatt's  wanted  to  get 
me,  you  showed  them  your  hand.  Perhaps 
when  Thomas  saw  the  scars  on  the  Good 
Man's  hands,  he  felt  that  he  belonged  to 
Him. 

"I  suppose  so,"  answered  Dixon. 

"The  Good  Man  looked  so  sad,"  said 
Dicky,  "I  'spect  He  was  sorry  that 
Thomas  did  not  believe  at  first.  It  was 
horrid  of  him  not  to,  wasn't  it,  after  the 


Good   Man   had   died    for   him?" 

Dixon  did  not  answer,  and  Dicky  went 
on,  "It  would  have  been  horrid  of  me  if 
I'd  contradicted  like  that  when  they  told 
me  about  you  and  the  fire,  and  said  I 
didn't  believe  you  did  it!  wouldn't  it, 
daddy?" 

"Yes,  very." 

"Supposin'  I'd  been  horrid  like  Thomas 
and  not  believed  about  you  and  the  fire, 
should  I  have  had  to  be  the  Lovatt's  lit- 
tle boy?" 

"Of  course  not.  Whether  you  believed 
it  or  not,  I  had  saved  you,"  answered 
Dixon  almost  fiercely — dimly  conscious 
that  he  was  carrying  on  a  line  of  argu- 
ment which  he  had  heard  somewhere  be- 
fore. 

"But  I  would  have  believed  at  once 
when  I  saw  your  hand,  like  Thomas  did," 
said  Dicky,  noticing  that  his  beloved 
"daddy"  was  ruffled. 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  Dicky's  thoughts 
ran  on  what  he  called  his  favorite  pic- 
ture, and  in  the  evening  he  wanted  daddy 
to  tell  him  the  story  again. 

"Thomas  must  have  been  sorry  he  had 
made  the  Good  Man  look  so  sad.  I  should 
be  awful  sorry  if  I  made  you  sad  like 
that,  daddy.  I  don't  like  Thomas  very 
much  do  you?" 

"I  don't  want  to  think  about  him,  my 
boy." 

"But  perhaps  he  loved  the  Good  Man 
after  that,  though — like  I  love  you.  When 
I  see  your  poor  hand,  daddy,  I  love  you 
more  than  millions  and  millions." 

Tired  little  Dicky  fell  asleep  before  he 
had  measured  the  amount  of  his  grateful 
affection;  but  Dixon's  rest  was  sorely 
disturbed  that  night.  He  could  not  get 
out  of  his  thoughts  the  picture  of  that 
tender,  sorrowful  face  which  had  looked 
down  on  him  from  the  walls  of  the  ex- 
hibition. He  dreamed  of  Lovatt  and  him- 
self contending  for  the  possession  of 
Dicky;  but  when  he  showed  his  scarred 
hand  the  boy  turned  away  from  him.  A 
bitter  sense  of  injustice  surged  up  in  his 
heart,  and  he  awoke  with  tears  running 
down  his  face.  When  he  fell  asleep  again 
he  dreamed  that  someone  was  holding 
out  a  scarred  hand  to  him,  and  a  voice 
pleadingly  said,  "Reach  hither  thy  finger, 
and  behold  my  hands." 

Even  in  his  dream  Dixon  acknowledged 
the  power  of  such  an  argument  and  the 
justice  of  such  a  claim.  As  he  was  about 
to  yield,  Dicky's  warm  kisses  aroused 
him. 

Dixon  could  not  forget  the  picture, 
and  his  dream  about  it.  He  did  not  yield 
to  his  influence  at  once,  but  his  love  for 
Dicky  had  softened  his  heart,  and  the 
seed  that  was  dropped  in  it  that  day  did 
not  fall  upon  stony  ground.  Dixon  was 
an  honest  man,  and  he  could  not  fail  to 
see  that  the  argument  he  had  employed  to 
make  Dicky  his  own,  rose  up  in  judg- 
ment  against   him   whilst   he   denied    the 
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claim  of  those  scarred  hands  which  had 
been  pierced  for  him;  and  when  he  saw 
the  child's  warm-hearted  gratitude  for 
the  deliverance  which  his  adopted  father 
had  wrought  for  him,  Dixon  felt  that 
he  cut  a  sorry  figure  beside  his  boy. 

So,  after  a  time,  Dixon's  heart  became 
as  that  of  a  little  child.  He  found  ovit  by 
reading  the  Book  that  as  Dicky  belonged 
to  him,  so  he  belonged  to  the  Savior  who 
had  been  wounded  for  his  transgressions, 
and  he  gave  himself  up — body,  soul  and 
spirit — into  the  keeping  of  those  blessed 
hands  which  had  once  been  pierced  for 
him. 

See  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His  feel 
Sorrow  and  love  flowed  mingled  down; 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns   compose  so   rich  a   crown? 
— Tract. 

Our  Church 

(Continued  from  page  20) 
hundred  hours  of  instruction  annually  in 
their  parochial  and  Sunday  Schools. 

The  Protestant  churches  provide  twen- 
ty-six hours  of  instruction  annually  in 
their  Sunday  Schools. 

Is  your  church  an  unbalanced  church? 
We  are  living  in  a  terrible  age.  Some 
countries  have  already  had  a  ban  placed 
upon  them  and  they  are  not  allowed  the 
freedom  of  worship.  When  the  children  of 
our  churches  are  deprived  of  the  privilege 
of  gathering  together  to  worship  God,  if 
such  a  thing  should  be,  will  they  have  the 
Word  of  God  stored  up  in  their  hearts  un- 
til they  can  live  behind  prison  walls  or  in 
the  dungeon  without  a  Bible  and  feast  on 
the  Word  of  God?  It  is  a  wonderful  thing 
to  be  able  to  shout  and  enjoy  the  blessings 
of  God  and  to  see  great  evangelistic  waves 
sweep  over  our  country  until  multitudes 
fall  at  the  altar  and  get  saved,  but  are  we 
permitting  our  new  converts  to  starve  for 
the  bread  of  life?  The  same  book  that 
tells  us  to  go  out  in  the  highway  and 
hedges  and  compel  them  to  come  in,  and 
the  same  book  that  tells  us  to  pray  with- 
out ceasing,  also  says,  "Study  to  shew 
thyself  approved  unto  God,  a  workman 
that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed,  rightly 
dividing  the  word  of  truth."  2  Tim.  2:15. 

We  are  living  in  perilous  times  and  our 
own  country  may  be  in  war  in  a  very 
short  time.  Even  now  our  boys  are  leaving 
their  homes  and  home  churches  and  going 
out  for  training  in  the  camps.  Are  they 
so  filled  with  the  Word  of  God  that  they 
can  stand  their  ground  as  the  finger  of 
scorn  is  pointed  at  them,  or  will  they  have 
to  say,  "I  do  not  know  how  to  explain  it 
to  you"?  Or  when  that  man  falls  on  the 
battlefield  and  calls  for  someone  to  show 
him  the  way  of  salvation,  are  they  so  in- 
structed that  they  can  be  useful  in  the 
hands  of  the  Master  at  such  a  time? 

Are  we  laying  the  blame  on  our  homes 
and  excusing  the  church?  Of  course  the 


majority  of  homes  have  failed,  but  that 
does  not  excuse  the  church.  The  church 
should  fill  in  where  the  homes  have  failed. 
May  God  help  us  to  awake  out  of  our 
sleep  and  work  while  it  is  day  for  the 
night  cometh,  when  no  man  can  work. 

Exchange  Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 
we  have  a  good  interest  among  the  sinner 
young  people.  They  are  willing  to  take 
part  in  the  services  and  we  so  desire  to 
see  them  make  the  decision  to  serve  the 
Lord.  We  surely  would  enjoy  having  you 
visit  with  us  and  speak  to  our  young  peo- 
ple.— Ruby  Sue  Truesdell,  Fort  Worth, 
Texas. 

The  Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
perts. 

Is  there  not  someone  next  to  you  who 
you  can  begin  on  right  now?  A  real  kind- 
ness expert  improves  the  smallest  oppor- 
tunity. A  street  cleaner  said  one  time,  'I 
do  not  know  how  I  should  have  gone  far- 
ther if  Mr.  Smith  had  not  brought  me  a 
good  drink  of  cool  lemonade."  My,  what  a 
small  thing  it  takes  to  make  us  kindness 
experts.  Millions  upon  top  of  millions  are 
waiting  for  experts  of  this  kind.  Are  you 
sitting  down  and  pining  because  you  are 
not  some  distinguished  expert,  and  do  you 
feel  at  this  Thanksgiving  time  that  there 
is  nothing  about  you  to  merit  praise 
from  God  or  your  fellow  man?  If  so, 
wake  up  to  the  need  around  you  and 
thank  God  that  you  can  be  "just  kind" 
and  that  is  the  greatest  calling  one  can 
possibly  have. 

Dear  young  people,  can  you  not  think 
of  a  thousand  things  that  you  can  do  for 
the  Master?  There  may  be  a  man  or  a 
woman  in  your  church  service,  as  you 
meet  from  time  to  time,  who  needs  only 
a  smile  and  a  God  bless  you  to  cheer  their 
hearts.  Someone  somewhere  who  is  in 
trouble  may  need  your  prayers  and  God 
may  lay  a  burden  on  your  heart  to  pray 
for  him.  You  yield  to  His  call  and  the 
man  or  woman,  although  you  do  not 
know  them,  has  been  helped  and  blessed 
by  that  prayer.  Is  not  this  a  great  call- 
ing? Here  is  a  little  verse  that  describes 
what  I  mean. 

I  cannot  tell  why  there  should  come  to 

me 
A  thought  of  someone  far  away, 
In  swift  insistence  on  my  memory, 
Unless  there  be  a  need  that  I  should  pray. 

I  can  remember  times  when  I  have 
needed  help  in  prayer  and  I  would  say, 
Lord,  lay  me  on  somebody's  heart  that 
he  may  pray  for  me.  At  other  times  I 
have  been  going  through  a  trial  and  in  an 
instant  of  time  my  burden  would  lift, 
and  I  would  say,  "Somebody,  somewhere  is 
praying  for  me."  Don't  you  think  this  is 
a  wonderful  way  to  serve  the  Lord?  But 


I  hear  you  say,  "Well,  nobody  sees  this. 
It  is  a  hidden  service."  The  greatest  re- 
ward will  come  to  those  who  stay  behind 
the  cross  and  serve  on  and  on  unnoticed 
by  the  world. 

Dear  ones,  we  need  to  know  that  we 
are  just  little  instruments  to  be  used  any 
time  and  anywhere  God  sees  best.  God 
has  provided  a  variety  of  talents,  just 
like  He  made  a  variety  of  flowers.  He 
made  the  lily,  the  rose,  the  violet,  the 
buttercup,  each  so  different  in  form,  with 
its  own  lovely  fragrance,  and  each  with 
its  exquisite  coloring.  He  wanted  the  rose, 
the  lily  and  the  buttercup  to  each  be  con- 
tent with  the  way  He  made  it,  and  the 
purpose  for  which  He  made  it.  To  mur- 
mur against  our  form  of  service  and  to 
covet  that  of  another  is  to  murmur 
against  our  loving,  wise,  kind  Creator 
whose  every  purpose  toward  us  is  love. 

How  about  lifting  our  hands  and  hearts 
up  to  this  kind,  loving  Savior  just  now 
and  offering  our  praise  and  thanksgiving 
to  Him  that  He  has  redeemed  us  and 
made  it  possible  for  every  child  of  His  to 
render  some  service  to  Him  in  this  dark 
world  of  sin  and  sorrow?  No  child  of  His 
need  go  into  His  presence  empty-handed. 
Praise  God  from  whom  all  blessings  flow, 
Praise  Him  all  creatures  here  below, 
Praise  Him  above  ye  heavenly  hosts, 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

There  may  be  a  surplus  of  talent, 
ability  may  go  to  seed,  but  the  demand 
for  kindness  experts  is  unlimited. 

October  Prize 

T.  J.  COLLINS 

Ninety  Six,  S.  C,  is  the  happy  winner 
of  the  cash  prize  of  $5.00  for  selling  the 
most  papers  and  having  the  money  in  on 
time. 

HONOR  ROLL 

Lois  Goff,  Greenwood,  S.  C. 

A.  K.  Davis,  Honea  Path,  S.  C. 

John  Jenkins,  Gaffney,  S.  C. 

Mrs.  Ollie  Hill,  Riverside,  Ga. 

Celia  Harre,  McLeansboro,  111. 

John  Guy  Eubanks,  W.  Durham,  N.  C. 

District  Y.  P.  E.  and  S.  S.  Convention 

(Continued  from  page  21) 
see  them  and  to  hear  them  sing  and 
preach.  Also,  our  state  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sun- 
day School  superintendent  and  his  wile 
were  with  us.  We  think  there  is  no  one 
like  this  young  couple  to  do  the  work  so 
well  in  the  state  of  Ohio  that  God  has 
asked  them  to  do.  We  are  praying  that 
God  will  send  them  back  to  us  this  year. 

Brother  Stephens  brought  us  a  wonder- 
ful message  on  Saturday  evening.  Sister 
Helen  Morrow  was  with  us  also  and  she 
preached  a  good  message  on  "Encourage- 
ment." There  was  a  splendid  attendance 
from  the  district. 

Remember  Akron  district  in  prayer, 
please. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


-  -  Hoofs  of  Brass  -  - 


BETTY   BLANCHE   ROSS 


"Come,  my  dear.  Your  breakfast  is 
ready,  and  your  mother  and  daddy  have 
been  counting  the  minutes  since  seven. 
We  can  scarcely  wait  for  you  to  sit  with 
us  again  at  the  table.  Oh,  but  you  don't 
know  how  lonely  we've  been,  Mary  Jane." 

I  opened  my  eyes  on  the  most  precious 
face  in  the  world.  "Can  it  be  true  that 
I'm  in  your  bed,  Mother?"  I  asked.  Her 
face  was  wet  with  tears  when  I  reached 
to  kiss  her.  "Why  the  tears,  old  sweet 
thing?"  I  asked,  although  the  answer 
was  written  indelibly   in  my  heart. 

"Only  tears  of  joy,  Mary  Jane.  I'm  so 
glad  to  have  you  back.  Here,  slip  into 
your  bathrobe  and  come  on  down;  daddy 
is  waiting  his  caress  too." 

Mother  stopped  for  my  towel  and  wash 
cloth  while  I  ran  down  to  greet  my 
father.  "Are  you  happy,  daughter?"  he 
asked  as  I  crawled  into  his  lap  like  a  small 
child. 

"Never  happier  in  my  life,  Daddy, 
except  when  poor  old  Bill  Taylor  threw 
his  whiskey  bottle  away  and  started  home, 
like  the  prodigal  of  old.  You  remember 
I  wrote  you  about  him,  and  what  it 
meant  to  Rally  Hill  when  he  was  con- 
verted. The  bliss  of  seeing  the  Old  Boy 
lose  his  grip  on  precious  souls  is  the 
greatest  on  earth — you  know,  Daddy, 
being  an  older  minister  than  I." 

"Yes,  and  these  joys  are  expensive, 
Mary  Jane.  We  have  paid  a  price  all  our 
married  days,  mother  and  I,  to  do  our 
part  in  advancing  the  Kingdom  of  God. 
But  the  past  two  years  mark  the  peak  of 
our  sacrificial  life.  I  believe  I  know  how 
Abraham  felt  when  he  was  called  to 
Mount  Moriah  to  offer  Isaac." 

"I  don't  understand,  Daddy,  just  what 
you  mean,"  I  answered,  searching  his 
face  for  any  mark  of  rebellion,  which  I 
did  not  detect.  There  was  a  tremor  in 
his  voice,  too,  but  he  continued:  "Being 
our  only  child,  Mary  Jane,  and  coming 
in  our  later  life  when  we  felt  such  need 
of  you,  you  meant  more  to  our  happiness 
than  you  can  ever  know,  and  had  it  not 
been  for  the  knowledge  that  you  served 
Him  to  whom  we  gave  you  when  you 
were  so  tiny,  we  could  never  have  stayed 
away  from  you  these  months  here  in  our 
comfort,  while  you  were  traveling  by 
wagon  and  horseback,  and  going  through 
rain  and  cold." 

"But  I've  felt  the  strength  of  your 
love  and  prayers  every  day  down  there 
in  those  mountains,  Daddy,  and  I've  been 
wonderfully  happy,  thinking  that  I  was 
not  only  helping  our  Father,  but  doing 
much  to  help  my  father."  I  showered  his 
face  with  kisses,  and  then  we  knelt  at 
our  chairs  to  have  our  prayer  before 
breakfast. 


We  had  soon  pushed  our  plates  back, 
not  one  of  us  cared  for  a  hearty  break- 
fast, we  were  too  overjoyed.  Mother  read 
the  morning  lesson,  beginning,  "Behold, 
how  good  and  how  pleasant  for  brethren 
to  dwell  together  in  unity."  On  through 
the  Psalms  we  went  rejoicing  in  David's 
melodies.  "Now,  let  us  go  in  where  we 
will  be  more  comfortable,  and  we  want 
to  hear  about  some  of  your  experiences 
firsthand.  You  have  written  us  many  of 
them,  but,  Mary  Jane,  tell  us  just  how 
you  felt  the  first  night  in  the  Kentucky 
mountain   school   as   you  preached." 

"A  cool  rain  had  fallen  in  the  late 
afternoon,  Mother,  and  we  did  not  expect 
to  have  more  than  a  prayer  meeting.  So 
many  of  the  mountain  streams  there 
become  impassible  with  slight  rainfall, 
and  people  cannot  cross  them  to  come  to 
the  community  building,  but  we  took 
the  lantern.  Mrs.  Wahl  and  I  waited  at 
the  gate  for  the  wagon,  which  soon  came 
cutting  through  the  soft  earth.  We  could 
see  by  lantern  light  that  the  road  was 
quite  muddy,  and  we  kept  wondering  if 
it  would  not  be  wisdom  to  have  prayer 
and  dismiss;  but  when  we  came  to  cross 
one  of  the  streams,  we  saw  several  lights, 
and  upon  stopping  the  horses,  discovered 
about  twenty  young  people  pulling  off 
their  shoes  and  making  preparation  to 
cross  the  stream.  They  were  glad  to  climb 
into  the  wagon  and  stand  huddled  and 
braced  against  one  another  until  we  were 
safely  across.  On  the  other  bank  I  saw 
another  lantern  in  the  hands  of  a  man 
who  was  leading  a  mule.  'There's  Jim 
Turner,  and  fur  the  life  of  me,  if  he 
ain't  a-bringin'  Sarah,'  Mr.  Wahl  assured. 
When  I  had  shaded  my  eyes  against  the 
light  I  saw  Sarah  on  the  mule,  dressed 
in  a  mother  hubbard  frock,  and  wearing 
an  old-fashioned  split  bonnet.  We  drove 
on,  Mr.  Wahl's  fine  team  passing  up 
several  others  on  the  way,  all  drawing 
well-filled   wagons,   buggies   and  surreys. 

"Soon  we  were  going  into  the  yard 
which  led  to  the  school  house,  where  we 
had  our  services  for  the  first  year.  When 
we  stopped  before  the  door,  I  heard  some 
one  announce  to  the  others  inside  with 
great  enthusiasm,  'Here's  the  preacher 
womern.'  I  had  climbed  from  the  wagon 
and  greeted  a  few  outside  the  door  when 
Jim  Turner  arrived  with  Sarah  on  the 
mule.  'What's  the  crowd  here,  Jim?'  she 
asked,  as  he  led  her  through  the  people 
gathered  outside. 

'They're  jest  a-saying  howdy  to  the 
preacher   womern,   Sarah,'  he   answered. 

"  'Let  me  shake  her  hand,'  she  coaxed. 
'Hits  the  first  time  I've  been  to  church 


in  eight  yurs,  preacher.  I'm  blind  as 
shorely  you  kin  see.  We  hain't  been 
a-havin'  any  mectin'  uf  late,  that  is,  that 
I've  heerd  uf.  Lindy  comes  down  once  in 
a  while  to  what  she  calls  church  school, 
but  I  wux  never  use  to  that,  bein'  a 
Primitive  Baptist  since  I  wuz  a  girl.  I 
like  preachin',  you  know.  I've  been 
a-frettin'  turbly  to  git  back  where  I  could 
put  my  feet  under  my  Father's  table,  and 
if  I  get  to  likin'  what  you  set  before  me 
tonight  to  eat,  it  may  hap  I  will  stop  the 
meetin'  a  while  a-shoutin'.' 

"I  assured  her  shouting  was  in  order 
for  a  woman  who  had  not  been  to  church 
for  eight  years,  freed  my  hand  which  had 
become  much  cramped  in  her  grip,  and 
walked  on  into  a  building  overflowing 
with  anxious  people.  On  reaching  the 
front,  I  was  introduced  to  a  young  boy 
who  was  tuning  a  guitar,  and  who  would 
lead  our  song  service.  There  was  no  other 
instrument  there,  but  they  assured  me 
that  Ernest  Lee  could  play  any  of  the 
good  old  gospel  songs  and  pitch  them  in 
a  key  where  everybody  could  follow. 

"The  musician  announced  the  first 
song,  and  I  wish  you  could  have  heard 
them  sing.  They  did  not  have  any  books 
that  first  few  months  I  was  there,  but 
they  didn't  have  any  special  use  for  them, 
because  they  had  met  for  all  these  years 
from  house  to  house  and  enjoyed  singing 
parties,  led  by  anyone  who  could  play  the 
guitar.  I  shall  not  forget  the  first  melody 
they   sang: 

'Oh,  sing  again  some  old  sweet  song, 
As  through  this  world  I  travel  on; 

I  want  to  hear  them  sung  once  more, 
Before  I  pass  to  Heaven's  shore.' 

'Sweet  Bye  and  Bye,'  and  'Sweet  Hour  of 
Prayer'  are  two  old  songs  I  love  to  hear, 
and  'Rock  of  Ages  Cleft  For  Me'  still 
lingers  in  my  memory.  I  began  to  think 
they  would  spend  the  night  singing,  but 
just  before  I  was  ready  to  change  the 
order  of  the  service,  Aunt  Sarah  spoke 
up,  'Ain't  it  gettin'  nigh  preachin'  time?' 
and  an  anthem  of  hearty  'Amens'  rang 
out.  I  went  to  the  pulpit  and  made  the 
announcements,  had  prayer,  and  opened 
my  Bible,  was  detained  just  a  few  minutes 
for  Aunt  Sarah's  testimony,  which  was 
indeed  inspiring  as  well  as  comical.  'I 
told  Jim,'  she  said,  'while  we  wuz  a-com- 
in'  down  the  mountain  over  yander,  that 
I  had  never  heerd  uf  a  womern  preacher, 
and  didn't  know  what  the  Good  Book 
said  about  them,  er  if  it  even  said  any- 
thing fur  ur  agin',  but  that  if  the  men 
had  got  too  lazy  to  walk  over  these  hills 
and  preach  the  gospel,  then  God  would 
shorely  bless  the  womern.  I  remember 
a-hearin'  grandma  read  about  a  woman 
named  Feebie  that  uster  teach  the  'Postle 
Paul,  and  he  sanchuned  it  I  thank,  if  I 
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The  Minister  and  Others 


R.  P.  JOHNSON 


"For  their  sakcs  I  sanctify  myself,  that 
they  also  might  be  sanctified  through  the 
truth,"  John  17:19. 

In  all  that  Jesus  ever  uttered,  whether 
sermon,  song,  or  prayer,  I  consider  that 
He  was  working  the  divinest  and  best  of 
His  heart  and  soul  all  through  the  17th 
chapter  of  St.  John  as  He  poured  out  His 
yearnings  in  prayer  for  others.  There  is 
in  my  estimation  no 
passage  that  seems  to 
give  expression  to  His 
dedication  of  purpose 
and  ministry  as  does 
this  nineteenth  verse, 
when  He  seems  to 
stand  on  tiptoe  in  the 
consciousness  of  the 
divinity,  looking 
down  the  streaming 
centuries  to  behold 
the  multitude  which 
would  need  help  in  every  phase  of  life 
they  could  know.  He  declares,  "For  their 
sakes  I  sanctify  myself  (I  dedicate  my 
life)"  for  those  poor  millions,  for  those 
ignorant  hosts,  for  those  worn  multi- 
tudes, for  those  who  are  weary  and  heavy 
laden,  for  those  sorrowing,  sobbing  ones, 
for  those  who  fight  fierce  temptation, 
for  those  who  struggle  to  know  a  better 
life.  Oh,  only  He  and  the  Father  and  the 
Holy  Ghost  know  what  He  saw  and 
whom  He  saw.  His  was  a  prayer  for 
others.  He  was  and  is  the  Chief  Bishop 
of  the  souls  of  men.  If  the  Chief  Bishop 
can  give  Himself  for  others,  what  ought 
the  bishop  of  a  lower  order  to  do  with 
his  life? 

Men  and  women  who  have  the  call  and 
hear  the  "go  ye,"  if  ever  there  was  a  time 
when  the  cause  of  Christianity  was  es- 
poused unselfishly,  it  is  now.  And  if  we 
say  with  our  Master,  "For  their  sakes  I 
sanctify  myself,"  in  the  saying  of  it  we 
can  rest  assured  that  we  have  spoiled  ease 
and  comfort,  for  if  we  undertake  to  fol- 
low His  steps,  and  we  must,  we  will  find 
the  minister's  program  is  not  one  of  rec- 
reation, neither  was  it  designed  for  com- 
fort. It  will  subscribe  your  time  and  sub- 
stance. It  will  enlist  your  sacrifice.  It 
points  to  the  cross.  In  the  bearing  of  the 
cross  rest  your  salvation  and  satisfaction. 

When  the  U.  S.  A.  called  for  men  for 
the  foreign  war  they  were  told  frankly 
that  men  were  wanted  who  would  breast 
forward  into  flying  steel  and  glittering 
bayonet.  Suffering  Belgium  was  held  up 
before  peaceful  U.  S.  A.  and  millions  of 
men  (who  were  at  ease  and  were  prosper- 
ing) said,  The  call  of  the  suffering  is 
bigger  than  the  vast  profits  and  comforts 
of  the  homeland. 


Christianity  now,  as  in  John  17:19,  is 
calling  for  ministers  whose  hearts  are  big 
enough,  whose  eyes  are  keen  enough, 
whose  consecration  is  deep  enough,  to  feel 
the  hurt  and  wrongs  that  mankind  is  suf- 
fering; ministers  who  will  step  boldly  to 
the  front  and  say,  I  am  ready  to  face  the 
fierce  onslaughts  of  Satan,  I  am  ready  to 
suffer  hardships,  I  am  ready  to  face  the 
flying  missiles  from  the  high-powdered 
guns  of  the  agnostic,  the  mustard  gas  of 
apostate  preachers,  the  criticism  and  op- 
position and  all  who  may  stand  in  the 
way  of  the  full  Gospel.  O  God,  help  me 
to  write  this  hour  what  I  know  is  the  pas- 
sion of  Thine  own  heart  and  which  should 
leap  to  a  consuming  flame  in  all  of  our 
souls. 

Ministers  of  Christ,  we  cannot  look 
with  unconcern  upon  any  type  of  need, 
neither  can  we  pass  sorrow  and  suffering 
by  indifferently.  Let  us,  too,  measure  de- 
votion by  the  sufferings  set  before  us. 
Surely  the  call  is  big  enough.  Certainly 
the  deep  sorrow  and  suffering  of  the 
heathens  will  be  call  enough  to  some  of 
you  who  claim  to  be  called  of  the  Lord. 
And  surely  the  willingness  of  someone  to 
sanctify  himself,  dedicate  his  life,  will  be 
great  enough  for  laymen  to  answer  with 
their  means. 

The  giving  of  self  and  the  sacrifice  of 
means  is  and  always  has  been  the  mark 
that  distinguishes  Christianity  from  every 
other  religion.  The  sacrifice  of  ease  and 
comfort,  the  dedication  of  life  and  the 
subscribing  of  time,  talent,  and  substance 
was  and  is  found  in  every  outstanding 
character  that  Christianity  has  produced, 
and  he  who  preaches  the  full  Gospel  and 
espouses  Christianity  will  find  himself  at 
once  linked  to  a  campaign  of  soul  redemp- 
tion even  though  such  campaign  calls  for 
a  sacrifice  of  his  own  life.  It  was  the 
Spirit  that  said,  "For  their  sakes,"  which 
transformed  a  Jew,  a  Pharisee  of  Phari- 
sees, proud,  clannish,  jealous,  into  a 
Christian  willing  to  suffer  if  in  the  suf- 
fering others  might  be  served.  Saul  be- 
came Paul  and  the  difference  in  the  two 
men  is  exactly  expressed  in  our  text.  And 
he  who  had  been  a  mean  persecutor  and 
waster  of  the  Church  of  God  became  its 
most  humble,  able,  and  devoted  servant. 
He  who  had  despised  other  than  a  Jew 
cried,  I  am  debtor,  I  AM  DEBTOR,  to 
both  Jew  and  Greek  or  Gentile.  "I  made 
myself  servant  unto  all,  that  I  might  gain 
the  more,"  1  Cor.  9:19.  I  owe  all  men 
something,  and  he  went  about  the  balance 
of  his  life  endeavoring  with  tireless  earn- 
estness to  discharge  his  obligation.  I  pray 
God  that  I,  too,  may  be  able  to  consecrate 
my  life  to  that  extent  that  my  obliga- 
tion to  God  and  to  man  may  be  met. 


CATCH  THE  VISION 

Paul  caught  the  vision  that  should  he 
lose  his  life  in  service  to  others  he  would 
find  life  that  was  like  unto  His  who  said, 
"FOR  THEIR  SAKES  I  (DEDICATE) 
SANCTIFY  MYSELF,"  and  in  finding 
this  life  he  could  say  with  John,  "BE- 
LOVED, NOW  ARE  WE  THE  SONS 
OF  GOD,  AND  IT  DOTH  NOT  YET 
APPEAR  WHAT  WE  SHALL  BE:  BUT 
WE  KNOW  THAT,  WHEN  HE 
SHALL  APPEAR,  WE  SHALL  BE  LIKE 
HIM;  FOR  WE  SHALL  SEE  HIM  AS 
HE  IS."  In  finding  a  life  that  was  like  His 
(Christ) Paul  became  a  figure  so  large 
that  only  Jesus  surpasses  him  in  service 
and  in  influence  upon  others. 

If  you  and  I  will  catch  step  with  this 
fine  truth,  we,  too,  will  march  straight 
into  the  hearts  of  men;  apostate  churches 
will  be  revived;  the  world  will  feel  the 
shock  of  a  ministry  filled  with  God,  ener- 
gized by  the  Holy  Ghost,  carrying  about 
with  them  the  dying  of  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Yes,  being  crucified  with  Him, 
yet  alive,  not  I  but  Christ  in  me,  and  the 
life  that  I  now  live  I  live  by  the  faith 
of  the  Son  of  God.  Hallelujah!  Hallelu- 
jah! Oh,  catch  the  vision,  brother  minis- 
ter. There  is,  or  I  know  of,  no  greater 
truth  to  challenge  this  strong  day  in 
which  we  live  than  "for  their  sakes  I 
sanctify  myself."  I  truly  thank  God  for 
some  whom  I  hope  are  making  the  conse- 
cration and  may  God  help  the  rest  of  us 
to  endorse  it. 

I  AM  DEBTOR  TO  THE  WEAK 

If  we  have  strength,  and  there  is  no  ex- 
cuse for  a  minister  being  weak,  we  can 
do  all  things  through  Christ  which 
strengtheneth  us,  Phil.  4:13.  We  are  in 
debt  to  the  weak  to  impart  that  strength 
to  others  or  to  use  that  strength 
in  helping  the  weak  to  stay  on  their  feet, 
in  assisting  them  over  the  difficulties 
that  daily  confront  them  or  those  who 
arise  overnight.  The  minister  who  feels 
himself  strong  and  takes  advantage  of  the 
pulpit  to  magnify  his  strength,  his  ability 
to  overcome  temptation,  his  power  to  re- 
sist the  devil,  and  at  the  same  time  fails 
to  use  that  strength,  power,  or  ability 
for  the  blessing  and  uplift  of  the  weak 
will  die  and  go  to  meet  God  with  his  ob- 
ligation staring  him  in  the  face  and  his 
debt  to  the  weak  unpaid.  "We  then  that 
are  strong  ought  to  bear  the  infirmities 
of  the  weak,  and  not  to  please  ourselves. 
Let  every  one  of  us  please  his  neighbour 
for  his  good  to  edification.  For  even 
Christ  pleased  not  himself;  but,  as  it  is 
written,  The  reproaches  of  them  that  re- 
proached thee  fell  on  me,"  Rom.  15:1-3. 
"Himself  took  our  infirmities,"  Matt.  8: 
17.  We  see  that  Jesus  Himself  took  our 
weaknesses  and  imparted  His  strength. 
That  is  what  He  meant  when  He  said, 
"Ye  shall  receive  power,  after  that  the 
Holy  Ghost  is  come  upon  you."  He  meant 
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for  them  to  understand  that  He  was  im- 
parting His  strength  to  them.  Christ,  be- 
ing the  strong  One,  dedicated  that 
strength  to  the  weak.  Ministers  who  are 
strong  must,  if  they  be  like  Him,  dedi- 
cate their  strength  to  those  who  are 
weaker. 

DEBTOR  TO  THE  UNLEARNED 
Christ,  being  wisdom  and  in  Him  was 
embodied  all  of  the  wisdom  of  God,  said, 
"For  their  sakes  I  sanctify,"  set  apart  to 
the  blessing  and  enlightenment  of  those 
whose  minds  have  been  blinded  by  the 
God  of  this  world.  So  with  the  minister 
who  has  been  made  wise,  he  owes  that 
wisdom  to  his  unfortunate  brother.  To 
use  his  wisdom  in  belittling  the  ignorant 
is  to  squander  opportunity,  misuse  his 
time,  abuse  his  privilege.  In  so  doing  he 
departs  from  Christ,  grieves  the  Spirit,  of- 
fends God,  and  when  he  is  through  with 
his  disciples  his  listeners  will  leave  his 
presence  feeling  they  have  been  abused 
rather  than  blessed.  If  you  are  wise 
to  the  tricks  of  Satan  you  should  humbly 
use  that  wisdom  in  helping  others  to  stay 
out  of  Satan's  snares. 

With  faith,  love,  and  joy  you  are  in- 
debted to  those  who  are  not  so  lovely, 
those  who  have  not  joy.  Yes,  every  good 
quality  should  and  must  be  dedicated  to 
others.  The  more  influence  you  have  the 
more  you  owe  to  others.  The  minister 
who  uses  his  good  influence  for  his  own 
personal  advantage  or  benefit  can  never 
live  in  the  17th  chapter  of  St.  John. 
Sanctify  that  influence  to  the  blessing  of 
others.  Official  power  or  authority  car- 
ries with  the  same  authority  or  power  a 
tremendous  liability.  While  some,  if  not 
many,  have  and  may  yet  consider  their 
official  appointment  a  great  asset  and  seek 
to  use  their  power  in  building  a  defense 
for  themselves,  they  may  possibly  take 
advantage  of  their  official  standing  and 
use  it  as  a  means  of  building  up  a  finan- 
cial rating,  for  he  who  has  money  to  his 
credit  has  men  waiting  his  call. 

But,  my  dear  minister,  if  the  time  ever 
comes  that  the  Church  appoints  you  to 
some  official  position  and  should  you  be 
selected  as  a  leader,  mark  my  words  and 
consider  well  what  I  say,  that  position, 
that  place  of  trust,  that  leadership,  car- 
ries with  it  more  liability  than  asset.  When 
someone  asks  you  to  take  care  of  a  cer- 
tain amount  of  money  you  feel  that  "I 
have  a  liability,  I  am  responsible.  If  any- 
thing should  happen  I  would  have  to 
bear  the  blame.  I  dare  not  use  any  of  this 
money  only  as  the  owner  authorizes."  So 
with  the  man  or  woman  whom  the 
Church  has  placed  in  some  responsible 
position.  You  are  responsible  for  every  bit 
of  reproach  that  comes  to  that  office.  If 
all  the  ministers  and  officials  of  the 
Church  of  God  had  lived  in  John  17:19 
what  a  time  we  would  have  had  by  this 
time.  We  would  have  circled  the  globe, 
gone  into  every  dark  nook  and  corner  of 


this  world,  and  would  have  been  ready  to 
hear  the  sweet,  "Well  done,  good  and 
faithful  servants." 

Paul,  the  highest,  yet  the  humblest, 
minister  of  the  Church  of  God,  went  to 
Rome  with  this  message,  "I  am  debtor,  I 
am  debtor,"  and  in  saying  this  of  himself 
he  said  it  of  every  other  follower  of 
Christ.  He  was  a  hated  and  a  despised 
Jew;  nevertheless,  he  delivered  his  mes- 
sage. He  walked  through  suffering,  ship- 
wreck and  storm,  hunger  and  nakedness, 
jails  and  blood,  but  at  every  turn  of  the 
road  he  had  a  message.  Listen,  Rome,  you 
are  much  used  to  the  world  bringing  her 
gifts  of  silver  and  gold,  her  pearls  and 
diamonds,  your  hard-beaten  roads  have 
been  often  crowded  with  trains  of 
treasures  coming  to  your  extravagant 
call;  I  have  come  to  say  a  new  thing  to 
you.  Thus  far  you  have  looked  on  life  as 
consisting  of  the  treasures  that  you  re- 
ceive. Your  ushers  are  only  instructed  to 
deposit  the  gold  that  flows  into  thy  gates. 
But  I  have  come  to  you  as  a  stranger.  I 
may  not  be  welcomed,  but  my  mission 
is  to  declare  Heaven's  fundamentals  to 
you.  Your  strength,  your  wealth,  are  your 
debt.  You  have  that  which  the  suffering, 
sorrowing,  sobbing  need.  You  owe  thy 
fellowman  a  lift.  It  is  time  that  you  are 
dispensing  to  starving  childhood  outside 
thy  gates.  High  time  it  is  for  thee  to  call 
in  the  poor,  the  lame,  the  blind,  and  give 
them  a  feast.  Oh  yes,  rich  Rome,  God  will 
not  hold  thee  guiltless  for  the  man  who 
died  at  thy  gates  last  night  for  the  lack 
of  food  and  for  the  want  of  shelter. 

O  minister  of  Christ,  as  sure  as  the 
hand  of  God  is  upon  you  it  is  not  there  to 
make  you  a  collector,  and  the  power  of 
authority  that  God  has  given  is  to  endow 
you  with  obligation.  Power  is  debt.  Ev- 
ery power  is  a  liability  (hard  lesson  that 
is  to  learn)  if  we  are  quick  to  learn,  apt 
to  rule,  endowed  with  any  commanding 
talent.  It  seems  so  easy  to  give  it  a  selfish 
coinage.  The  minister  who  uses  his  min- 
istry or  power  for  selfish  purposes  is  a 
wrecker  of  power  and  a  prostituter  of  en- 
dowment. And  he  who  squanders  en- 
trusted strength  shall  reap  the  reward 
of  an  outraged  people,  the  curse  of  an 
offended  God  and  the  remorse  of  guilty 
conscience.  A  minister's  power  or  great- 
ness has  not  taken  safe  root  until  it  has 
been  safely  planted  and  firmly  set  in 
John  17:19. 

Hoofs  of  Brass 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
kin  remember  jest  right.  Anyhow,  this 
womern,  God  bless  her,  will  be  a-comin' 
to  tell  me  about  these  things  soon;  why 
there  ain't  been  a  preacher  in  these  hills 
since  Tobiah  Esley  was  drafted  in  the 
World  War.'  She  praised  the  Lord  in  a 
few  other  sentences  for  His  wonderful 
love  and  mercy,  and  then  sat  down  re- 
marking,  'Preach,   little  womern,  preach 


it   straight.' 

"The  God  of  Macedonia  helped  me, 
and  His  sheep  were  fed  that  night.  Their 
intense  hunger  drew  from  me  more  than 
I  knew  was  within.  Aunt  Sarah's  cup 
filled  up  and  ran  over;  the  fire  caught 
from  breast  to  breast,  and  God  sent  a  re- 
vival the  first  night.  It  made  me  feel  that 
I  had  found  His  perfect  will  concerning 
me,  Daddy  dear,  and,  of  course,  you 
know  that  joy." 

"But,  Mary  Jane,"  mother  spoke,  "I 
am  so  anxious  to  have  you  stay  with  us 
a  while  now.  You  look  so  tired,  your  face 
is  pale,  it  was  not  so  when  you  left.  I'll 
be  working  hard  to  prepare  just  what 
you  need  to  eat.  Your  daddy  can  be  the 
errand  boy,  and  we  want  you  to  have 
entire  rest.  Couldn't  you  stay  three 
months,  girlie?  One  month  seems  so 
short." 

"Does  anything  call  you  back,  other 
than  your  work  for  our  Father,  daugh- 
ter?" daddy  asked  with  a  smile,  half 
earnest,  and  half  mischievous. 

"I'll  have  quite  a  story  to  tell  you 
about  'Hoofs  of  Brass'  before  I  go  back 
to  the  mountains,  Daddy.  You  remember 
the  promise  I  drew  from  the  promise  box 
before  I  left  home?  I  never  forget  it.  .  . 
'Arise  and  thresh,  O  daughter  of  Zion: 
for  I  will  make  thine  horn  iron,  and  I 
will  make  thy  hoofs  brass,  and  thou  shalt 
beat  in  pieces  many  people:  and  I  will 
consecrate  their  gain  unto  the  Lord,  and 
their  substance  unto  the  Lord  of  the 
whole  earth.'  " 

Founders  of  Thanksgiving 

(Continued   from    page    H) ) 
a  whole  nation  that  he  might  send  choice 
grain  into  the  wilderness." 

The  founders  of  the  nation  were  not 
restless  soldiers  of  fortune,  attracted  by 
promises  of  plunder  in  a  new  world. 
They  were  not  traders  attracted  by  the 
prospect  of  inordinate  profits.  Nor  were 
they  poor  people  seeking  to  improve  their 
economic  condition.  They  were  drawn 
from  the  very  best  elements  of  the  nation 
from  which  they  came — landed  proprie- 
tors, yeoman,  merchants,  religious  leaders, 
a  large  portion  of  them  university  gradu- 
ates, the  progressives  of  their  day,  who 
had  the  courage  of  their  convictions  and 
were  ready,  if  necessary,  to  die  for  them. 

To  establish  Plymouth  Colony,  founded 
on  their  ideals  of  religious  and  civic  free- 
dom, they  braved  the  peril  of  an  un- 
charted, stormy  Atlantic  in  the  cockle- 
shell, one-hundred-eighty-ton  Mayflower. 
They  faced  unfriendly  Indians,  the  priva- 
tions and  sufferings  of  pioneer  life  in  a 
land  whose  soil  is  "not  sterile  unto  death, 
nor  fruitful  unto  luxury."  Nevertheless 
this  land  appealed  to  them  as  a  new  Ca- 
naan. The  very  name  "Pilgrim"  summons 
a  vision  of  stern  men  and  women  battling 
against  rigors  in  daily  peril  from  savage 
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denizens  of  the  wilderness — industrious, 
God-fearing,  and  aggressive. 

Today  their  figures  stalk  across  the 
pages  of  history  in  song  and  story  like 
giants  and  saints — Bradford,  Winthrop, 
Roger  Williams,  Priscilla  Mullins,  the 
brilliant  Anne  Hutchinson,  the  stout  sol- 
dier, Standish. 

These  are  the  brave  spirits  of  the  past, 
facing  famine  in  a  strange  and  menacing 
country,  who  had  faith  to  look  into  the 
face  of  God  and  establish  the  first  Ameri- 
can Thanksgiving  Day. 

Roses  and  Thorns 

(Continued  from  page   6 ) 
at  this  time  and  it  took  just  the  opposite 
to  bring  them  back  to  God  again. 

Then  there  is  health  and  sickness  that 
are  often  not  far  apart.  We  may  be  well 
today  and  lying  on  a  bed  of  sickness  to- 
morrow. Yet  the  Lord  has  promised  to 
strengthen  and  help  at  such  a  time  and 
even  make  our  bed  in  our  sickness,  Ps. 
41:3.  Bless  God!  If  He  makes  our  bed  in 
time  of  sickness  He  must  be  very  near 
us,  and  the  bed  will  be  made  just  right, 
so  that  we  may  rest  in  the  Lord  and  His 
will  for  us  who  is  able  to  make  even  our 
sickbed  a  place  of  greatest  blessing. 

In  this  life  we  also  have  our  glad  and 
joyful  anticipation  of  things  and  events 
which  often  hold  for  us  more  joy  than 
the  realization  of  the  things  and  events 
themselves,  for  often  our  brightest  pros- 
pects and  hopes  are  met  with  sad  disap- 
pointment. And  yet  many  of  our  seeming 
disappointments  are  in  reality  His  ap- 
pointments. Jacob,  in  his  grief  and  sore 
disappointment,  cried  out,  "All  these 
things  are  against  me,"  but  they  were 
rather  in  his  favor  and  for  his  good. 
THE  PURPOSE  OF  THORNS 

Pride  seems  to  be  so  deep-seated  in  man 
that  even  after  Paul  had  been  caught  up 
into  the  third  Heaven  there  still  re- 
mained a  tendency  for  him  to  be  exalted 
and  lifted  up.  It  took  the  thorns  to  keep 
him  abased,  weak,  and  humble,  so  that  he 
finally  took  pleasure  in  its  effects  and  ac- 
complishments. The  troubles  and  sor- 
rows of  life  will  often  do  for  us  what  the 
rose  experience  fails  to  do.  It  was  the 
thorn  that  caused  Paul  to  pray.  Our  need 
teaches  us  to  pray  and  keep  close  to  God. 
It  keeps  us  dependent  on  Him  who  is  able 
to  help  us  in  time  of  need  and  trouble. 
It  was  by  means  of  that  cruel  thorn  that 
that  all-sufficient  grace,  which  far  out- 
weighed the  burden  of  his  cross,  was 
given  to  Paul.  It  took  the  cruel  thorn  in 
Paul's  flesh  to  govern  and  balance  him 
with  the  matchless  rose  experience  of  the 
heavenly  revelation.  Yes,  we  need  roses 
and  thorns  to  balance  our  lives.  Thank 
God,  it  is  not  all  thorns!  God  sees  to  it 
that   we  have  some  roses,  too. 

Then  I  love  to  think  of  the  effect  the 
thorns  doubtless  had  on  Paul  in  making 
him  gentle,  kind,  tender,  and  sympathet- 


ic. He  could  take  the  place  of  a  kind 
father  and  a  tender  nurse,  1  Thess.  2:11. 
Yes,  we  need  the  thorny  experience  and 
the  trouble  side  of  life  to  make  us  mel- 
low, tender,  and  sympathetic  so  that  we 
may  be  a  blessing  to  others. 

A  woman  with  a  marvelous  voice  came 
to  a  teacher  of  vocal  music.  The  master 
teacher  could  do  nothing  with  her  won- 
derful voice  and  sent  her  away.  When 
asked  if  nothing  could  be  done  for  her  the 
teacher  said,  "If  someone  took  that  wom- 
an and  broke  her  heart  she  would  have  all 
Europe  at  her  feet  when  she  sings.  But  she 
lacks  that  strange  something — call  it 
pathos,  call  it  tenderness,  call  it  what  you 
may — that  moves  the  heart  and  takes 
captive  the  will.  She  cannot  get  it  except 
through  sorrow  that  will  fill  her  with 
sympathy  and  tenderness." 

Lastly,  if  everything  were  rosy,  pleas- 
ant, and  bright  in  this  life,  we  would  per- 
haps want  to  stay  here  always  and  fail 
to  make  preparation  for  the  next  life.  But 
the  thorny  and  troubled  side  of  life  with 
its  pain,  sorrow,  and  disappointments 
gives  us  a  desire  and  real  home-longing 
for  that  better  land,  Heb.  11:13-16, 
where  we  never  grow  old  and  where  there 
is  no  decay  nor  disappointment.  In  that 
heavenly  land  and  Holy  City,  there  is 
light  without  darkness,  joy  without  sor- 
row, rest  without  weary  labor,  peace 
without  turmoil,  roses  without  thorns, 
beauty  without  ashes,  the  oil  of  joy  with- 
out mourning,  and  the  spirit  of  praise 
without  the  spirit  of  heaviness;  there  is 
singing  without  sighing,  glory  without 
suffering,  and  everlasting  life  without 
death.  What  must  it  be  to  be  there,  when 
the  eternal  day  breaks  and  earth's  shad- 
ows, sorrows,  and  sighing  shall  flee 
away  forever! — The  Missionary  Worker. 


Thanksgiving   Day 

(Continued  from  page  4) 
they  decided  to  set  a  special  day  to  thank 
the  Lord  for  food  and  shelter  and  for 
His  many  blessings.  The  men  went  hunt- 
ing and  brought  back  sufficient  game  to 
celebrate  the  day.  The  Indians  ate  dinner 
with  them  and  ever  since  that  time  we 
have  kept  up  the  custom. 

It  matters  not  how  hard  a  time  you 
think  you  have  had  during  the  past  year, 
you  should  look  forward  to  this  Thanks- 
giving Day  with  a  heart  overflowing 
with  gratitude  to  your  heavenly  Father 
for  His  many  blessings  to  you. 

Questing  Youth 

(Continued  from  page  8) 
and  sooner  or  later  that  is  the  ultimate 
effect  of  sin  upon  his  body. 

The  whole  property;  spirit,  soul  and 
body  needed  to  be  redeemed.  Then  in  all 
the  wonder  of  His  matchless  grace,  the 
Son  of  God,  eternal  in  the  heavens,  left 
the  realms  of  bliss,  and  came  down  to 
take  upon   Himself  our  nature.    "Foras- 


much then  as  the  children  are  partakers 
of  flesh  and  blood,  he  also  himself  like- 
wise took  part  of  the  same;  that  through 
death  he  might  destroy  him  that  had  the 
power  of  death,  that  is,  the  devil;  And 
deliver  them  who  through  fear  of-  death 
were  all  their  lifetime  subject  to  bond- 
age," Heb.  2:14,  15. 

Now  because  Christ  has  redeemed  you 
and  me,  we  can  rejoice  in  the  complete 
reversal  of  all  the  havoc  wrought  by  sin. 
In  our  spirits  we  are  restored  to  intimate 
fellowship  with  God,  made  partakers  of 
His  divine  nature,  and  recipients  of  all 
the  privileges  and  blessings  of  the  children 
of  God.  In  our  souls  we  have  enlighten- 
ment instead  of  blinded  minds;  so  that 
what  God  has  "hid  from  the  wise  and 
prudent"  (according  to  this  world's 
standards)  He  has  revealed  unto  us.  Our 
affections  also  are  changed,  so  that  the 
love  of  God  is  shed  abroad  in  our  hearts, 
and  we  find  ourselves  loving  what  He 
loves,  and  hating  what  He  hates.  Our 
wills  too  are  influenced.  Instead  of  being 
stubbornly  centered  upon  self,  they  are 
brought  into  unity  with  God's  will,  and 
are  therefore  reinforced  by  all  the  power 
of  the  indwelling  Holy  Spirit,  so  that  we 
can  exclaim  with  joy,  "I  can  do  all  things 
through  Christ  which  strengtheneth  me." 
Even  our  bodies  are  rejuvenated  by  the 
life  of  Christ,  and  we  have  the  assurance 
that  even  if  sickness  and  death  do  take 
hold  of  them,  they  will  be  raised  up  per- 
fected at  "the  glorious  appearing  of  Je- 
sus Christ." 

What  gratitude  should  fill  our  -souls 
when  we  realize  all  that  Christ's  redeem- 
ing work  has  done  for  us!  We  can  but 
give  back  to  Him  in  glad  and  full  sur- 
render all  we  have,  all  we  are,  and  all 
we  hope  to  be. 

This  sense  of  indebtedness  will  be  real- 
ized infinitely  more  as  we  contemplate 
the  price  which  was  paid  to  ransom  us 
from  sin. 

THE  REDEMPTION  PRICE 

Here  we  are  on  holy  ground.  With 
hushed  spirits,  bowed  heads  and  unsan- 
dalled  feet  we  draw  near  to  the  place 
called  Calvary. 

Peter  said,  "Ye  were  not  redeemed 
with  corruptible  things,  as  silver  and 
gold,  ....  But  with  the  precious  blood 
of  Christ,  as  a  lamb  without  blemish  and 
without  spot,"   1   Pet.   1:18,   19. 

John  adds  in  the  Book  of  Revelation, 
"Thou  art  worthy  .  .  .  for  thou  hast 
redeemed  us  to  God  by  thy  blood,"  Rev. 
5:9. 

Paul,  as  recorded  in  the  Acts  of  the 
Apostles,  says,  "The  church  of  God, 
which  he  hath  purchased  with  his  own 
blood,"  Acts  20:28. 

The  redemption  price  then  was  His 
blood,  blood  of  the  perfect  Man,  blood 
of  the  Son  of  God,  blood  of  the  King  of 
Heaven,  royal  blood.  Did  not  Jesus 
say,  "This  is  my  blood  of  the  new  testa- 
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merit,  which  is  shed  for  many  for  the  re- 
mission of  sins,"  Matt.  26:28? 

This  blood-shedding,  however,  is  but 
the  outward  and  visible  demonstration  of 
those  inward  and  invisible  sufferings 
which  were  endured  by  Him  to  atone  for 
sin.  Our  poor,  finite  minds  will  never 
fully  understand  the  mystery  of  it  until 
we  meet  the  Crucified,  face  to  face. 

To  redeem  you  and  me,  spirit,  soul  and 
body,  Jesus  suffered  in  His  spirit,  soul 
and  body. 

Our  materialistic  minds  are  apt  to 
dwell  too  much  upon  the  physical  suf- 
ferings, to  the  forgetfulness  of  those  of 
His  Spirit  and  soul.  Artists  and  hymn- 
writers  have  depicted  and  described  Cal- 
vary so  often  only  in  terms  of  bleeding 
wounds  and  quivering  flesh.  Yet  when 
all  has  been  said  that  can  be  said  about 
the  bodily  sufferings,  we  have  but 
touched  the  fringe  of  all  that  He  endured 
to  redeem  us.  We  do  well  to  remember 
the  kiss  of  the  traitor,  the  hiss  of  the 
scourge,  the  mockery  of  His  kingship,  the 
prick  of  the  thorns;  the  vinegar,  the 
cursing,  the  reviling,  and  even  the  gamb- 
ling over  His  clothes.  His  sacred  body 
wracked  with  pain  in  every  limb,  while 
the  slow  torture  of  the  most  agonizing 
form  of  execution  known  to  man  dragged 
on  through  those  hours  when  even  the 
sun  went  out  at  noonday,  and  darkness 
covered  the  spot,  until  at  last  He  cried, 
"It  is  finished." 

"Father,  into  thy  hands  I  commend  my 
spirit." 

But  these  bodily  and  human  suffer- 
ings, terrible  as  they  were,  pale  into  in- 
significance when  compared  with  all  that 
He  endured  in  His  soul  and  spirit.  In  that 
amazing  Old  Testament  prophecy  of  the 
suffering  Messiah  in  Isaiah  53  we  read, 
"When  thou  shalt  make  his  soul  an  of- 
fering for  sin."  "He  poured  out  his  soul 
unto  death."  "He  shall  see  of  the  travail 
of  his  soul."  Here  we  are  in  the  realm  of 
mystery  beyond  our  comprehension.  What 
it  all  means  we  can  but  faintly  grasp. 
One  thing,  however,  is  clear — the  cruci- 
fixion of  Jesus  of  Nazareth  was  some- 
thing entirely  different  from  all  other 
crucifixions.  Behind  the  physical  suffer- 
ing and  death  was  some  great  spiritual 
transaction,  wrought  out  in  the  mystery 
of  the  Godhead,  which  defies  expression. 
Oh,  for  a  heavenly  tongue  with  which  to 
explain  it!  The  best  we  can  do  is  to  say 
that  it  was  an  atoning  death,  a  substi- 
tutionary death,  a  redeeming  death  for  a 
world  of  sinners. 

Again  the  mystery  of  His  sufferings 
is  revealed  by  His  cry,  "My  God,  my  God, 
why  hast  thou  forsaken  me?"  Here  we 
are  utterly  beyond  man's  understanding. 
We  are  allowed  what  can  only  be  a 
glimpse  of  the  agony  of  His  spirit.  That 
He,  the  only-begotten  and  well-beloved 
of  the  Father,  who  said,  "I  and  my  Father 
are  one,"  who  was  with  the  Father  from 


all  eternity,  who  being  in  the  form  of 
God,  thought  it  not  robbery  to  be  equal 
with  God,"  that  He,  I  say,  when  "He 
became  obedient  unto  death,  even  the 
death  of  the  cross,"  should  in  His  hu- 
manity be  actually  separated  from  the 
Father,  entirely  surpasses  all  our  finite 
conception  of  love. 

Here  is  suffering,  not  merely  of  body, 
nor  even  of  soul,  but  the  spirit.  This  is 
love  that  passes  all  understanding.  Did 
we  not  say  that  sin  always  produces 
spiritual  death?  Yes,  sin  means  separation 
from  God,  and  that  is  Hell.  Jesus,  when 
He  took  upon  Himself  the  burden  of  the 
world's  guilt,  "bore  our  sins  in  his  own 
body  on  the  tree."  In  order  to  bring  us 
to  God,  He  became  separated  from  Him! 
Amazing  thought!  Can  we  wonder  that 
it  will  take  all  eternity  to  fathom  it, 
and  that  the  songs  of  the  redeemed  will 
all  be  concerning  it?  Indeed,  "the  pains 
of  hell  gat  hold  of  him."  His  pure  soul 
suffered  the  death  that  is  the  wage  of 
sin,  the  "very  soul  of  the  Savior's  suffer- 
ing was  the  suffering  of  the  Savior's 
soul." 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3 ) 
hurried  away  to  meet  those  men,  and  she 
did  not  see  him  again  until  the  next 
morning.  It  was  just  what  she  would  have 
wished.  It  gave  her  an  opportunity  to 
talk  it  over  with  mother,  and  when 
mother  said  she  thought  it  was  all  right, 
Sally  Jo  felt  very  confident  that  she  was 
going  to  enjoy  the  evening. 

Mr.  Barnett  came  to  her  home  for  her, 
and  he  seemed  so  glad  to  meet  her  mother. 
Mother  liked  him,  too.  Sally  Jo  could  see 
that.  You  could  always  tell  when  Mother 
didn't  like  someone. 

They  had  a  long,  lovely  ride  to  a  spot 
of  historic  interest  and  great  beauty.  They 
walked  around  in  the  quaint  gardens,  ex- 
amined the  curios  in  the  little  museum, 
and  later  in  the  evening  he  took  her  to  a 
very  attractive  place  and  they  had  supper 
together.  It  was  all  new  to  Sally  Jo  and 
how  she  did  enjoy  it!  Mr.  Barnett  was  the 
same  quiet,  courteous  man  she  knew  in 
the  office,  and  yet  he  was  somehow  dif- 
ferent. He  was  friendly  and  chummy,  al- 
most boyish.  She  didn't  dream  he  could 
be  like  that. 

At  the  supper  they  sat  a  long  time  and 
chatted,  Sally  Jo  consciously  flattered  by 
his  deference,  but  still  perfectly  at  ease. 
She  could  not  quite  forget  that  tomorrow 
he  would  be  her  employer  again,  but  for 
tonight  he  was  her  friend.  There  was 
something  subtly  intoxicating  in  his  ad- 
miration and  Sally  Jo  had  a  delicious 
grownup  feeling  that  she  was  making  a 
success  of  this  social  event  which  was  a 
real  "date"  in  her  calendar. 

As  they  left  the  place  and  walked  to 
his  car,  he  said,  "And  now  I  am  going  to 
take  you  home,  little  girl.      It     isn't  so 


dreadfully   late,      but    we      don't      want 
mother  to  be  worried,  do  we?   We  may 
•want  to  go  out  another  evening." 

For  an  instant  Sally  Jo  did  not  know 
how  to  reply.  She  was  accustomed  to 
hearing  other  girls  discussing  what  they 
said  and  did  when  they  were  out  with 
young  men.  Only  the  day  before  she  had 
heard  one  of  the  girls  telling  how  she  had 
given  a  young  man  she  was  with  a  pretty 
severe  jolt  when  he  dared  to  mention  her 
mother  to  her,  as  though  she  were  not  able 
to  take  care  of  herself.  She  knew  just 
about  what  some  of  the  girls  would  say 
if  a  man  were  to  speak  to  them  like  this. 

Suddenly  she  remembered  having  heard 
someone  say  that  Mr.  Barnett  was  an  old- 
fashioned  man  and  didn't  like  the  new- 
fashioned  girls  and  their  ways.  Shrewdly 
she  guessed  that  it  was  the  result  of 
Mother's  old-fashioned  training  that  had 
probably  attracted  him  to  her.  How  silly 
it  would  be  to  get  offended. 

She  only  smiled  and  answered,  "I  don't 
think  she  will  be  worried  when  I  am  with 
you,  Mr.  Barnett."  And  then  after  a  mo- 
ment she  added  confidingly,  "But  she  will 
be  sitting  up  waiting  for  me." 

"Will  she,  little  girl?  I  am  glad  to 
know  that.  Your  mother  knows  when  she 
has  something  precious  how  to  take  care 
of  it,  doesn't  she?" 

What  an  odd  man  he  was!  She  never  re- 
membered the  other  girls  telling  of  their 
men  friends  saying  things  like  that.  She 
knew  she  would  never  tell  them.  But  the 
more  she  thought  about  it  the  more  she 
liked  him.  He  must  have  had  a  good 
mother  whom  he  loved,  or  he  would  not 
be  so  thoughtful  of  hers. 

Mother  was  waiting  for  her,  sitting 
with  her  book  under  the  big  reading 
lamp.  The  shade  was  not  drawn,  and  Mr. 
Barnett  stopped  for  a  moment  and  looked 
in. 

"That's  a  lovely  picture,"  he  said,  with 
a  wave  of  his  hand  toward  the  room,  and 
in  a  minute  more  he  was  gone. 

Sally  Jo's  heart  was  in  a  turmoil.  He 
seemed  to  be  capturing  her  by  storm.  But 
there  was  Dunstan. 

She  did  not  forget  to  pray  for  Dunstan 
Perry  a  single  night.  It  was  only  a  snatch 
of  prayer,  and  she  meant  to  do  better  than 
that.  But  thoughts  of  Mr.  Barnett  would 
intrude  themselves  whenever  she  tried 
to  pray  for  Dunstan.  It  was  queer,  but  she 
never  thought  to  pray  for  him.  Why  was 
it?  Was  it  because  Dunstan  was  only 
starting  to  climb  the  mountain  of  suc- 
cess, while  Mr.  Barnett  had  arrived? 
Could  that  be  the  only  reason?  Or  was  it 
because  she  cared  more  for  Dunstan?  Did 
she?  She  felt  perfectly  certain  that  she 
could  care  for  Dunstan,  if  she  knew  he 
cared.  But  she  had  come  to  believe  that 
he  didn't. 

Mr.  Barnett  cared,  she  knew.  She  liked 


November,  1940 


[Page  31 J 


him,  too.  But  he  never  made  her  think 
about  God  the  way  Dunstan  did.  She  did 
not  know  whether  he  was  a  member  of 
the  church  or  not.  He  went  sometimes, 
and  once  when  the  subject  came  up  in  a 
discussion  in  the  office  he  remarked  that 
the  church  was  a  good  thing,  though  he 
had  not  found  much  time  for  it  himself. 

It  was  Sunday  morning  again  before 
Sally  Jo  picked  up  the  little  paper-bound 
book  and  attempted  to  finish  it.  But  now 
the  question  that  it  always  brought  be- 
fore her  was  written  plainly  across  its  ev- 
ery page.  She  could  see  nothing  else.  She 
read  a  little  while,  and  then  walking  de- 
liberately across  the  room  she  tucked  the 
little  book  away  in  the  farthest  corner  of 
her  bookcase,  where  its  modest  cover  was 
completely  eclipsed  by  the  handsome,  al- 
most flashily  bound  volume  beside  it. 
That  was  to  be  the  end  of  it!  She  could 
not  bring  herself  to  throw  it  away;  a 
friend  had  given  it  to  her. 

She  would  forget  it.  But  she  could  not. 
She  tried  to  read  her  Bible  and  pray,  but 
it  was  only  words.  There  was  a  barrier 
between  her  and  her  Lord.  For  a  long 
time  she  refused  to  believe  it  was  God's 
voice  speaking  to  her,  but  slowly  she  was 
compelled  to  admit  that  it  was, — it  must 
be  God.  Who  else  could  or  would  face 
her  with  that  particular  question  and  keep 
her  facing  it  until  she  settled  it? 

If  only  she  could  talk  it  over  with 
someone,  but  she  knew  no  one  in  whom 
she  could  confide  this  particular  thing. 
It  all  seemed  so  queer.  Not  even  mother 
would  understand.  Things  like  this  she 
might  talk  over  with  Dunstan.  But  of 
course  she  could  not  take  this  to  him, 
for  Dunstan  himself  was  in  it. 

She  struggled  through  another  week. 
At  times  she  was  unhappy,  not  at  all  like 
Sally  Jo,  who  was  never  introspective  nor 
morbid. 

She  was  training  for  a  tennis  tourna- 
ment and  snatching  every  hour  possible 
for  her  practice.  She  spent  an  evening 
each  week  with  Mr.  Barnett,  and  there 
was  scarcely  a  day  in  the  office  that  he 
did  not  show  her  some  little  evidence  of 
his  regard.  She  ought  to  be  very  happy. 

Dunstan  she  had  not  seen  since  the  day 
of  the  picnic,  nor  had  she  heard  anything 
from  him.  He  seemed  to  have  forgotten 
her  completely.  If  only  he  would  come 
and  seek  her  out  as  this  other  man  had 
done.  The  very  thought  of  him  drew  her 
close  to  God,  but  with  Mr.  Barnett  she 
seemed  to  be  getting  farther  and  farther 
away.  It  was  not  that  he  opposed  her 
Christian  faith  or  anything  she  said  or 
did.  It  was  simply  that  these  things  meant 
nothing  at  all  to  him.  She  knew  they 
meant  all  the  world  to  Dunstan. 

On  a  Sunday  evening  Mr.  Barnett  went 
with  her  to  a  service.  It  was  the  first  time 
he  seemed  willing  to  attend  her  church. 
The  sermon  was  about  Ruth  gleaning  in 
the  fields  of  Boaz.  It  was  interesting,  but 


one  verse  that  was  read  stood  out  in  her 
mind  above  everything  else. 

"It  is  good,  my  daughter,  that  thou  go 
out  with  his  maidens,  that  they  meet  thee 
not  in  any  other  field." 

"Other  field."  The  phrase  caught  her 
fancy.  Then  there  was  a  field  to  which 
one  belonged,  and  there  were  other  fields 
in  which  one  might  wander  at  will.  Ruth 
the  Moabitess  would  have  missed  much 
had  she  not  heeded  the  gentle  admonition. 

Again  Sally  Jo's  mind  went  back  to  her 
own  problem.  Was  she  wandering  now  in 
that  other  field?  She  was  gleaning, — 
pleasure,  admiration,  self-satisfaction. 
This  other  field  was  pleasant  indeed.  It 
seemed  to  offer  more  and  better  gleaning 
than  the  field  to  which  she  had  been  told 
to  return.  It  was  ah  such  a  puzzle.  But 
she  felt  clearly  that  God  was  calling  her 
to  come  back  to  that  place  where  He 
alone  was  to  be  her  portion,  her  reward.  If 
Dunstan  Perry  was  there,  she  couid  be 
happy.  But  he  wasn't. 

When  she  reached  her  room  that  night 
she  felt  she  could  stand  the  struggle  no 
longer.  Looking  at  the  topic  of  the  eve- 
ning's message,  "Ruth's  Choice,"  she  felt 
she  too  must  make  her  choice  now. 

If  it  were  simply  to  give  up  Mr.  Bar- 
nett, she  could  have  done  it.  But  God  was 
asking  something  far  deeper;  He  had  been 
asking  it  all  along.  He  was  asking  her  to 
give  over  into  His  hands  the  very  key  to 
her  heart's  affections.  At  first  she 
thought  it  meant  to  give  up  Dunstan 
Perry.  But  she  didn't  have  Dunstan.  How 
could  she  give  him  up?  No,  God  wanted 
her  to  go  beyond  that,  and  once  for  all 
to  surrender  to  Him  her  love.  That  was 
what  the  little  book  asked  for.  It  was  all 
very  real.  There  was  a  key  to  her  heart, 
and  she  was  to  surrender  that  into  God's 
keeping.  It  was  to  be  an  unconditional 
surrender.  She  must  be  willing  to  leave 
all  in  His  hands,  though  He  might  lock 
her  heart  forever  to  that  sweetest  of  hu- 
man loves.  He  wanted  her  to  say  "Yes" 
even  to  that. 

It  was  not  a  choice  between  Dunstan 
Perry  and  Mr.  Barnett.  It  was  a  choice 
between  her  will  and  God's  will  for  her 
life.  And,  for  her  at  least,  it  hinged  on 
the  surrender  of  that  key  to  her  heart. 
She  wanted  to  hold  it  in  her  own  hands. 

She  struggled,  and  wept,  and  prayed 
there  alone  until  far  into  the  night,  and 
then  sobbingly  she  laid  that  most  precious 
treasure,  the  love  and  hope  of  her  girlish 
heart,  in  the  hands  of  her  Lord. 

It  was  a  simple  act  of  faith,  but  it  was 
real. 

WAS  THAT  A  SIGNPOST? 

"I  have  something  to  tell  you,  Miss 
Brenton." 

There  was  a  strange  note  in  Mr.  Bur- 
nett's voice  that  made  Sally  Jo  look  at 
him  and  wonder.  He  always  addressed  her 
as  "Miss  Brenton"  when  they  were  with 
others  in  the  office. 


"What  is  it?"  She  tried  to  make  her 
voice  sound  unconcerned. 

"I'll  tell  you  tonight." 

The  telephone  bell  rang  and  Mr.  Bar- 
nett answered  it.  There  was  a  long  con- 
versation in  which  he  said  very  little,  and 
that  in  such  cryptic  phrases  that  she  could 
gather  nothing  of  their  meaning.  There 
were  others  coming  and  going,  but  her 
desk  was  nearest  and  she  was  compelled 
to  overhear. 

"Then  that  is  final,"  she  heard  him 
say.  "Yes,  I'm  sorry  too,  I'll  tell  you.  All 
right;  can't  be  helped.  Meet  you  at  the 
twelve-ten.  Keep  me  hustling  though." 
He  slammed  up  the  receiver. 

He  took  a  step  toward  her  desk,  when 
the  phone  rang  again. 

This  time  it  was  a  long  message  that 
Saliy  Jo  had  to  take.  Mr.  Barnett  waited 
for  a  minute,  impatiently,  and  then  with 
a  wave  of  his  hand  he  went  out  the  door. 
He  said  something  that  she  did  not  catch, 
for  she  was  giving  her  whole  attention  to 
the  phone. 

He  did  not  come  back  that  day.  The 
next  morning  there  was  a  letter  on  Sally 
Jo's  desk.  She  tore  it  open  eagerly.  It  was 
from  Mr.  Barnett,  written  on  the  train. 

"Dear  little  girl,"  (it  began),  "I  shall 
not  be  able  to  see  you  tonight  as  I  had 
planned,  and  I  am  sorry.  I  saw  this  thing 
coming  and  was  going  to  tell  you,  but 
circumstances  have  arisen  that  make  me 
leave  much  earlier  than  I  intended.  I  have 
to  take  charge  of  our  Birmingham  office, 
and  1  am  on  the  way. 

"Sorry  to  leave  you  so  hastily,  but  it 
couldn't  be  helped.  What  the  Chief  says 
goes,  you  know.  Write  me  sometime, 
won't  you?  You  know  our  Birmingham 
address.  Give  my  regards  to  that  fine 
mother  of  yours. 

"It's  been  nice  to  know  you,  little 
girl,  and  1  hope  you  don't  altogether  for- 
get 

"Your  devoted  old  friend, 

"E.  A.  Barnett." 

Sally  Jo  held  the  letter  and  read  it 
again.  Her  eyes  were  swimming  with 
tears.  He  was  gone,  and  so  suddenly  that 
she  was  stunned.  Somehow  she  felt  there 
was  a  note  of  finality  about  the  letter. 

Others  came  into  the  office  then,  and 
she  tucked  the  little  note  away  in  her 
pocketbook.  There  was  a  buzz  of  excite- 
ment about  the  place  and  much  specula- 
tion as  to  what  had  happened  and  who 
would  take  Mr.  Barnett's  place. 

"Did  Mr.  Barnett  tell  you  all  about  it, 
Sally  Jo?" 

"I'll  guess  he  did,"  another  girl  inter- 
rupted. 

Sally  Jo  wanted  to  ignore  the  question. 
"I  don't  think  anybody  knew  it  very 
long,"  she  answered  coldly. 

"You'll  miss  him  a  lot,  won't  you?"  the 
first  gin  asked  again,  sympathetically. 

Sally  Jo  didn't  want  sympathy  now. 
The  tears  were  too  near,  and  she  would 
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not  for  the  world  have  the  girls  guess 
how  much  she  did  feel. 

"You  can  write  to  him,  you  know. 
Sometimes  that  works  better  anyhow,' 
the  second  girl  remarked,  sagely. 

Sally  Jo  did  not  answer.  She  disliked 
this  girl,  who  was  fond  of  posing  as 
hard-boiled  and  sophisticated.  But  all 
through  the  day  the  suggestion  lingered. 
She  could  write  him.  He  would  be  glad  to 
hear  about  the  little  office  happenings, 
and  Sally  Jo  was  a  good  letter  writer.  It 
would  be  fun  to  get  letters  from  him  too, 
for  he  was  interesting  and  a  good  talker. 
Yes,  she  would  write. 

She  waited  several  days;  she  would  not 
appear  too  interested  or  hasty.  Then  she 
sat  down  at  the  desk  in  her  room  and  be- 
gan her  letter.  She  had  collected  all  the 
office  happenings  she  could  find,  and 
some  of  them  were  highly  amusing  as  she 
intended  to  interpret  them. 

"Dear  Mr.  Barnett,"  she  began,  and 
then  she  stopped. 

Into  her  mind  there  came  a  conviction, 
clear  and  unmistakable,  that  she  should 
not  write.  It  was  so  vivid  that  it  startled 
her.  But  why  not? 

"It  is  good  that  they  meet  thee  not  in 
any  other  field,"  came  the  words  into  her 
memory.  She  was  reminded  of  the  night 
of  her  complete  surrender.  It  was  a 
blanket  transaction  then,  and  she  did  not 
know  all  that  it  involved,  but  she  knew 
that  this  matter  was  included.  She  sat 
there  hesitating,  puzzled,  and  then  it  oc- 
curred to  her  that  perhaps  God  had  Him- 
self removed  temptation  from  her  path, 
— and  that  temptation  was  Mr.  Barnett. 

Vaguely,  intuitively,  she  was  coming 
to  realize  where  his  influence  was  tend- 
ing to  lead  her.  He  believed  in  a  God,  but 
not  the  same  as  her.  To  him  God  was  the 
Supreme  Being,  a  great  Force,  unknown 
and  unknowable.  All  that  men  thought 
they  knew  was  only  conjecture,  pure  con- 
jecture; there  was  no  sure  word,  no  final 
authority.  He  smiled  at  her  simple  faith 
in  the  Bible.  He  was  so  much  older  that 
she  felt  hke  a  little  child.  He  was  superior 
to  most  men}  so  much  wiser,  it  was 
hard  not  to  feel  that  perhaps  he  was 
right. 

The  radical  difference  in  their  view- 
point had  come  out  the  last  evening  they 
were  together.  Happy  in  her  new  experi- 
ence, Sally  Jo  had  ventured  to  express 
herself  freely,  and  he  had  done  the  same. 
She  felt  Doubled  a  little,  but  the  next 
day  it  was  gone.  And  now  this! 

In  one  moment  of  open  vision  she 
seemed  to  see  clearly  that  God  had  sepa- 
rated them,  and  taken  him  far  away  for  a 
long  time  if  not  permanently.  Should  she, 
dare  she,  attempt  to  follow?  Was  this 
feeling  of  restraint  a  signpost  God  had 
placed  there? 

And  then  the  old  Sally  Jo  asserted  her- 
self. 


"This  is  silly,"  she  exclaimed  aloud. 
"Of  course  I'll  write." 

With  the  words,  the  impression  that 
God  had  revealed  His  will  grew  faint,  and 
still  fainter. 

She  picked  up  her  pen  and  dashed  off 
a  merry  epistle  that  she  knew  would 
bring  a  smile  to  the  face  of  the  man  so 
far  away.  She  told  him  all  the  news,  with 
interesting  comments  and  sidelights.  She 
asked  many  questions  about  his  new  sur- 
roundings, and  hoped  he  would  reply 
soon.  She  laughed  happily  as  she  sealed 
and  stamped  it  and  walked  to  the  box  on 
the  corner  to  mail  it. 

As  she  reached  the  box  and  was  about 
to  release  the  letter,  there  came  once 
again,  this  time  softer  than  a  whispered 
breath,  that  vague  sense  of  protest. 

"Neither  hath  the  Lord  chosen  this." 

She  paused  a  moment  in  thought,  try- 
ing to  place  those  words.  She  had  read 
them  only  recently.  Oh  yes,  it  was  what 
the  Lord  had  said  to  the  Prophet  Samuel 
when  he  stood  before  the  rejected  broth- 
ers of  the  boy  David.  It  might  have  sig- 
nificance for  her,  and  then  again  it 
might  not.  Of  course  she  was  not  pledg- 
ing herself  to  anything;  writing  him  a 
letter  was  not   promising  to  marry  him! 

"What  are  you  thinking  about  so 
hard?"  called  a  teasing  voice. 

She  hastily  dropped  the  letter  in  the 
box  and  turned  to  answer  Miriam  Tolli- 
ver.  For  one  instant  she  had  the  guilty 
feeling  of  having  speeded  past  a  stop- 
light. 

"Where  did  you  come  from?  I  haven't 
seen  you  since  the  picnic." 

"That  picnic!  Didn't  we  have  a  good 
time?  And  isn't  that  Dunstan  Perry  just 
the  dearest  thing?  It  was  mighty  nice  the 
way  he  helped  out  with  the  games  that 
day,  wasn't  it?" 

"I  should  say,"  Sally  Jo  answered  em- 
phatically. "I  don't  know  what  we'd  have 
done  without  him." 

"Have  you  seen  much  of  him  since?" 
Miriam  ventured,  with  the  liberty  of  i 
trusted  friend. 

"No,"  Sally  Jo  answered  slowly,  and 
then  a  cloud  touched  her  face  into  so- 
berness. 

Miriam  looked  at  her  keenly,  and 
thrust  an  arm  through  hers. 

"Why  should  you  care,"  she  asked  soft- 
ly. "You  have  Mr.  Barnett." 

"I  haven't  him."  Sally  Jo's  voice  was 
sharp   and   impatient. 

"You  needn't  get  so  huffy  about  it," 
Miriam  answered  with  spirit. 

"Everybody  knows  you  are  going  with 
him  and  you  like  him  a  lot,  and  he  seems 
to  like  you  pretty  well,"  she  added  m.s- 
chicvously. 

Sally  Jo  did  not  know  whether  to  ac- 
cept or  resent  the  implication.  Doubtless 
she  was  enjoying  a  certain  prestige  from 
her  friendship  with  Mr.  Barnett.  But, — 
and  here  her  thoughts  stopped. 


"It's  not  like  Dunstan  though,"  she  re- 
plied after  a  moment.  "Besides  he's  gone 
away." 

"Gone  away!  Where,  and  for  how 
long?  I  thought  he  was  a  fixture  there." 

"We  thought  so  too." 

Then  Sally  Jo  told  the  whole  story, 
not  omitting  to  mention  the  letter  she 
had  received.  She  did  not  tell  of  the  one 
she  had  written. 

Miriam  listened  with  sympathetic  in- 
terest. Suddenly  she  burst  out,  "Sally  Jo, 
you  ought  to  go  to  camp  with  us  this 
summer.  Can't  you?  It  is  the  dearest 
place,  right  up  on  top  of  a  mountain.  You 
live  out  of  doors  in  shacks  and  tents,  and 
have  the  best  kind  of  a  good  time.  And 
it's  the  most  heavenly  atmosphere.  'n 
some  ways  it  is  like  a  Conference  only 
there  aren't  nearly  so  many  meetings. 
From  beginning  to  end  everything  is  done 
to  give  girls  the  most  fun  possible  and  a 
good  rest  too.  You'd  love  it,  I  know." 

"I  didn't  think  I  would  have  a  vacation 
this  year,  having  been  there  such  a  short 
time,  but  they  told  me  only  today  that 
the  company  will  give  me  a  week.  Any- 
one who  wishes  to  may  take  an  additional 
week  at  her  own  expense.  We're  not  very 
busy  just  now." 

A  little  checking  up  on  dates  and  ar- 
rangements, and  it  seemed  quite  possible 
that  Sally  Jo  could  go.  With  characteris- 
tic promptness  she  handed  her  registra- 
tion dollar  to  Miriam  at  once. 

"You  say  you  are  going  to  send  in 
yours  tomorrow?" 

Miriam  nodded. 

"I'll  ask  fiist  thing  in  the  morning, 
and  phone  you  before  noon  if  I  can't  have 
those  dates.  If  you  do  not  hear  from  me 
you  wid  know  it  is  all  right.  Be  sure  they 
put  me  in  the  same  shack  with  you.  I 
won't  feel  so  strange." 

"We'll  take  good  care  you  don't.  You 
are  such  a  very  bashful  child,"  laughed 
Miriam,  as  they  separated. 

(TO  BE  CONTINUED) 


Neddie  and  Me 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
was  quite  puzzled  to  know  how  to  raise 
the  money. 

Finally  he  hit  upon  a  plan.  The  people 
of  England  use  marble  stones  (or  "door 
stones,"  as  they  are  cal.ed)  for  polishing 
their  hearths  and  scouring  their  stone 
steps. 

This  little  boy  had  a  favorite  donkey 
named  Neddie.  He  harnessed  him  up,  and 
loaded  him  with  stones,  begged  from  the 
mai  ble  workers,  and  went  around  calling, 
"Do  you  want  any  door  stones?" 

Before  long  he  raised  about  fifteen 
dollars.  One  day  the  minister  heard  a 
knock  at  his  door,  and  opening  it,  saw 
there  a  little  boy  holding  a  package  and 
saying,  "Please  sir,  send  this  to  the 
heathen." 

"My  little  friend,  tell  me  your  name," 
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said  the  minister,   "that  we  may     know 
who  gave  the  money." 

"Oh,  well,  then,  sir,  please  put  it  down 
to  'Neddie  and  me';  that  will  do,  won't 
it,  sir?" — Author  Unknown. 

State  Superintendents  of  Sunday 
Schools  and  Y.  P.  E's 

ALABAMA:  T.  G.  Pearson,  Box  97,  Pratt 
City,    Ala. 

ARIZONA,  CALIFORNIA,  NEVADA:  El- 
mer Boyd,    4303    Norton   Road,    Lynwood,   Calif. 

ARKANSAS:    Ruff    Gentry,    Higden,    Ark. 

COLO.,  N.  MEX.,  UTAH— George  Savchen- 
ko,  Box   564,   Hobbs,  N.   Mex. 

CONNECTICUT,  NEW  JERSEY,  PENN- 
SYLVANIA, RHODE  ISLAND:  D.  W.  Ly- 
kens,    Mines,    Pa. 

FLORIDA:  Delmar  C.  Barnes,  1137  Jewel 
Ave.,    Lakeland,    Fla. 

GEORGIA:  Roy  Douglas,  Box  782,  Macon, 
Ga. 

IDAHO,  Frances  L.  Dekle,  Box  54,  Stites, 
Idaho. 

ILLINOIS:  Leonard  Newton,  501  S.  Mc- 
Clelland   St.,    W.    Frankfort,    111. 

INDIANA:  Floyd  Standifer,  Shelburn,  Ind., 
Sunday  School  Supt. ;  Hubert  Deitz,  Jasonville, 
Ind.,    Y.P.E.    Supt. 

KANSAS:    Helen  Coslet,   Corona,   Kan. 
KENTUCKY:      Cecil     Bridges,        137     Cotter 
Ave.,    Somerset,    Ky. 

LOUISIANA:  Ezra  Carver,  Box  294,  Mon- 
roe,   La. 

MAINE,  NEW  HAMPSHIRE,  VERMONT, 
MASSACHUSETTS:  Mrs.  G.  M.  Blooming- 
dale,    128    Brackett   St.,    Portland,    Me. 

MD„  DEL.,  WASH.,  D.  C,  E.  VA.:   Russell 

Bonneville,    Cnsfield,    Md. 

MISSISSIPPI:  Arlie  M.  Dorman.  1108  River 
Ave.,   Hattiesburg,   Miss. 

MISSOURI:  Lee  E.  Holdman,  434  Hunt  St., 
St.  Louis,  Mo. 

MICHIGAN:     Raymond    E.    Crowley,       3207 
John   Daily    Road,    Inkster,    Mich. 
MINNESOTA,   WISCONSIN:    N.   W.   Lowe, 
Pelican    Rapids,    Minn. 

MONTANA:  William  Pospisil,  Denton,  Mont. 

NORTH  CAROLINA:  Ralph  Williams,  Box 
2581,   Charlotte,   N.'C. 

NORTH  DAKOTA:  A.  J.  Rafferty,  Lignite, 
N.   Dak. 

OHIO:  James  Stephens,  1201  Chestnut  St., 
Hamilton,    Ohio. 

OREGON— Tillie  Acell,  Silverton,  Ore. 

OKLAHOMA:  C.  H.  Sharp,  Rt.  1,  Seminole, 
Okla. 

SOUTH  CAROLINA:  Clifford  Jenkerson, 
Box   971,   Greenville,   S.  C. 

SOUTH  DAKOTA:  A.  H.  Thompson, 
Gettysburg,    S.    Dak. 

TENNESSEE:  T.  F.  Blackwell,  2418  Walker 
St.,    Cleveland,    Tenn. 

TEXAS:  J.  C.  Thompson,  1519  Selgar  St., 
Dallas,  Tex. 

VIRGINIA:    A.  W.  Brummett,  Pulaski,  Va. 

WEST  VIRGINIA:  Max  Atkins,  Beckley, 
West   Virginia. 

WASHINGTON— Alex  J.  Duncan,  Box  106, 
Wapato,   Wash. 


Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Rev.   W.   O.    Boheler,    Lavonia,    Ga. 

Swellah    Smith,    R.    R.,    Troy,    Tenn. 

Carroll   James,    Rt.    2,   Box   91,   Forrest  City,   Ark. 

Graham    L.    Stilwell,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 

Hilda    Criner,    Arnett,    W.    Va. 

Marie  Roberts,   934  W.  States  St.,  Cheboygan,  Mich. 

Laura    Griggs,    Sedan,    N.    Mex. 

Jessie  Singleton,  2407  Decatur  Ave.,  Ft.  Worth.Tex. 

Lenn    Edward    Smith,    219    Coach    St.,    Rt.    2,    Kan- 

napolis,    N.    C. 
Geneva   Kennedy,    11th   St.,   Judson,   Greenville,  S.  C. 
Doris  Parrish,   1509   3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Bennie  DeLay,   834   W.   Marietta  St.,  Atlanta.   Ga. 
Mildred   Richie,   Rt.   4,  St.  Elmo,  Tenn. 
Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Betty  Jo  Brown,  c|o  Lawson  Bros.   Store,  Townsend, 

Tenn. 


J.   C.   Bean,    601    E.    10th   St.,   Kannapolis,  N.  C. 
L.  C.   Caldwell,    14   Locust  St.,   Rome,   Ga. 
Miss   Otha    Mae   Brock,    Wheelwright,    Ky. 
Mamie  Lee  Burkett,    158   St.   Louis  St.,  Mobile,  Ala. 
Clyde  Case,   7  Pelger  St.,   Monoghan  Mill,   Green- 
ville,  S.   C. 


New  Gideons 


Purpose  of  Heart 

We  read  in  God's  Word  that  Daniel 
purposed  in  his  heart  that  he  would  not 
defile  himself  with  the  portion  of  the 
king's  meat.  How  necessary  it  is  today 
for  the  child  of  God  to  have  purpose  of 
heart!  Many  things  come  that  would  have 
a  tendency  to  draw  away  from  God, 
but  if  we  have  purposed  in  our  heart  not 
to  defile  ourselves,  the  same  God  that 
took  care  of  Daniel  will  also  see  us 
through. 

If  we  have  a  real  purpose  in  life  and 
have  purposed  in  our  heart  to  serve  God, 
we  do  not  care  what  difficulties  we  meet 
with  or  what  confronts  us  by  the  way. 
We  do  not  expect  an  easy  time,  but  the 
trouble  comes  in  when  we  do  not  have 
purpose  of  heart;  when  we  forget  how 
we  started  out  to  serve  the  Lord.  How 
sad  to  think  of  the  many  who  started 
out  for  God  with  a  real  burning  love 
and  zeal  for  Him  and  with  a  real  pur- 
pose in  life,  but  today  are  cold  and  in- 
different! They  have  defiled  themselves 
with  the  things  of  this  life.  How  few 
have  a  real  purpose  in  life!  How  it  does 
pay  the  child  of  God  to  have  real  pur- 
pose of  heart!  How  it  does  pay  to  be 
real   sincere   for   Him! 

When  we  remember  that  our  Lord  has 
trod  the  way  before  us  we  are  willing 
to  follow  in  His  steps.  The  way  may  be 
hard,  but  dare  we  flinch?  What  kind  of 
soldiers  will  we  be  if  we  flinch  when  we 
are  needed  the  most?  If  we  have  pur- 
posed in  our  heart  to  serve  the  Lord  we 
will  not  flinch;  we  will  stand  our  ground. 
That  is  the  way  to  be  good  soldiers  of 
the  Cross.  We  are  not  good  soldiers  when 
we  get  weak  in  the  knees  and  faint  by 
the  way  when  the  battle  is  the  hottest. 
No,  but  when  we  have  purpose  of  heart 
it  puts  the  fire  into  our  bones  and  we 
feel  like  pressing  on  more  than  ever.  Let 
them  fall  on  the  right  and  on  the  left; 
let  the  battle  get  hotter  and  hotter.  The 
same  God  that  saw  Daniel  through  will 
also  see  us  through.  Through  our  God 
we  can  do  valiently,  for  the  weapons  of 
our  warfare  are  not  carnal  but  mighty 
through  God  to  the  pulling  down  of 
strongholds. — A.  E.  Mills. 

The  person  who  does  not  see  God  back 
of  every  promise  in  the  Bible  has  never 
had  a  good  view  of  Him,  nor  has  he  had 
a  good  view  of  the  Bible  as  a  book.  A 
man  cannot  look  by  faith  at  one,  without 
seeing  both. 


B.   W.    Einstead,    Knoxville,   Tenn. 

Mrs.    Lois    Adams,    Flint,    Mich. 

Miss   Helen   Byers,    Parkersburg,    W.    Va. 

LeRoy    Lowery,    Great    Falls,    S.    C. 

Mrs.    Ira    Lee,    DonalsonvIIle,    Ga. 

Herbert    Tipton,    Ravenna,    Ky. 

J.    D.    Price,    Palatka,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Wilson    Davis,    Avera,    Miss. 

Mrs.    E.    E.    Watts,    Hot   Springs,    N.    Mex. 

Marie    Wigger,    St.    Louis,    Mo. 

Frances    Hyde,    Marvel,    Ala. 

Phoebe   Fisher,    Clayton,    N.    Mex. 

Myrtle    Danley,    CaruthersvlIIe,    Mo. 

Flora    Hoopes,    Maxwell,    Va. 

Mary   Catherine   Turner,    Ada,    Okla. 

A.    E.    Eccles,    Baker,    La. 

Gene    Geiselbrech,    Lewiston,    Idaho. 

Mrs.    Perry    Cline,    Statesville,    N.    C. 

W.    F.    Suggs,    Moniac,    Ga. 

Ada  L.  Stephens,  Jamestown,  Ky. 

June  Fruchey,   Canton,   Ohio. 

Mrs.    Mildred    Shelton,    Pickens,    S.    C. 

James   Sweat,    Lotta,    S.   C. 

Paul    Persuiger,    Lobata,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.    Ella    B.    Myers,    Lake    Placid,    Fla. 

Lawrence    LaFever,   Cookville,   Tenn. 

Helen    McCarson,    Seneca,    S.    C. 

Clara    Nace,    Carlisle,    Pa. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THB 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  £1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 


Silver  Lining 

A  book  of  5  7  beautiful  poems.  An  in- 
expensive gift  for  your  friend.  Price  25c. 
Order  from  Alda  B.  Harrison,  2905  Park- 
er St.,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


PLAYS 


HOME  SCENES 
By  the  Editor 


THE  UNBROKEN  CIRCLE 
By  E.  E.  Coleman 


A  SEARCH  IN  VAIN 
By  Verlene  McCay 


Order  from  Lighted  Pathway,  Cleve- 
land, Tenn.   Price  25c  each. 


When  you  get  there  you  will     always 
find  God  where  He  promised  to  be. 


THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY 

Devoted   to  the  general  welfare  and   spiritual 

uplift  of  our  young  people 

everywhere 

Published   Monthly  at  the 
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Cleveland,  Tennessee 


ALDA   B.   HARRISON,    Editor 
Cleveland,   Tennessee 

SUBSCRIPTION  RATE 

Single  subscription,  per  year fl.00 
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Entered  as  2nd  class  mail  matter  at  Pom 
Office,  Cleveland,  Tenn. 


[Page  34 


The  Lighted  Pathway 


*&  Glints  of  Knowledge         S> 


There  are  international  affairs  that  are 
of  intense  interest  to  the  Christian.  A 
Moscow  newspaper  gives  the  official  list 
of  admitted  Bolshevik  murders  in  Red 
Russia  as  follows: 

1  royal  family  and  seven  innocent  per- 
sons. 

2  8  bishops  and  archbishops. 
6,775  priests. 

6,575   teachers. 

8,800  doctors. 

54,8  50  officers. 

260,000  soldiers. 

15  0,000  police  officers. 

48,000  gendarmes   (detectives). 

3  5  5,250  intellectuals. 
198,000   workers. 
915,000  peasants. 

It  is  claimed  that  no  less  than  2,000,- 
000  lives  have  been  sacrificed  by  this 
godless  movement. 

Military  records  show  that  in  the  last 
World  War  in  the  German  army  were 
100,000  Jews  fighting  for  the  central 
powers;  in  Russia  500,000  Jews  fought 
for  the  Russian  flag.  If  these  two  nations 
gave  4%  of  their  sons  to  the  terrible 
conflict  the  Jews  gave  8%.  No  enemy 
can  say  that  the  Jews  are  not  patriotic. 
They  are  prosperous;  no  one  ever  saw  a 
Jew  in  an  American  poorhouse.  The  Jew 
is  benevolent;  many  of  their  great  finan- 
ciers have  laid  their  whole  fortunes  on 
the  altar  of  humanity. 

America  is  conscripting  men  and  mak- 
ing the  wealth  of  the  people  available  for 
the  defense  of  the  nation.  This  is  a  seri- 
ous business.  An  exchange  said: 

The  American  people  cannot  afford  to 
delay  for  an  unnecessary  hour  the 
strengthening  of  the  military  and  air 
arms  of  the  national  defense  organization. 
The  British  know  now  that  the  only  way 
to  survive  an  attack  of  airplanes  is  to 
have  more  airplanes  and  a  greater  re- 
serve of  pilots  than  the  enemy.  The  Brit- 
ish, the  French,  the  Belgians,  and  the 
Dutch  know  to  their  sorrow  that  the 
finest  land  armies  are  impotent  against 
superior  tanks  and  superior  air  power. 
Those  are  lessons  which  should  have  been 
learned  by  this  time. 

The  bestial  Nazi  forces  which  ordered 
the  destruction  of  Rotterdam  and  the 
murder  of  thousands  of  civilians,  even 
after  the  city  had  surrendered,  ought  to 
have  been  a  warning  to  the  British  gov- 
ernment and  every  other  government  and 
people  that  the  Hitler  regime  knows  no 
rule  but  that  of  ruin,  no  law  but  that  of 


conquest,  no  morality  but  the  worship 
of  force  as  used  by  the  German  "master 
race." — The  Outpost. 

THE  JEWISH  ARMY 
Hitler's  first  battle  was  against  the 
Jews  in  Germany.  His  hatred  of  that  peo- 
ple knows  no  bounds.  His  crimes  against 
them  cry  out  to  Heaven.  In  that  connec- 
tion it  is  well  to  note  the  announcement 
that  a  world-wide  Jewish  army  is  to  be 
assembled  to  fight  beside  the  British 
against  the  racial  archfoes  of  Jewry.  The 
first  hundred  thousand  are  to  be  re- 
cruited in  all  parts  of  the  world,  but  es- 
pecially in  the  United  States.  The  new 
army  will  be  equipped  by  Great  Britain, 
although  it  is  likely  that  many  Jews  will 
wish  to  provide  financial  support.  There 
will  probably  be  a  Jewish  branch  of  the 
Royal  Air  Force.  The  promoters  of  this 
scheme  assert  that  thus  a  practical  move 
will  be  made  against  the  Hitlerist  view 
of  the  Jewish  problem  and  would  remove 
any  suggestion  that  the  Jews  were  not 
taking  their  place  in  the  fight  against 
Nazism. — A.  B.  McCormick. 


ONE  GAIN  FROM  WAR 
Prohibitionists  cannot  fail  to  note  the 
help  that  is  coming  from  the  war  to  their 
fight  against  alcohol.  The  power  of  the 
Nazi  government  is  thrown  against  alco- 
holic beverages  and  a  campaign  of  educa- 
tion is  on  to  lead  the  Germans  to  the 
use  of  soft  drinks.  Alcoholic  liquors  are 
declared  detrimental  to  the  physical  and 
mental  life  of  the  would-be  world  con- 
querors. Likewise,  in  France  has  the  edict 
gone  forth  against  drinks  of  high  alco- 
holic content.  If  the  French  are  to  re- 
build their  shattered  fortunes  they  must 
dedicate  themselves  to  sobriety.  In  Canada 
also  there  is  agitation  for  prohibition  as 
absolutely  essential  for  the  winning  of  the 
war.  It  is  time  for  us  here  in  the  United 
States  to  tighten  our  belts  and  tackle 
afresh  the  problem  of  making  our  nation 
free  from  the  curse  of  drink. — A.  B. 
McCormick. 


"The  United  Presbyterian"  tells  of  the 
four  sons  of  Dr.  G.  Campbell  Morgan 
who  are  fine  preachers.  His  youngest  son, 
Howard,  has  taken  his  father's  place  in 
Great  Britain.  He  is  a  great  preacher.  Re- 
cently, when  the  whole  family  was  as- 
sembled, a  visitor  asked  Howard  which 
one  of  the  Morgan  family  was  the  great- 
est preacher.  He  answered  instantly,  look- 
ing his  father  straight  in  the  eye, 
"Mother." 


The  Herald  of  Holiness  gives  us  this 
statement: 

In  some  respects  the  Seventh  Day  Ad- 
ventists  are  really  a  very  wonderful  peo- 
ple. They  send  their  missionary  message 
out  in  714  languages.  They  sent  mission- 
aries out  during  the  past  year  to  preach  in 
sixty-five  new  languages.  In  1937  their 
membership  was  close  to  45  0,000  and  yet 
last  year  they  contributed  to  home  and 
foreign  missions  more  than  $12,000,00. 
This  is  a  per  capita  giving  to  missions 
alone  of  $27.86.  They  also  publish  310 
periodicals.  And,  dear  readers,  notice  the 
reason  why.  Besides  their  offerings,  they 
give  two  tithes;  one  to  the  local  church 
and  one  to  missions.  In  the  light  of  this 
information,  surely  the  fellow  who  kicks 
on  one  tithe  in  the  collection  plate  would 
be  ashamed  of  himself. 

RELATION  OF  GEOGRAPHY 
TO  OUR  PRESIDENTS 
Thirty- two  presidents  of  the  United 
States,  in  a  period  of  150  years,  and  the 
states  from  which  the  bulk  of  them 
have  come,  should  have  taught  all  of  us 
the  relationship  between  geography  and 
our  presidents. 

It  seems  strange,  but  it  is  true,  that 
three  big  eastern  states — New  York, 
Ohio  and  Virginia — have  furnished  more 
than  half  of  our  presidents  to  date.  Six 
presidents  were  elected  from  New  York, 
six  from  Ohio  and  five  from  Virginia, 
making  a  total  of  seventeen  out  of  thirty- 
two  of  our  presidents  to  come  from  these 
three  states. 

The  East  has  always  been  suspicious  of 
the  West  in  politics.  This  viewpoint  finds 
concrete  expression  in  the  fact  that  only 
one  president  to  date — Herbert  Hoover — 
has  come  from  west  of  the  Mississippi 
River.  He  was  born,  and  was  reared  until 
nine  years  of  age,  in  Iowa,  but  became 
president  from  California.  And  he  was  de- 
feated by  an  Easterner  at  the  end  of  one 
term. 

Of  the  thirty-two  presidents  of  the 
United  States  to  date,  three  have  been 
shot  and  three  have  died  in  office,  mak- 
ing six  vice-presidents  who  have  suc- 
ceeded to  the  presidency  under  the  Con- 
stitution and  under  the  Presidential  Suc- 
cession Law. 

It  is  rumored  that  Mr.  Ford  is  worth 
a  billion  dollars.  If  so,  should  he  work 
twelve  hours  a  day  and  count  $100.00 
every  minute  of  the  day  it  would  take 
him  just  thirty-eight  years  to  count  his 
money. 


^Ue  cMgSi{l  detuned 


BY  KELLUM  FANNIN 


A  harp  of  life,  of  exquisite  design, 
Was  wrought  by  God's  oivn  pure,  ar- 
tistic hands 
And  placed  within  the  reach  of  mortal 

man 
To  be  a  source  of  pleasure  unto  him. 
A  masterpiece  of  music  and  of  art 
That  was  to  lift  his  lowly  soul 
On  white  tvings  of  celestial  harmony 
Avid  carry  it,  exalted,  to  the  skies. 

The  instrument  itself  was  finest  gold, 
The  strings  were  silver-plated,  strands 

of  steel. 
They  numbered  eight    and    each     was 

titled  with  a  separate  name; 
Love,  faith,  hope,  virtue,  ambition,  joy, 

strength,  and  peace. 
All  were  in  perfect  tune. 
Soul-inspiring  chords  of  happiness 
Filled  the  air  with  sunshine  and  delight. 
But  alas,  from  Hades  there  were  loosed 
The  spectral  demons  of  adversity 
Which  were  to  plunder  and  destroy 
And  use  the  harp  for  chaos  and  discord. 

The  demon  hate,  with  hands  of  false 
pretense, 

Laid  hold  upon  the  key 

Which  held  the  string  of  love 

And  tuned  it  far  too  low. 

Failure  touched  the  second  string  called 
faith. 

Despair  played  havoc  on  the  one  called 
hope. 

Mistake  then  rusted  virtue's  lovely 
form. 

Discouragement  let  slack  the  string  am- 
bition, 

And  sadness  broke  the  string  of  joy. 

Weakness  turned  the  key  of  strength; 

Disturbance  ruined  the  string  of  peace. 

The  harp  was  sadly  wrecked  and  out  of 
tune 


And  music  could  no  longer  come  there- 
from 

Because  it  now  ivas  most  unpleasant  to 
the  ear, 

Man  thrust  it  to  the  gutter  at  his  feet. 

A  simple  lad  came  walking  down  the 
street; 

He  saw  the  instrument  beside  the  way, 

But  only  glanced  at  it  and  started  on. 

Somehow,  the  thought  then  filled  his 
mind 

That  there  was  music  still 

Within  this  thing  .  which  man  had 
thrown  away 

If  it  could  only  be  repaired  and  tuned. 

He  picked  it  up  and  pressed  it  to  his 
heart, 

For  there  were  dreams  then  bom 

That  could  not  die. 

Within  the  secret  of  his  attic  room, 

Far  from  the  world  that  would  but 
laugh  and  jeer, 

He  mended  all  the  broken  spots  with 
truth 

And  tuned  each  string  with  love  divine. 

Then  as  he  touched  the  strings  to  test 
their  pitch, 

His  heart  leaped  up  and  all  his  soul  re- 
joiced, 

Because  there  came  from  them 

Sweet  chords  and  life  anew 

Like  had  not  ever  come  from  them  be- 
fore. 

'Ttvas  music  too  melodious  for  words. 

The  notes  ascended  to  the  sky  above; 
They  rustled  all  the  leaves  of  Heaven's 

trees; 
The  angels  stopped  amidst  their  happy 

play 
And  listened  to  that  melody  from  earth 

below. 
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By  EWING  6AIL0WAY,N  Y 


Silent  flight  ~  Noli)  flight 


Alda    B.    Harrison 
Editor 


Dear  Boys. and  Girls:  God  bless  you. 

A  Christmas  message  has  been  burning 
in  my  soul  for  the  big  boys  and  girls  who 
are  establishing  homes  and  have  some  lit- 
tle tots  toddling  around  their  feet.  And 
not  only  am  I  think- 
ing of  that  class  alone, 
but  I  am  remembering 
the  time  when  I  was 
just  a  young  girl  how 
I  thought  about  what 
I  would  do  when  I 
was  grown  up  and  had 
a  home  and  children 
of  my  own.  Oh  yes,  I 
well  remember  how 
I  used  to  play  house 
and  talk  to  my  imag- 
inary children.  My, 
how  I  did  enjoy  this. 
Many  good  thoughts 
came  to  me  in  my  early  years.  One  thing 
I  decided  along  in  my  early  teens  was  that 
I  would  never  teach  my  children  there 
was  a  Santa  Claus.  The  reason  why  was 
this,  it  was  a  falsehood  and  besides  that 
they  taught  me  along  with  this  that  there 
was  a  Jesus.  How  did  I  know  that  there 
was?  The  same  loving  parents  (God  bless 
them)  had  taught  me  that  there  was  a 
Santa  Claus  and  this  was  untrue.  When 
I  found  there  was  no  Santa  Claus,  the 
question  came  very  forcibly  to  me,  Is 
there  a  Jesus?  My  parents,  like  many  to- 
day, did  not  think  of  this  side  of  the 
question.  So  thousands  are  teaching  their 
children  a  falsehood  that  will  bring  sad- 
ness to  the  little  hearts  later  on  to  find 
that  it  is  not  true.  A  testimony  from  my 
three  grown  children  will  convince  you 
that  Christmas  without  a  Santa  Claus 
was  just  as  happy  to  them  as  to  those  who 
enjoyed  a  Santa.  We  taught  them  that 
every  good  and  perfect  gift  came  down 
from  our  Father  in  heaven  and  that  He 
sent  them  by  different  people.  And  the 
hiding  of  these  gifts  and  the  surprises  that 
came  on  Christmas  morning  made  Christ- 
mas just  as  exciting  and  much  more  beau- 
tiful. It  is  very  gratifying  to  hear  them 
say  now,  I  will  never  teach  my  children 
there  is  a  Santa  Claus. 

We  are  very  happy  to  have  the  privilege 
of  passing  on  to  you  the  few  things  we 
have  learned  by  experience     and     as  we 


search  for  the  good  thoughts  for  you  in 
some  of  our  good  literature  today  we  find 
a  longing  to  go  back  to  the  days  of 
motherhood  and  use  some  of  these  won- 
derful suggestions  on  our  children,  but 
we  cannot.  We  are  only  hoping  to  be  of 
help  to  you. 

Here  is  a  clipping  we  pass  on  to  you 
from  "Mother's  Golden  Now,"  which  we 
trust  you  will  appreciate  and  use  to  make 
your  Christmas  mean  something  to  your 
home  and  family  this  year. 

"Christmas  in  the  home  .  .  .  what 
does  it  mean  to  your  family?  Holly 
wreaths  in  the  windows,  branches  of  pine 
or  spruce  adding  a  festive  air  to  the  room, 
a  Christmas  tree  with  its  weight  of 
sparkling  ornaments,  perhaps  even  a  bit 
of  mistletoe  hanging  from  the  chande- 
lier. Yet  among  all  these  decorations,  fa- 
miliar in  thousands  of  homes,  where  shall 
we  look  for  something  that  would  def- 
initely speak  of  the  One  whose  blessed 
birth  we  are  celebrating,  unless  per- 
chance, we  should  find  a  star  topping  the 
tree? 

"This  was  the  thought  that  impressed 
itself  insistently  upon  the  mind  of  one 
mother.  As  Christmas  Day  approached 
she  resolved  that  this  year  she  would  in 
some  way  so  plan  her  decorations  that  the 
Christ-child  Himself  would  be  the  key- 
note. At  last,  while  selecting  from  her 
folios  some  pictures  of  the  Nativity  for 
use  in  teaching  her  class  of  Juniors,  she 
found  her  cue.  'Why  not  use  a  few  of 
the  most  beautiful  of  these  pictures  as 
a  part  of  my  home  decorative  scheme?'  she 
thought. 

"With  happy  enthusiasm  she  went  to 
work  on  her  idea.  The  usual  greens,  hol- 
ly, and  tree  were  used,  but  so  skilfully 
did  she  work  out  her  plan  that  these 
played  only  a  secondary  part  in  the  fin- 
ished whole.  On  piano,  mantel  and  book- 
cases she  arranged  copies  of  such  master- 
pieces as  Correggio's  'Holy  Night,'  'An- 
gels and  Shepherds'  (Plockhorst),  'Ar- 
rival of  the  Shepherds'  (Lerolle),  'Star  in 
the  East'  (Dore),  and  others.  These  pic- 
tures were  arranged  so  as  to  bring  out 
the  Christmas  story  consecutively  as  one 
followed  around  the  room.  On  the  table 
Hofmann's  'Head  of  Christ'  held  the 
place  of  honor. 


"Many  visitors  to  the  home  expressed 
their  pleased  approval  of  this  most  un- 
usual but  wonderfully  appropriate  plan 
of  Christmas  decoration.  And  on  Christ- 
mas Eve,  when  the  family  gathered  in  the 
quiet  dimly  lighted  room  to  listen  to  the 
beautiful  Christmas  music  coming  over 
the  air,  each  one  present  felt  keenly  the 
impressiveness  of  the  hour.  It  seemed  in- 
deed that  the  Savior,  the  Child  of  Bethle- 
hem, was  an  actual  presence  in  the  home 
that  night,  with  a  blessing  for  each  and 
every  one." 

How  well  we  remember  the  days  when 
our  little  ones  were  in  the  home.  How 
happy  we  were  to  make  them  enjoy 
Christmas.  Then  as  we  look  back  to  the 
old  home  when  we  were  small  with  our 
dear  father  and  mother,  brothers  and 
sisters,  we  can  feel  the  thrill  of  Christmas 
then,  and  sometimes  we  love  to  sing: 
Backward    turn  backward,    O    time    in 

your  flight, 
Make  me  a  child  again  just  for  tonight. 

Yes,  it  would  be  wonderful  to  turn 
back  to  childhood  and  enjoy  Christmas 
in  the  old  home  but  no  Christmas  could 
be  happier  than  the  ones  we  are  enjoying 
now,  when  the  birdlings  that  have  flown 
away  come  home  to  enjoy  the  Christmas- 
tide  with  us  around  the  old  hearthstone, 
and  they  always  come. 

Last  year  we  had  about  thirty  Christ- 
mas lights  and  candles  burning  for  them 
when  they  arrived,  and  one  night  before 
they  came,  we  turned  off  all  the  stronger 
lights  and  sat  down  to  meditate.  They 
looked  so  pretty  and  as  we  sat  meditating 
and  thanking  God  for  their  home-com- 
ing we  asked  Him  to  let  each  of  those 
lights  speak  to  them  of  Jesus.  I  believe 
He  did. 

Children,  if  you  have  not  been  in  the 
habit  of  going  to  the  old  home  to  be  with 
father  and  mother,  do  it  this  year  and 
make  it  the  happiest  Christmas  of  their 
lives.  We  have  a  very  sad  story,  "Going 
Home  for  Christmas,"  on  another  page  in 
this  issue.  Read  it  in  connection  with  the 
Editor's  message.  Your  father  and  mother 
will  not  always  be  here.  What  you  do  for 
them  must  be  done  quickly.  Every  year 
we  wonder  if  we  shall  all  be  together  an- 
other Christmas.  God  has  let  us  have 
(Continued  on  page  25 ) 
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"They  are  all  nice,  whichever  you  are 
in.  But  I  think  you  will  like  this  shack." 

She  threw  open  the  door  and  the  girls 
crowded  in. 

In  each  corner  of  the  room  stood  a 
comfortable-looking  cot,  and  between  the 
cots  on  either  side  were  washstands  with 
basins  and  pitchers  and  buckets  for  water. 
At  the  far  end  of  the  room  was  a  cur- 
tained wardrobe  with  numerous  hangers. 
Convenient  shelves  were  everywhere,  and 
in  the  very  center  stood  a  small  table 
with  a  chair  beside  it. 

"I  move  we  stay,  girls.  What  do  you 


On  the  Mountain  Top 

Up  and  up  climbed  the  auto  over  the 
great  state  road  that  stretched  like  a 
broad  ribbon  opening  a  pathway  to  the 
heights.  As  curves  were  rounded  and 
changing  vistas  of  scenery  unrolled  like  a 
panorama  before  them,  there  were  ex- 
clamations of  delight  from  the  girls  in  the 
crowded  car.  The  quiet  man  at  the  wheel 
gazed  straight  before  him  with  a  feeling 
not  unmixed  with  relief  as  one  and  an- 
other pointed  out  familiar  landmarks 
identified  with  the  camp  still  far  above 
them.  It  was  a  wonder  how  much  one  car 
would  hold,  of  girls  and  suitcases,  ban- 
jos and  tennis  rackets,  wraps  and  lunch 
boxes. 

They  had  sung  and  laughed  and  chat- 
tered to  while  away  the  hours,  and  now 
within  sight  of  the  top  they  waited  al- 
most breathlessly  for  arrival  at  the  pin- 
nacle. Two  had  been  there  before,  and 
two  were  seeing  it  for  the  first  time. 

"Here  we  are  at  last.  Hooray!  Oh,  isn't 
it  grand  to  be  back!  Come  on,  Sally  Jo, 
let's  skip  into  the  white  house  and  see 
where  they've  assigned  us." 

Miriam  Tolliver  led  the  way  toward  an 
attractive-looking  house  that  served  as 
general  office  and  headquarters.  Gathered 
near  it,  somewhat  on  the  plan  of  a  college 
campus,  were  a  number  of  other  build- 
ings large  and  small.  Glancing  away  along 
the  woodsy  paths,  they  caught  glimpses 
of  winding  lanes,  of  cozy  looking  tents 
and  pretty,  rustic  shacks.  Some  were  in 
orderly  rows,  others  oddly  at  variance 
were  perkily  set  in  differing  angles.  There 
was  something  alluring  and  attractive  in 
every  direction  one  might  look. 

Sally  Jo  and  Miriam  followed  some 
other  girls  into  the  house. 

"You  girls  may  have  the  choice  of  two 
shacks  that  are  empty  right  now,  one 
right  in  the  heart  of  the  camp  and  one  out 
toward  the  meadow."  She  jotted  the  num- 
bers down  and  passed  the  paper  to  Mir- 
iam. "Can  you  find  them  yourself?  Or 
here,  Clara,  will  you  take  these  girls  and 
show  them  those  two  shacks?" 

Carrying  suitcases  and  wraps,  they  fol- 
lowed their  guide  through  what  seemed 
the  prettiest  path  of  all.  They  met  other 
girls,  some  loaded  with  luggage  like  them- 
selves, eagerly  bent  on  finding  a  place. 
Others  were  helping  newcomers  to  get 
settled.  Some,  it  was  so  evident,  were 
quietly,  restfully,  at  home. 

"I  never  saw  any  place  so  dear  in  my 

life,"      Sally   Jo      breathed      ecstatically. 

"Aren't  those  tents  just  too  dear  for  any- 

1  thing?  Don't  they  fix  them  up  pretty?  I 

almost  like  them  better  than  the  shacks." 


say?    Why   trouble  even    to   look   at   an- 


othc 


'And   I," 


"So  say   I,"  exclaimed   one, 
"And  I,"  chirped  the  others. 

"Very  well.  So  you  want  to  stay  here," 
smiled  their  guide  as  she  moved  away. 

"We  do!"^ 

"Let's  give  it  a  name.  How  about  'We 
like  it,'  but  all  in  one  word?" 


Moody  Monthly  says:  "The  au- 
thor of  'Under  Whose  Wings'  has 
provided  an  even  better  volume 
which  carries  the  same  message  of 
God's  guiding  hand  in  the  making 

of  life  decisions Should  be 

read  by  all  young  people." 

King's  Business  says:  "Not  many 
masters  of  fiction  are  willing  to 
limit  their  writings  to  a  Christian 
type.  Zenobia  Bird  has  chosen  this 
enviable  restriction  of  her  work, 
and  the  result  has  been  an  eager 
acceptance  of  all  her  books." 


"That's  cute.  'Welikit.'  We'll  say  it 
real  fast  like  that,  and  nobody  will  know 
what  we  mean." 

In  an  incredibly  short  time  the  four 
were  settled.  There  seemed  a  place  for 
everything. 

"I'm  going  out  to  explore,"  Sally  Jo 
called  gaily  over  her  shoulder. 

Sally  Jo  wandered  about  happily.  Every 
face  wore  a  welcome,  though  she  did  not 
know  one  of  them.  She  watched  a  group 
transforming  their  shack  into  a  veritable 
bower  with  only  evergreens  and  wild 
flowers. 

"Are  we  permitted  to  pick  the  flow- 
ers?" she  asked  one  of  the  girls. 

"All  the  wild  flowers  we  want.  Look 
out  there  toward  the  meadow.  Some  of 
them  are  called  weeds,  but  they're  pretty 
just  the  same." 

Sally  Jo  looked,  and  exclaimed  joyous- 
ly, "I  can  have  all  I  want?" 


"You  surely  can.  Is  this  the  first  time 
you  have  been  to  camp?" 

"Yes  it  is,  but  I'm  going  to  have  a  good 
time,  I  know." 

In  a  little  while  every  corner  of  their 
new  home  was  arranged  to  their  satisfac- 
tion, and  they  started  off  on  a  tour  of 
inspection,  Miriam  pointing  out  the  places 
of  special  interest. 

An  hour  later  as  Sally  Jo  and  Miriam 
were  following  the  girls  who  thronged  in- 
to the  big  dining  room,  they  were  sur- 
prised to  hear,  "Sally  Jo.  Sally  Jo  Bren- 
ton,"  in  a  soft  yet  tense  call.  Across  the 
room  they  saw  Nell  Nichols  waving  a 
beckoning  hand. 

With  a  word  to  Miriam,  Sally  Jo  edged 
through  the  crowd  toward  the  table 
where  Nell  was  standing. 

"Four  of  our  girls  left  today.  Can't  you 
and  your  bunch  come  to  our  table?"  Nell 
asked. 

Sally  Jo  glanced  at  Miriam  inquiringly. 
But  Miriam  was  already  greeting  one  of 
her  friends  of  the  year  before,  who  stood 
beside  Nell. 

"Yes,  we'll  be  glad  to,"  Miriam  an- 
swered joyously,  speaking  for  them  all. 
"Come  on,  girls,  there  is  room  at  this 
table  for  all   four  of  us." 

Someone  started  to  sing  a  chorus,  and 
hearty  young  voices  made  the  room  ring. 
A  short  blessing  was  asked,  and  the  meal 
was  begun.  There  were  simple,  wholesome 
dishes,  plenty  for  all,  and  appetites  that 
would  have  done  honor  to  a  king's  ban- 
quet. 

"We're  going  out  to  the  Rim,"  Lelia 
announced  as  the  supper  was  ended. 

"So  are  we,"  chorused  the  rest,  and 
trooped  after. 

Such  a  vision  as  met  their  eyes  when 
they  reached  the  jutting  point  of  moun- 
tain aptly  termed  the  "Rim."  They 
seemed  to  be  standing  on  the  edge  of  a 
great  bowl  or  amphitheatre.  Miles  and 
miles  spread  out  before  them,  the  smooth 
velvet  plain  broken  by  tufts  of  soft 
feathery  foliage  that  they  knew  to  be 
great  trees  and  bits  of  forest.  That  speck 
of  glass  that  shone  like  a  mirror  in  the 
lowering  sun  was  a  lake,  and  over  there 
was  another.  Highways  stretched  here  and 
there,  intersecting  the  plots  of  brown  and 
green  and  gold.  Tiny  insects  that  moved 
at  a  snail's  pace  over  the  thread-like  lines 
were  speeding  automobiles.  It  was  hard 
to  believe  that  the  little  patch  of  houses 
there  was  a  great  city,  and  the  shimmer 
of  silver  was  a  broad  river.  A  score  of 
towns  dotted  the  landscape,  and  the  soli- 
tary farmhouses  were  scarcely  discernible. 

There  was  such  a  blending  of  color  as 
no  artist  could  achieve,  from  the  flare 
of  the  goldenrod  that  lay  at  their  feet, 
through  every  varying  shade  of  green,  to 
the  hazy  purple  of  the  mountains  that 
faded  into  the  distant  horizon. 
(Continued   on   page    31 ) 
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CONDUCTED   BY   SISTER   NORA   CHAMBERS 


©P£fsf  the  Doo/^roe 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.    1 
A  Midnight  Prayer  Meeting 

Acts  12 

We  had  one  Bible  lesson  where  Paul  and 
Silas  sang  praises  to  God  at  midnight. 
One  time  we  witnessed  a  midnight  bap- 
tizing, a  scene  which  was  very  impressive. 
But  this  lesson  is  about  a  midnight  prayer 
meeting. 

At  this  time  King  Herod  was  ruler  of 
the  Jews.  The  Christians  were  suffering 
great  persecutions.  The  wicked  king  had 
Peter  the  Apostle  shut  up  in  prison,  in- 
tending to  kill  him  after  Easter.  The 
church  was  distressed  about  it,  and  prayed 
daily  for  his  release.  Finally  the  day  ot 
execution  came  and  prayers  were  unan- 
swered. The  saints  decided  to  have  an  all- 
night  prayer  meeting.  John  Mark  was  a 
friend  to  Peter.  His  mother  was  a  widow 
and  named  Mary.  They  met  at  her  house 
to  pray. 

While  Peter  was  asleep  in  the  dreary 
old  death  cell  an  angel  came  into  his  room 
and  touched  him,  and  told  him  to  rise. 
Peter  obeyed  and  the  heavy  chains  fell  off 
his  hands.  He  dressed  himself  and  fol- 
lowed the  angel.  When  they  came  to  the 
iron  gate  which  was  locked  it  swung  open 
to  let  them  pass  through. 

He  now  began  to  realize  that  God  had 
delivered  him  from  prison.  He  went  to 
the  home  of  Mary  where  the  saints  had 
met  to  pray  for  his  deliverance.  He 
knocked  at  the  door  and  a  girl  by  the 
name  of  Rhoda  came  to  answer  his  call. 
She  knew  his  voice  and  rushed  back  to 
the  prayer  room  to  tell  them  that  Peter 
had    come.    They   were    so   amazed    they 


could  not  believe  that  it  was  he,  and  said, 
"It  is  his  angel."  He  kept  knocking  and 
finally  convinced  them  that  God  had  de- 
livered him  from  prison.  This  midnight 
prayer  meeting  ended  with  shouts  and 
praises. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE  LESSON  NO.   2 
David  the  Shepherd 

"The  Lord  is  my  shepherd;  I  shall  not 
want.  He  maketh  me  to  lie  down  in  green 
pastures:  he  leadeth  me  beside  the  still 
waters,"  Psa.    23:1. 

This  Psalm  is  about  sheep  and  a  shep- 
herd and  was  written  by  one  who  was 
first  a  shepherd  and  afterwards  became  a 
king. 

The  shepherd  David  loved  his  sheep 
and  led  them  into  green  pastures.  Shep- 
herds often  had  to  tend  their  flocks  in 
dangerous  places.  Sometimes  hungry  lions 
and  wolves  would  find  the  helpless  sheep 
and  kill  them  if  they  were  not  protected. 
One  time  an  old  lion  caught  a  sheep  and 
David  killed  it.  He  was  brave  or  he 
could  not  have  saved  the  life  of  the  sheep. 

When  the  sheep  would  get  caught  in 
the  briars  or  get  hurt  David  would  carry 
the  little  lambs  in  his  arms  and  anoint 
the  wounded  with  oil.  Who  is  our  great 
shepherd  today?  Jesus.  We  are  His  sheep 
and  He  loves  and  cares  for  us,  no  matter 
what  dangers  threaten  us.  The  lions  and 
wild  animals  cannot  harm  us  if  we  stay 
near  Him.  He  leads  us  into  green  pastures 
and  beside  the  still  waters  where  our  souls 
are  fat  and  flourishing. 

Boys  and  girls,  read  John  10:1-16  and 
learn  more  about  sheep. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESSON   NO.    3 
Solid  Rock  and  Sinking  Sand 

Mrs.  Sallie  O.  Lee 
Matt.  7:24-27 
Now  children  we  have  a  wonderful 
subject  today — Solid  Rock  and  Sinking 
Sand.  The  rock  is  a  solid  place,  a  good 
foundation  on  which  to  build.  Jesus  gave 
us  an  example  of  two  men  building  a 
house.  One  built  his  house  on  the  rock, 
the  other  on  the  sand.  The  house  built  on 
the  rock  represents  a  man  that  gives  his 
heart  to  God  and  lives  a  good  life.  He 
does  good  deeds,  pays  his  honest  debts, 
gives  to  the  poor  and  needy,  helps  the 
widow  and  orphans.  We  see  him  wading 
through  the  snow  on  cold  frosty  morn- 
ings taking  oranges,  apples  and  candy  to 
the  poor  little  children,  speaking  kind 
words  to  them,  making  their  little  hearts 
happy  and  free,  scattering  sunshine 
wherever  he  goes. 


Now  the  man  that  builds  his  home  on 
sinking  sand  is  one  that  fails  to  give  his 
life  to  Jesus.  He  never  helps  the  poor; 
never  pays  tithes.  He  thinks  he  needs  all 
he  makes,  spends  his  money  and  time  try- 
ing to  find  pleasure  in  worldly  amuse- 
ment, never  thinks  of  anyone  but  himself. 
This  man  does  not  realize  that  true  hap- 
piness consists  in  making  other  people 
happy.  When  we  scatter  sunshine  in  the 
pathway  of  others,  the  light  shines  bright- 
er in  our  path. 

Now,  children,  don't  forget  to  help  the 
little  orphan  boys  and  girls  and  other 
poor  children  needing  help.  Speak  kind 
words  to  them.  Be  a  blessing  as  you  go 
through  life  and  you  can  begin  now  to 
build  your  house  on  the   solid   rock. 

CHILDREN'S  BIBLE   LESSON   NO.   4 
The  Birthday  of  Jesus 

Luke  2 

Why  is  it  boys  and  girls  look  forward 
to  the  month  of  December  as  a  very  im- 
portant date?  Because  we  celebrate  Jesus' 
birthday  at  this  time.  Your  minds  and 
hearts  are  full  of  joyous  and  lovely 
thoughts  and  plans. 

In  the  little  town  of  Bethlehem  in 
Judea  there  was  the  usual  stillness  of  the 
night.  Out  on  the  hillside  shepherds  kept 
their  flocks.  Suddenly  the  Christmas  mu- 
sic began.  It  began  with  the  angel's  mes- 
sage to  the  amazed  shepherds  of  "good 
tidings  of  great  joy,"  of  the  coming  of 
"a  Savior  which  is  Christ  the  Lord,"  then 
the  song  of  a  "multitude  of  the  heavenly 
host,  praising  God  and  saying,  Glory  to 
God  in  the  highest  and  on  earth  peace, 
good  will  toward  men." 

Jesus  was  born  in  a  stable  which  be- 
longed to  the  inn  at  Bethlehem  and  at 
that  time  the  village  was  crowded  with 
people  who  had  come  to  be  registered,  for 
a  decree  had  gone  out  from  Rome  that  all 
people  must  be  registered  in  the  place 
where  they  had  been  born. 

There  were  some  men  who  were  not 
sleeping,  the  shepherds,  who  were  watch- 
ing their  flocks.  As  they  watched,  sud- 
denly the  glory  of  God  shone  round 
about  them  and  an  angel  of  the  Lord  ap- 
peared unto  them  and  told  how  they 
would  find  the  Babe  wrapped  in  swad- 
dling clothes  and  lying  in  a  manger. 

Christmas  is  a  time  to  be  happy  and  to 
make  others  happy. 

Why  not  be  happy  by  giving  to  the 
poor  little  girls  and  boys  who  have  nc 
one  to  help  them?  Some  hearts  are  filled 
with  gloom  and  sadness,  no  one  to  love 
and  care  for  them.  You  can  bring  sun- 
shine to  these  lonely  hearts. 

The  war  clouds  continue  to  hover  over 
us,  bringing  sadness  to  millions.  If  all  the 
people  of  the  world  could  learn  to  live 
at  peace  and  good  will  toward  one  an- 
other, what  glorious  music  might  be  heard 
on  the  birthday  of  Jesus  who  was  called 
the  Prince  of  Peace. 
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pinata.  This  is  a  large  clay  jar  dressed 
like  a  person  and  hung  in  the  air.  This  is 
filled  with  gifts,  and  on  Christmas 
morning  the  children  are  blindfolded, 
turned  around  several  times,  and  then 
they  strike  with  a  stick  where  they  think 
the  pinata  hangs.  When  they  break  it  the 
gifts  fall  cut  and  they  have  the  privilege 
of  opening  them. 

Now,  suppose  we  take  just  a  glimpse 
into  Denmark,  that  little  peninsula  coun- 
try. One  of  the  first  things  we  notice  is 
the  candles  burning  in  the  windows.  At 
5:00  o'clock  on  Christmas  Eve  everyone 
goes  to  church — servants  and  all.  The 
church  is  decorated  with  spruce  and 
laurel   and   lighted  only      with      candles. 


CHRISTMAS  IN  OTHER  LANDS 

Florence   Carlson 

To  most  people  in  this  country  Christ- 
mas is  perhaps  the  happiest  time  of  all  the 
year.  But  I  shall  tell  you  a  few  things 
about  how  children  in  some  other  coun- 
tries spend  the  holiday  season. 

Let  us  first  take  a  look  into  Mexico, 
our  southern  neighbor.  The  Christmas 
season  is  a  very  quiet  time  there — par- 
ticularly Christmas  Day. 

Nine  days  before  Christmas  the 
patios  are  lighted  up  and  decorated  with 
lanterns  and  flowers,  especially  with  poin- 
settias.  Then  the  children  gather  in 
groups  and  go  from  door  to  door  singing 
a  little  song  that  describes  the  journey- 
ings  of  Joseph  and  Mary  as  they  looked 
for  a  room  in  which  to  stay,  long  ago  in 
Bethlehem.  The  people  do  not  admit  the 
children  but  send  them  away  as  Mary  and 
Joseph  were  sent  away.  Finally,  one  door 
is  opened  to  the  children  and  they  go  in. 
There  they  leave  some  little  figures  which 
they  carried,  which  represent  the  Holy 
Family. 

An  old  custom  which  Mexican  children 
greatly   enjoy      is   the   breaking      of    the 


*     * 


Christmas  Here  and  There 

Mable  Niedermeyer 

When   I   hang    up   our   Christmas   holly, 

As  every  year  I  do, 
1  think  of  children  of  other  lands; 

Arc  they  hating  Christinas  too? 

Arc  the  Christinas  stars  above  than 
That  shine  down  on  you  and  me? 

Are  they  singing  Christmas  carols? 
Do  you  think  they  have  a  tree? 

Are  the  bayberry  candles  burning 
In  their  windows  just  like  mine, 

Mingling  their  sweet  incense 
With  the  odor  of  the  pine? 

Are  their  gifts  all  wrapped  and  ivaiting? 

1  know  there's  one  for  "Indian  Jim," 
And  my  Christmas  will  be  happier 

Because  I  shared  with  him! 

— Junior  World. 

Sheaves   of   wheat  are  tied  on   tall   poles 
and  set  up  in  the  yard  for  the  birds. 

At  dinner  time  all  gather  and  sing. 
Later  they  assemble  around  the  Yule  tree 
and  sing,  "A  Child  Is  Born  in  Bethlehem." 
The  servants  are  called  in  with  the  fam- 
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ily,  and  the  gifts,  which  are  wrapped  as 
ours   are,   are   distributed. 

There  is  one  more  country  of  which  I 
wish  to  tell  you.  That  is  Sweden.  Some  of 
the  customs  there  arc  the  same  as  in  Den- 
mark. This  is  the  most  joyous  season 
of  the  year  and  lasts  about  three  weeks. 
If  you  would  visit  one  of  the  country 
markets  at  this  season  you  would  see  the 
peasants  there  selling  many  needful  ar- 
ticles and  small  toys  which  they  have 
made.  Another  thing  is  a  queer  kind  of 
bread — that  is,  it  is  queer  to  us — but  the 
Swedish  Christmas  is  not  complete  with- 
out a  great  variety  of  bread,  cakes,  cook- 
ies, etc. 

These  people  put  up  a  sheaf  of  wheat 
for  the  birds,  the  same  as  the  Danish  peo- 
ple do. 

In  the  homes  the  Christmas  trees  are 
decorated  but  usually  have  no  gifts  on 
them.  On  Christmas  Eve  the  family 
gathers  around  the  tree  and  has  singing, 
playing  and  a  happy  time.  Some  one  reads 
the  story  of  the  Babe  in  the  Manger. 

Two  kinds  of  food  are  a  part  of  every 
good  Swedish  Christmas  supper.  These  are 
lut  fish  and  rice  porridge.  On  the  por- 
ridge are  crisscross  patterns  made  of  pow- 
dered cinnamon.  Inside  is  an  almond.  The 
one  who  gets  this  is  supposed  to  be  the 
next  to  get  married. 

About  5:00  o'clock  on  Christmas 
the  people  go  to  the  church  for  early 
service.  This  is  a  quiet,  solemn  time,  and 
all  think  of  the  Christ-child,  the  greatest 
gift  the  world  has  ever  known. 

And  now,  children,  there  are  also  other 
countries  where  Christmas  is  celebrated, 
but  there  are  many  where  the  people  do 
not  have  Christmas.  This  is  because  they 
do  not  know  that  Christ  was  born.  Shall 
we  pray  for  those  dear  little  children  to- 
day while  we  have  so  many  nice  and  good 
things  at  our  own  Christmas  season? 

A  Good  Name 

In  the  school  of  Dr.  Woods,  none  were 
allowed  to  enter  the  conservatory  with- 
out permission;  but  a  boy's  handkerchief, 
with  his  name  upon  it,  had  been  found 
there.  Just  at  the  close  of  school,  the  doc- 
tor called  the  name  of  James  Howard. 
The  whole  school  became  silent  with  sus- 
pense. 

"James  Howard,  what  has  he  done? 
such  a  noble  boy;  such  a  good  boy!"  all 
thought.  Dr.  Woods  himself  believed  he 
must  have  been  sent  into  the  conserva- 
tory by  the  teacher  of  botany,  so  he  asked, 
"James  Howard,  have  you  been  in  the 
conservatory  today?" 

"I  have  not,  sir,"  replied  James,  in  a 
clear,  calm   voice. 

"I  believe  you,  James,"  said  Dr.  Jones, 
"although  your  handkerchief  has  been 
found  there.  You  are  not  the  boy  to  tell 
an  untruth." 

So  James  sat  in  his  seat  unmoved.  Every 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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A  CHRISTMAS  STORY 
Audre   Pitts  sion  station  in  Kentucky." 


By  Mrs 

The  little  group  of  missionary  ladies 
breathed  a  sigh  of  satisfied  relief.  The 
task  was  finished — their  Christmas  box 
was  all  packed,  tied,  and  labeled.  On  the 
morrow  the  expressman  would  call  for  it 
and  soon  it  would  be  on  its  way  en  route 
to  the  mission  station  in  the  Kentucky 
mountains.  Hastily  donning  their  wraps 
and  gathering  up  their  belongings,  the 
women  departed  and  went  their  separate 
ways,  some  to  take  the  opportunity  of 
crowding  in  a  few  moments  of  belated 
Christmas  shopping,  others  hurrying 
home  to  plunge  into  energetic  prepara- 
tions for  Christmas  activities.  All  were 
preparing  for  the  holiday  season.  It  was 
in  the  air.  One  breathed  the  very  atmos- 
phere of  Christmas.  It  was  a  time  of 
celebration — of  peace,  good  will  to  men 
on  earth. 

Mrs.  Dunning,  president  of  the  local 
Missionary  Society,  set  the  box  out  of  the 
way,  gathered  up  the  scattered  papers 
that  lay  on  the  floor,  and  hastened  down 
town  that  she,  too,  might  get  in  a  few 
more  minutes  of  shopping.  An  hour  later 
she  returned,  her  arms  piled  high  with 
bundles  of  interesting-looking  gifts,  de- 
signed to  evoke  exclamations  of  pleasure 
from  the  receivers.  That  night  she  crept 
wearily  into  bed — only  to  dream  a  dream 
that  was  to  revolutionize  her  entire 
Christmas. 

In  her  dream  it  seemed  that  the  news 
was  spread  over  the  town — having  been 
proclaimed  by  an  angel  from  Heaven — 
that  on  Christmas  Day — the  birthday  of 
the  Christ-Child,  Christ  Himself  was  to 
pay  a  visit  to  each  home  in  the  village. 
Housewives  were  making  elaborate  prepa- 
rations for  the  entertainment  of  the 
King  of  kings.  Excitement  was  at  high 
pitch.  Then  Christmas  Day  dawned.  She, 
Mrs.  Dunning,  saw  Him  coming  up  the 
walk.  Hastening  to  the  door  she  bade 
Him  welcome  to  her  home.  Gathering  her 
arms  full  of  choice  gifts  she  laid  them  at 
His  feet  and  knelt  before  Him  in  wor- 
ship. But  the  Master  scarcely  glanced  at 
the  rich  gifts  about  Him;  but  with  a 
loving,  pitying  look  at  the  woman, 
walked  to  the  corner  of  the  living  room 
and  picked  up  the  pasteboard  box  that 
had  been  packed  for  the  mission  station. 

"You  have  made  a  mistake,"  He  told 
her  gently,  "these  are  the  gifts  you 
meant  for  me." 

Starting  up  in  surprise  and  dismay,  she 
cried  out,  "No,  no,  those  are  not  for  you. 
These  are  the  costly  gifts  that  were  meant 
for  the  Son  of  God.  That  is  only  a  box 
filled  with  old  cast-off  clothing  and 
broken  toys  which  we  packed  for  a  mis- 


In  a  low,  gentle  voice  Jesus  repeated, 
"Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one 
of  the  least  of  these"' ::':;' ye  have  done  it 
unto  me,"  and  carrying  the  box  in  His 
arms  went  His  way. 

Mrs.  Dunning  awoke  and  lay  with  pal- 
pitating heart.  Over  and  over  the  words 
that  Jesus  had  spoken  were  repeated  in  her 
mind — "Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it*** 
ye  have  done  it  unto  me."  So  that  was 
the  gift  they  had  offered  to  Him — to 
the  Christ  who  was,  Himself,  the  great- 
est Gift  ever  given.  For  their  families  and 
friends  they  had  purchased  beautiful 
gifts.  To  the  Master  they  had  given  some 
worn,  much-amended  clothing  (quite 
good  enough  for  the  missionaries,  of 
course)  and  a  few  broken  toys  (which, 
naturally,  the  children  of  the  missionaries 
would  be  delighted  to  receive,  any  way). 

Unable  to  erase  the  feeling  of  guilt 
from  her  troubled  mind,  she  lay  praying 
for  forgiveness  from  the  Father,  whose 
Gift  she  had  so  lightly  treated.  At  length 
a  sense  of  peace  stole  over  her  and  she 
slept.  The  next  morning  she  awoke  with 
her  mind  fixed  purposely  upon  a  course 
of  action;  and  as  soon  as  the  breakfast 
dishes  were  out  of  the  way  she  called  each 
member  of  the  society  and  urged  her  to 
meet  at  her  home  that  afternoon  as  she 
had  something  extra  special  to  bring  be- 
fore them.  Of  course  they  were  all  busy 
but  the  excited  voice  of  their  president 
succeeded  in  arousing  an  intense  curiosity 
among  them.  And  it  is  a  well-known 
fact  that  when  a  woman's  curiosity  is 
aroused — well,  neither  work  nor  wiid 
horses  can  drag  her  away  from  the  place 
that  can  satisfy  that   curiosity. 

Consequently,  every  member  of  the  so- 
ciety was  present  at  the  home  of  Mrs. 
Dunning  that  winter  afternoon.  After 
the  meeting  was  called  to  order  she  sim- 
ply and  touchingly  told  them  the  story 
of  her  dream.  Very  vividly  she  told  it  and 


the  heart  of  every  woman  was  touched. 
Tears  flowed  and  each  felt  ashamed  and 
guilty  before  God.  Kneeling  while  Mrs. 
Dunning  led  in  prayer,  they  asked  for- 
giveness and  promised  more  faithful 
service  to  Him.  Then  after  consciously 
touching  the  throne  of  the  Almighty, 
they  arose  and  began  at  once  to  make 
plans  for  the  packing  of  another  box. 
They  would  sort  the  contents  of  the  first 
one  and  keep  those  articles  that  were 
worth  sending — which  they  feared  would 
prove  only  too  few. 

"We  still  have  time,"  the  president 
counseled  them.  "We  can  get  our  gifts 
ready  today  and  meet  again  tomorrow  to 
pack  another  box  for  the  mission.  We  can 
talk  to  the  men  and  to  the  children  and 
get  them  interested  in  it,  too.  I  think  it 
would  be  nice  to  send  a  personal  gift  to 
each  member  of  the  family  in  charge  of 
the  mission.  It  will  not  be  difficult  to  do 
this,  for  their  names  and  ages  were  in  our 
last  missionary  magazine.  Then  we  can 
send  other  gifts  for  distribution. 

"Yes,  and  let's  make  the  gifts  for  the 
family  really  worth  while,"  suggested 
another.  "We  can  buy  for  them  just  as 
if  we  were  buying  for  some  of  our  own 
family." 

"If  all  the  boxes  they  receive  are  like 
the  ones  we've  always  sent,"  spoke  up  an- 
other lady,  "it  must  be  a  test  of  their  con- 
secration every  time  they  receive  one.  I 
am  in  favor  of  sending  a  box  that  any  of 
us  would  be  glad  to  receive  ourselves." 

"So  am  I,"  said  another  earnestly. 
"Why,  any  of  us  here  would  feel  positive- 
ly insulted  to  receive  a  package  such  as 
we  were  intending  to  send  them." 

Such  were  the  views  expressed  by  the 
various  members  of  the  group  as  they 
whole-heartedly  entered  into  the  plan. 
And  such  was  the  interest  among  the 
families  as  they  presented  the  idea  to  them 
that  a  splendid  assortment  of  packages 
was  piled  in  the  living  room  the  next 
afternoon.  Good  warm  clothing  was  sent 
for  the  father  and  mother  and  when  Beth 
Dunning  learned  that  the  girl  of  the 
family  was  exactly  her  age,  sixteen,  and 
judging  from  her  picture,  approximately 
her  size  and  build,  she  insisted  upon  send- 
ing her  the  plaid  serge  she  had  never 
worn.  She  included  others,  too;  but  she 
must  send  her  one  perfectly  new  dress. 
Clothing  and  toys  were  put  in  for  the 
younger  children  and  the  climax  of  the 
afternoon  came  when  little  Joyce — five- 
year-old  daughter  of  Mrs.  Dunning — 
after  sitting  in  pensive  thought  for  some 
time,  at  last  rose  and  went  to  the  play 
room,  coming  back  in  a  few  moments, 
with  her  largest,  newest  baby  doll. 

"Here,  Mamma,"  she  said,  holding  it 
out,  "send  it  to  the  little  girl.  I  don't 
'pose  she  ever  did  have  a  dolly  like  this." 

The  box  had  just  arrived  at  the  mis- 
( Continued  on   page   31) 
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mother  can  use  time  and  opportunity  to 
teach  them  what  to  do  and  what  not  to 
do.  Fortunately,  children  look  forward 
with  eagerness  to  grown-up  tasks  and 
they  want  to  do  the  same  things  that 
older  people  are  doing.  That  helps  a  lot. 

It  will  be  a  blessing  to  the  child,  then, 
for  the  mother  to  say  something  like  this: 

"You  and  I  will  make  the  house  neat 
and  clean  so  it  will  look  good  to  Daddy 
when  he  comes  from  his  work,  and  so  sis- 
ter Mary  and  brother  Tom  will  see  that 
you  and  I  have  been  busy  getting  every- 
thing cleared  up  and  put  away  before 
they  come  from  school. 

''Here  is  a  nice  clean  little  duster  for 
you  to  dust  the  rungs  of  the  chairs  with, 
and  if  you  will  be  very  careful  you  may 
wipe  off  the  window  ledges  inside  and 
rub  the  panes  of  glass  as  high  as  you  can 
reach,  so  they  will  sparkle  and  shine. 
Then  you  will  want  to  wash  your  hands 
with  soap  and  water  and  dry  them,  and 
dust  some  of  the  pretty  things  on 
Mother's  table  in  the  living-room.  I  know 
I  can  trust  you  to  be  very  careful  and 
not   hurt   anything." 

This  attitude  on  the  part  of  the  mother 
will  make  the  child  feel  very  important 
and  there  will  be  little  danger  of  an  ac- 
cident. This  is  especially  true  if  Mother 
says,  "Take  time  enough  not  to  drop  any- 
thing. I  know  you  will." 

As  children  become  accustomed  to 
handling  the  prized  things  in  their  own 
homes,  they  will  realize  that  such  things 
are  only  to  be  touched  at  home  and  when 
there  is  a  good  reason  for  doing  it.  Cer- 
tainly not  when  they  are  away  from 
home  in  somebody  else's  house! 

A  young  lad  gave  an  unpleasant  pic- 
ture of  his  home  training  when  he  was 
dragging  muddy  shoes  over  a  handsomely 
upholstered   davenport.   He   was   in      the 


Home,  Sweet  Home 

GOOD  MANNERS  MEAN  A  LOT 

By  Emma   Gary   Wallace 
Teaching  a  child  good  manners  should 
begin  early  so  that  the  small  boy  or  girl 
will  know  the  proper  thing  to  do  natural- 

■ly. 

Of  course,  there  can  scarcely  be  two 
sets  of  manners — one  for  use  at  home  and 
a  sort  of  dress-up  set  to  be  used  away 
from  home.  Parents  and  children  will  be 
wise  to  treat  each  other  with  courtesy 
and  to  do  the  right  and  proper  thing  at 
all  times,  so  the  children  will  learn  to 
conduct  themselves  nicely. 

We  have  all  had  experiences  with  chil- 
dren in  our  homes  who  were  not  a  pleas- 
ure to  have  around.  They  interrupted  the 
conversation  of  older  people.  They  de- 
manded the  center  of  the  stage  and  much 
attention.  They  wiped  soiled  shoes  over 
upholstered  furniture,  handled  books  and 
chair  arms  and  draperies  with  sticky  fin- 
gers. They  ate  food  and  fruit  and  left 
parts  on  the  window  sill  or  on  polished 
tables.  They  climbed  around  with  food  in 
their  hands.  They  opened  closed  doors. 
They  handled  anything  which  attracted 
their  notice  and  that  they  wanted  to  in- 
vestigate. In  fact,  they  went  about  tak- 
ing liberties  which  made  the  hostess  very 
uneasy  and  under  a  tension  lest  something 
highly  valued  should  be  broken. 

One  little  girl  who  was  quite  adorable 
and  cherubic  to  look  at  found  her  way 
out  to  the  kitchen.  There  she  got  hold  of 
a  coarse  outer  stalk  of  celery.  She  chewed 
it  so  as  to  make  what  she  called  a  "paint 
brush,"  and  finding  an  inch  or  so  of 
heavy  cream  in  a  bottle  she  went  about 
"painting"  the  windows  of  kitchen  and 
dining-room  to  her  heart's  content  as 
there  was  no  one  about. 

She  managed  to  dribble  cream  upon  the 
light  dining-room  rug  and  got  several 
greasy  spots  upon  the  wall  paper.  Her 
mother  thought  Dottie's  resourcefulness 
in  entertaining  herself  was  quite  amus- 
ing, but  the  lady  of  the  house  didn't  see 
it  that  way. 

When   children   are   quite     small      the 


home  of  a  neighbor  and  that  neighbor  said 
to  him,  "Fred,  please  don't  put  your  shoes 
on  my  nice,  newly  upholstered  furniture. 
It  has  just  been  fixed  and  I  want  to  keep 
it  fresh  and  beautiful." 

Fred  shrugged.  "Ours  is  all  fixed  up, 
too,"  he  said,  not  moving  his  feet  at  all. 
"You  see,  the  Ladies'  Aid  did  it,  and  if  it 
gets  spoiled  they'll  have  some  more  sup- 
per parties  and  do  it  again." 

Somebody  in  that  home  was  missing  an 
opportunity  to  teach  the  children  of  that 
family  good  manners  and  consideration 
for  the  rights  of  others  and  for  the  at- 
tractiveness of  the  home  into  which 
others  might  come  later. 

It  would  have  been  so  easy  to  say  to 
Fred  and  the  other  children  in  the  fam- 
ily, "The  ladies  have  been  so  kind  as  to 
make  everything  clean  and  tidy  for  us, 
so  we  must  take  care  of  what  they  have 
done  so  it  will  be  nice  when  they  or  other 
people  come  to  visit  us  or  to  live  in  this 
house." 

Children  should  early  be  taught  to  say 
"Please"  and  "Thank  you,"  to  ask  to  be 
excused  when  they  leave  the  table,  never 
to  open  a  letter  or  a  package  which  does 
not  belong  to  them,  or  to  open  a  drawer 
where  some  one  else  keeps  his  things. 

These  little  refinements  will  all  help 
to  build  up  the  sort  of  an  older  person 
who  will  be  pleasant  to  get  along  with 
and  who  will  be  enjoyable  to  have  around. 

We  can  not  expect  small  boys  and  girls 
to  stay  still  very  long  and  not  be  busy 
about  something.  Children  are  naturally 
active.  They  are  investigators.  Many 
times  they  do  things  for  no  particular 
reason  except  to  see  what  will  happen. 

However,  by  a  little  casual  guidance  at 
home  each  day  the  child  will  be  encour- 
aged to  think  whether  what  he  plans  to  do 
is  going  to  spoil  anything  or  make  trou- 
ble for  somebody. 

Before  Mother  and  the  children  go  for 
a  call  or  for  a  short  visit  it  will  be  quite 
natural  to  say,  "We're  putting  on  our 
nice  clean  clothes  and  we'll  want  to  show 
Auntie  Brown  that  we  have  good  manners 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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WHY  i  KNOW  THE  BSBLE  IS  THE 
WORD  OF  GOD 


By  ¥m.  E.  Biederwolf 


Used 


by  permission    of    the    Eerdmans 
Publishing  Company 


Ten  Reasons  Why  I  Know  the  Bible 
Is  the  Word  of  God 

Some  Introductory  Considerations 
There  are  a  lot  of  puzzling  questions, 
but  the  most  puzzling  question  of  them 
all  is  the  question  of  the  hereafter. 

Buddhists  and  Mohammedans,  follow- 
ers of  Confucius,  and  of  Zoroaster,  The- 
osophists,  Spiritualists  and  Christians,  in- 
fidels, men  of  every  faith,  and  men  of  no 
faith  at  all  will  sit  around  the  table  for 
hours  and  discuss  this  one  all-important 
question  that  Job  had  something  to  say 
about  4,000  years  ago,  "If  a  man  die, 
shall  he  live  again?" 

Are  the  dead  alive?  Shall  we  write 
over  our  cemeteries  as  they  did  in  Paris 
in  the  days  of  the  French  Revolution, 
"Death  is  an  eternal  sleep,"  or  shall  we 
believe  with  Tennyson,  "There  is  no 
death;  what  seems  so  is — just  going  some- 
where." 

It  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
to  me  whether  my  life  is  one  day  to  go 
out  like  a  snuffed  candle,  or  whether  that 
will  be  the  hour, 
"When  the  tree  of  life  will    burst    into 

flower, 
And  rain  at  my  feet  a  glorious  dower 
Of  something  grander  than  ever  I  knew." 
It  makes  all  the  difference  in  the  world 
to  me  whether  when  I  die  it  is  going  to 
be  "all  up  with  old  Dog  Tray,"  as  a  fel- 
low out  in  Kansas  put  it  to  me  one  day, 
or  whether  that  shall  be  the  time  when 
I  shall  begin  to  reap  the  consummated 
harvest  of  my  stubborn  disobedience  to 
the  holy  ideals  that  struggled  for  the 
mastery  here  in  the  days  of  opportunity 
which  will  then  be  gone  forever. 

You  say,  "Mr.  Preacher,  do  you  mean 
to  tell  me  that  that  blear-eyed,  gutter- 
bum-of-a-drunkard  ever  thinks  of  the 
hereafter?  Do  you  mean  to  say  that  old 
rubber-souled  rascal  of  a  candidate  for 
office,  all  tangled  up  in  twentieth  cen- 
tury boodling  machine  politics  ever 
thinks  of  another  world  when  this  one  is 
over?" 

"Do  you  mean  to  tell  me  that  that 
money-hearted  gambler,  with  the  flip  of 
the  cards,  the  click  of  the  poker  chips, 
and  the  whir  of  the  roulette  wheel  buz- 
zing in  his  ear;  that  rabid,  raging,  ram- 
pant anarchist  crying  'To  hell  with  law 


and  order  and  all  government!';  that 
shouting,  yelling,  gesturing  stockbroker 
who  acts  like  a  maniac  on  the  floor  of 
the  Stock  Exchange;  that  fashion-wor- 
shipping, pleasure-seeking  specimen  of  de- 
generate womanhood  given  over  absolute- 
ly to  dress  and  ornament  and  social  func- 
tion; that  stoop-shouldered,  serious-faced 
business  man  who  toils  from  early  morn- 
ing till  late  at  night  the  year  through  to 
make  financial  ends  meet;  that  student 
and  that  professor  absorbed  in  art  and 
literature  or  tangled  up  in  the  mysteries 
of  mathematics  and  the  secrets  of  natural 
science — do  you  mean  to  tell  me,  Mr. 
Preacher,  that  such  people  ever  have  any 
time  or  disposition  to  think  of  what  shall 
be  when  the  end  of  this  life  has  come?" 
Yes,  just  that  thing  I  mean  to  say. 
More  than  any  other  one  thought  is  the 
thought  of  old  Job,  "Man  dieth;  he  giveth 
up  the  ghost,  and  where  is  he?"  In  the 
midst  of  sin  and  excitement  and  pleasure 
and  business  that  question  goes,  but  it 
comes  back  again.  Like  Bancho's  ghost  it 
will  not  down.  You  know,  as  everybodv 
knows,  that  "the  pale  horse  with  his 
rider"  is  on  his  way.  Two  men  die  every 
second.  Your  turn  is  coming. 

What  about  this  thing  they  call  "The 
Eternal  Future"?  Is  there  such  a  thing?  A 
number  of  things  seem  to  say  there  is.  Ir 
is  an  instinct  of  the  human  soul. 
"They  that  in  barbarian  burials, 
Killed  the  slave  and  slew  the  wife; 
Felt  within  themselves  the  sacred  burning 
Of  the  Second  Life." 

The  soul  certainly  needs  another  life. 
The  principle  of  jtistice  seems  to  demand 
it.  The  analogies  of  nature  seem  to  call 
for  it.  Science  and  philosophy  say,  "It 
looks  that  way  to  us." 

But  when  all  these  things  and  others 
have  spoken  with  their  most  emphatic 
testimony,  still  there  is  that  figure  float- 
ing before  your  eyes  that  ever  shapes  it- 
self more  or  less  definitely  into  the  form 
of  an  eternal  interrogation  point,  and  you 
would  give  the  world,  if  it  were  yours, 
for  a  sufficient  and  satisfying  answer  to 
it. 

It  is  all  right     to      philosophize  with 
Plato,  and  his  proofs  of  immortality  are 
not  without  their  value.  It  is  all  right  to 
muse  with  Tennyson, 
"Thou  hast  made  us,  we  know  not  why: 
We  think  we  were  not  made  to  die. 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  us  in  the  dust; 
Thou  hast  made  us,  and  Thou  art  just." 
But  when  you   are   through   with   the 
speculations  of  philosophy  and  the  deduc- 
tions of  science  and  the  musings  of  poetry 


and  all  that  human  reason  can  bring  to 
your  relief,  the  question  mark  is  still 
there  and  for  the  life  of  you  you  cannot 
rub  it  out. 

And  then  someone  comes  and  hands  me 
a  Book,  a  Book  that  professes  to  know,  a 
Book  that  speaks  with  no  uncertain 
sound,  not  only  as  to  the  fact  that  there 
is  a  future  life  but  as  to  the  way  and  the 
only  way  a  man  may  be  as  sure  to  the 
share  he  is  to  have  in  that  life;  a  Book 
that  professes  to  be  from  God  and  to 
speak  with  all  the  infallible  authority  of 
the  Most  High.  And  now  if  I  can  only  be 
sure  that  this  Book  is  all  that  it  professes 
to  be,  that  it  really  speaks  with  divine 
authority,  that  I  can  depend  absolutely 
upon  what  it  says;  then,  sir,  indeed,  I 
would  say, 

"This  little  Book  I'd  rather  own 
Than  all  the  gold  and  gems 
That  e'er  in  monarch's  coffers  shone, 
Than  all  their  diadems. 

"Nay,  were  the  sea  a  chrysolite, 
The  earth  a  golden  ball, 
And  diamonds  all  the  stars  of  night, 
This  Book  were  worth  them  all." 

Yes,  sir,  men  are  a  good  deal  more  con- 
cerned about  this  matter  than  many  times 
we  give  them  credit  for. 

One  evening  at  dusk  I  was  going  down 
the  streets  of  Portland,  Oregon,  with  one 
of  the  great  lawyers  of  that  great  city.  I 
was  pressing  upon  him  the  claims  of  the 
Christian  religion.  Presently  he  took  my 
arm  and  drew  me  over  to  one  side  within 
the  shadow  of  a  huge  column  at  the  en- 
trance of  the  building,  and  said,  "Bieder- 
wolf, the  thing  that  worries  me  is,  How 
do  we  know  it  is  all  true?" 

Say,  do  you  know  there  are  men  by  the 
thousands  who  feel  just  as  that  lawyer 
felt,  and  who  would  write  out  their 
check  for  many  thousands  of  dollars  if 
they  could  only  feel  absolutely  certain 
about  the  thing  we  are  considering  just 
now? 

Now,  the  thing  I  want  to  talk  with 
you  about  in  these  short  addresses  is 
whether  we  really  have  any  reasonable 
guarantee  that  this  book  actually  is  the 
very  Word  of  God  Himself  to  you  and 
me. 

One  thing  is  sure  and  that  is  that  mil- 
lions of  people  have  taken  it  as  such;  men 
of  great  and  profound  learning,  and  men 
of  little  or  no  learning  at  all. 

One  of  the  most  profound  thinkers  of 
the  age,  holding  in  his  hand  a  Bible,  said, 
"I  am.  a  man;  I  am  going  somewhere;  I  am 
twenty-four  hours  nearer  that  somewhere 
today  than  I  was  yesterday.  I  have  read 
all  that  infidelity  and  unbelief  have  to 
say.  They  have  not  shed  one  solitary  ray 
of  light  on  the  darkness,  and  they  shall 
not  take  away  the  only  guide  I  have  and 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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New  Heart  Needed 

Acts  8:21 
A  certain  village  church  possessed  a 
fine-toned  bell,  of  which  the  villagers 
were  very  proud.  By  some  accident  it  be- 
came cracked,  and  a  blacksmith  was  en- 
gaged to  repair  it.  He  riveted  it  so  skill- 
fully that  the  crack  was  rendered  invisi- 
ble. The  bell  was  rehung,  but  oh,  the  ap- 
palling discord  when  it  was  rung!  It  was 
taken  down  and  recast.  The  result  was  a 
new  bell  of  sweeter  tone  than  the  old  one. 
Man  has  devised  many  apparently  clever 
schemes  for  the  restoration  of  sin-diseased 
hearts.  They  are  all  failures.  A  new  heart 
molded  by  God  Himself  is  the  only  rem- 
edy.— W.  /.  Hart. 

"Do  Something  For  Somebody" 

Acts  10:38 

Dr.  Blair  was  called  to  attend  a  middle- 
aged  lady  who  had  many  imaginary  ills. 
He  wrote  out  and  left  for  his  patient  a 
plain  prescription  which  ran  thus:  "Do 
something  for  somebody."  He  heard  noth- 
ing from  the  lady  until  Christmas  morn- 
ing, when  he  was  hastily  called  to  the  cot- 
tage of  her  cleaning  woman.  Said  the 
woman,  "It's  not  meself,  Doctor.  It's  me 
wrist  that's  hurting.  Ye  see  I  was  after 
going  out  into  the  black  darkness  for  a 
few  bits  of  wood,  when  me  foot  struck 
this  basket.  It  stood  there  like  a  big 
mercy,  as  it  was,  full  of  soft  flannels 
from  Mrs.  Walker.  She  told  me  that  your 
medicine  cured  her,  Doctor;  so  if  you'll 
please  put  a  little  of  the  same  on  me 
wrist,  I'll  be  none  the  worst  for  me  nice 
present." 

"It's  a  powerful  remedy,"  said  the  doc- 
tor, gravely.  And  more  than  once  in  after 
years  he  wrote  the  same  prescription,  "Do 
something  for  somebody." — W.  S.  Bou- 
ien. 

Consistent  Christians 

1  Peter  1:15 

Dr.  William  E.  Ellis  writes  of  consis- 
tency in  the  Christian  life  in  this  wise: 

"The  clock  in  our  cottage  resembles 
some  Christians;  its  face  says  one  thing 
and  its  chimes  another.  It  is  a  lovely  clock 
and  its  striking  of  the  quarter  hours  is 
melodious.  But  the  hands  and  the  bells  dis- 
agree. It  says  one  thing  and  means  an- 
other. Our  inconsistent  clock  is  only  tem- 
porarily out  of  order.  A  master  hand  will 
soon  put  its  hands  and  its  face  into  agree- 
ment. And  our  lives,  with  their  profes- 
sions of  good  and   their  conduct   lagging 


far  behind,  may  be  adjusted  by  conform- 
ity to  the  Perfect  Pattern.  Mender  of 
lives,  as  well  as  Savior  of  souls,  is  our 
Lord."— R.  B.  McDowell. 

A  Message  to  All  Who  Pass 

1  Peter  3:18 
One  of  the  shortest  but  most  powerful 
sermons  of  all  time  is  preached  by  white- 
washed rocks  which  extend  nearly  five 
hundred  feet  across  a  hillside  near  Arkan- 
sas City,  Kansas.  The  brief  line  of  Scrip- 
ture reads:  "Christ  died  for  the  ungodly." 
It  is  written  in  letters  of  rock  sixteen 
feet  high  and  whitened,  so  that  the  mes- 
sage can  be  read  for  miles.  It  took  Fred 
T.  Horton  seven  months  to  build  the  ser- 
mon, working  after  office  hours.  He  re- 
built the  letters  three  times  in  thirty 
years.  Mr.  Horton,  who  was  a  train  dis- 
patcher for  the  Santa  Fe  railroad  before 
his  death  recently,  has  done  a  great  work 
from  his  hillside  pulpit. — W.  S.  Bowdcu. 

Spent  a  Life  in  Prayer 

For  some  days  at  a  Northfield  Bible 
Conference,  Doctor  Bonar,  the  great  re- 
ligious leader,  had  been  speaking  on  deep- 
ly spiritual  subjects.  On  one  occasion  a 
fellow  preacher  said  to  him,  "Dr.  Bonar, 
won't  you  tell  us  how  you  have  been  able 
to  live  the  life  you  have  been  describing?" 

Dr.  Bonar  shook  his  head.  But  again 
the  friend  urged  him;  then  he  arose  and 
said  in  his  quiet  way:  "Brethren,  I  don't 
like  to  speak  about  myself,  but  for  fifty 
years  I  have  had  daily  access  to  the  throne 
of  grace,"  and  then  he  took  his  seat. 
There  was  no  need  of  further  word  from 
him;  his  face  reflected  the  glory  of  his 
life. — Selected. 

Intercessory  Prayer  Today 

Acts  12:5-17 
A  happening  in  a  large  Midwestern  city 
astonished  the  church  people  assembled 
for  prayer,  much  as  Peter's  deliverance 
astonished  those  praying  for  him.  Two 
young  men  set  out  one  Saturday  night  to 
procure  evidence  that  would  convict 
liquor  businesses  running  in  defiance  of 
the  law.  Corrupt  officials  came  to  the 
help  of  the  lawbreakers,  and  they  ar- 
rested the  young  men,  locking  them  up 
in  jail  to  await  trial  on  the  following 
Monday.  On  Sunday  morning  an  an- 
nouncement was  made  in  all  the  churches 
in  the  city  that  there  would  be  held  in 
the  afternoon  a  mass  meeting  for  prayer, 
in   the   largest   church   in    the   city.      The 


building  was  packed  with  earnest  people. 
They  were  on  their  knees  praying  when  a 
sudden  shout  brought  them  to  their  feet. 
The  two  young  men  had  been  released, 
with  the  assurance  that  no  charges  should 
be  brought  against  them.  Officials  and 
the  liquor  men  were  frightened  when  all 
of  the  churches  met  for  prayer. — Frank 
Hamilton  Vox. 

Overrides  All  Barriers 

When  Charles  Spurgcon  was  a  lad,  he 
was  driven  one  day  by  a  furious  storm 
to  take  refuge  in  a  small  church  where  an 
illiterate  layman  was  conducting  the 
service.  During  the  service,  the  man  re- 
peated over  and  over:  "Look  unto  me, 
and  be  ye  saved,  all  the  ends  of  the 
earth." 

Young  Spurgeon  left  that  church  a 
converted  boy,  determined  to  tell  others 
of  the  wonderful  Savior.  Millions,  subse- 
quently, heard  this  famous  preacher  or 
read  his  sermons.  In  every  sermon  he  tried 
to  point  out  the  way  to  the  Savior  who 
was  able  to  save  them  to  the  uttermost 
that  come  unto  God  by  him.  Race  and 
nation  and  class  counted  not  in  Spur- 
geon's  preaching.  It  was  the  individual  to 
whom  he  preached;  and  it  is  the  individ- 
ual of  whatever  group  that  Christianity 
is  concerned  about  today. 

Did  Not  Wait 

Acts  12:5 
A  woman  telephoned  the  business 
manager  of  a  large  concert  hall  that  she 
had  lost  a  valuable  diamond  pendant  there 
the  night  before,  and  asked  if  it  had  been 
found.  The  man  said  to  hold  the  line. 
Search  was  made  and  the  pin  was  found, 
but  when  the  manager  went  back  to  the 
telephone  he  found  the  connection  brok- 
en. He  waited  for  the  woman  to  call 
again,  but  he  never  heard  anything  from 
her,  even  though  he  advertised.  How 
often  we  act  that  way  concerning  our 
prayers  to  our  Father  in  heaven.  We  turn 
to  Him  in  our  troubles  and  difficulties, 
and  then,  sometimes,  weary  of  waiting, 
our  faith  gives  way,  and  we  fail  to  "hold 
the  line."  Then,  when  the  time  comes  for 
the  request  to  be  granted,  we  are  not  there 
to  receive  it.  We  are  bidden  to  "wait  pa- 
tiently for  Him." — W.  S.  Bowden. 

Perfectly  Free 

1  Peter  2:11,  12 
There  is  an  amusing  story  of  the  early 
days  of  the  Russian  revolution.  After  the 
czar  had  abdicated,  a  stout  old  woman 
was  seen  walking  leisurely  down  the  mid- 
dle of  one  of  the  busiest  streets  in  Pet- 
rograd,  at  no  small  peril  to  herself,  and 
to  the  great  confusion  of  traffic.  An  of- 
ficial pointed  out  to  her  that  there  was  a 
sidewalk  for  pedestrians  and  that  streets 
were  for  wagons  and  automobiles.  But  she 
(Continued  on  page  31) 
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VICTORY  IN  THE  WILDERNESS 

By  Rollin  H.  Walker 
There  are  two  times  when  a  man  es- 
pecially needs  to  think.  The  first  is  after 
a  great  religious  experience,  and  the  sec- 
ond is  before  a  great  undertaking.  Jesus' 
experience  at  His  baptism  and  His  sense 
of  the  great  task  before  Him,  both  com- 
bined to  drive  Him  into  the  wilderness 
for  a  long  period  of  intense  thinking. 

At  no  time  in  His  whole  career  was  He 
more  directly  serving  humanity  than  dur- 
ing those  days  of  solitude  in  that  grim 
and  rocky  waste.  There  He  forged  out  a 
policy  that  made  His  whole  life  effective 
for  the  good,  not  only  of  His  contempo- 
raries but  for  all  the  ages  to  come.  There 

are  many  men  who  love  hu-       

manity  enough  to  bustle  ~ 
around  in  feverish  activity, 
but  do  not  love  it  enough  to 
subject  themselves  to  the 
strain  of  hard  study.  Jesus 
knew  that  activity  is  not 
enough;  it  must  be  preceded 
by  intense  mental  concen- 
tration to  make  sure  that 
the  activity  is  well  timed 
and   well   aimed. 

Toward  the  end  of  His 
long  struggle  a  violent  re- 
action set  in,  and  His  phy- 
sical strength  was  exhausted. 
Instead  of  being  thrilled  by 
high  inspirations.  He  be- 
came dizzy  with  hunger, 
and  a  dreadful  sinking  came 
upon  Him  which  seemed  to 
presage  speedy  death.  It  was 
at  this  time  that  the  subtle 
suggestion  came  to  Him,  "If 
thou  be  the  Son  of  God, 
command  that  these  stones 
be  made  bread." 

If  Jesus  had  yielded  to  this 
temptation,  He  could  never 
have  said  to  the  hungry 
multitudes,  "Follow  me;" 
for  they  cannot  turn  stones 
into  bread.  Perhaps  He  had 
already  determined  in  the 
exalted  mood  after  His  bap- 
tism not  to  use  His  divine 
power  to  raise  Himself 
above  the  conditions  that 
the  hungry  and  poverty- 
stricken  multitudes  of  earth 
were  compelled  to  face.  But 
now  in  this  time  of  extreme 
emotional  and  physical  reac- 
tion things  looked  different. 
Jesus,  however,  determined 
not  to  change  His  policy  to 


suit  His  mood,  but  to  hold  to  the  vision 
of  the  bright  hours  when  the  thick  fog 
came  upon  Him,  just  as  the  mariner,  after 
the  clouds  have  settled  down,  steers  his 
ship  by  the  observations  he  took  when  the 
sun  was  shining. 

Fortunately  our  Lord's  mind  was  satu- 
rated with  Holy  Scripture,  and  in  the  face 
of  this  flooding,  the  storm  of  temptation, 
its  words  acted  almost  automatically,  and 
He  remembered  that  it  was  written, 
"Man  shall  not  live  by  bread  alone,  but 
by  every  word  that  proceedeth  out  of  the 
mouth  of  God."  Thus  Jesus  met  the  sub- 
tle temptation  to  use  His  supernatural 
power  to  lift  Himself  above  the  lot  of  the 
common  man. 


THERE  IS  A  WAY 

Louise   Yates  Towriss 

Does  life  hedge  in  like  a  wall  of  stone 

Forbidding  your  progress  through? 
When  you  can't  go  back,  can't  turn  aside, 

And  you  can't  see  what  to  do, 
Be   not   dismayed  for   God   is  near; 

There's  a  door  in  the  dull,  drab  wall. 
Have  courage,  dear  heart,  and  do  not  fear, 

Our  Father  is  Lord  of  all. 

A  secret  way  He  will  make  for  you; 

If  you  trust  in  His  arm  alone, 
He  will  open  a  door,  He  will  lead  you  through 

Right  onward  through  walls  of  stone. 
Then,  follow  the  course  that  our  Lord  has  willed, 

Though   you  cannot  comprehend; 
Let  every  doubt  in  your  heart  be  stilled, 

Trust  your  Omnipresent  Friend. 

— Sunday  School  Banner. 


The  passage  in  Deuteronomy  from 
which  Jesus  quotes  explains  how  the  chil- 
dren of  Israel  were  humbled  and  suffered 
hunger  in  order  that  they  might  learn  to 
depend  on  the  higher  resources  of  God. 
The  thought  is  that  when  our  fierce 
cravings  are  unsatisfied,  it  is  a  sign  that 
there  are  other  sources  of  supply  that  we 
are  not  using.  When  the  wood  for  fuel  is 
exhausted,  it  says,  Dig  for  coal.  When  the 
candle  goes  out,  it  says,  Turn  to  God's 
electricity.  Always  when  God  seems  to 
have  left  us  to  starve,  He  is  pointing  to 
food  supplies  that  we  have  overlooked. 
Necessity  is  intended  to  put  glasses  on 
our  eyes. 

Paul  said,  "I  have  learned,  in  whatso- 

ever  state  I  am,  therewith  to 

be  content."  He  was  never 

content  with  himself,  or 
with  any  condition  that  he 
could  better,  but  lacks  and 
limitations  that  were  inevit- 
able were  to  him  challenges 
to  fuller  use  of  the  un- 
searchable riches  of  Christ. 
We  need  a  balanced  diet. 
"Man  shall  not  live  by 
bread  alone,  but  by  every 
word  that  proceedeth  out  of 
the  mouth  of  God."  What  is 
meant  by  the  Word  of  God? 
Perhaps  the  Master's  mind 
was  focused  on  the  Scrip- 
tures, but  the  Bible  tells  us 
that  the  works  of  God  are 
also  His  words.  Jesus  says, 
"Consider  the  lilies"  when 
you  are  tempted  to  worry. 
And  the  Psalmist  says  that 
the  provinces  of  God  are 
also  His  word.  When  Joseph 
was  in  prison  the  Word  of 
God  tried  him,  Psa.  105:19. 
That  is,  what  God  was  al- 
lowing to  happen  to  him 
was  teaching  him  lessons 
that  prepared  him  for  fu- 
ture greatness. 

The  Devil  Takes    Jesus    To 
Church 
"Then  the     devil     taketh 
him  up  into  the  holy  city, 
and   setteth   him   on   a   pin- 
nacle of  the  temple."  When 
the  devil  cannot  appeal  to  a 
man's  fleshly  appetites,     he 
seeks  to  make  him  a  fanatic. 
When  he  cannot  make  him 
doubt     the     providence     of 
God,  he  seeks  to  make  him 
trust  God  to  do  what  He  has 
(Continued  on  page  30) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Going  Home  For  Christmas 


AUTHOR   UNKNOWN 


Before  a  cheery  gas  fire  a  little  old  lady 
sat  dozing  in  her  chair.  The  room  in 
which  she  sat  was  neat,  but  everything  in 
it  looked  old  and  worn.  In  one  corner 
stood  an  organ,  much  carved  and  orna- 
mented with  scroll  work.  In  the  center 
of  the  room  was  a  small,  round  table, 
covered  with  a  fringed,  red  tapestry 
spread,  upon  which  rested  a  big  family 
Bible.  A  straight-backed  settee  and  rock- 
er, upholstered  in  red  plush,  were  the 
other  articles  of  furniture.  A  faded,  in- 
grain rug  covered  the  floor.  As  the  winter 
sun  streamed  in  at  the  west  window  it 
touched  the  faded  little  room  and  its  oc- 
cupant with  a  roseate  glory. 

The  little  old  lady  stirred  and  opened 
her  eyes  wide.  The  clock  struck  three. 

"What  can  be  keeping  pa?"  the  old 
lady  said.  She  picked  up  a  basket  near 
her,  and  adjusting  her  glasses  she  began 
to  knit.  As  the  needles  clicked  away  she 
talked  to  herself. 

"Looks  kinda  like  we  might  get  a  storm 
tonight.  I  do  hope  it  don't  turn  cold  and 
freeze  them  'taters  pa  bought  last  week. 
I  wonder  if  he  packed  them  down  cellar 
like  I  said.  Pa's  so  keerless  like  since  I 
ain't  able  to  see  after  things." 

The  idea  that  she  could  no  longer  "see 
after  things"  was  a  source  of  great  worry 
to  her.  For  six  months  now,  ever  since 
she  had  "a  stroke,"  she  had  pushed  herself 
around  in  a  wheel  chair. 

Presently  "pa"  entered  the  room.  He 
was  bent  and  old.  His  face  was  seamed 
with  lines  of  care,  but  his  faded  blue 
eyes  still  held  a  spark  of  fire  that  told  of 
a  spirited  youth. 

"We  got  a  letter  today,  mother,"  said 
the  old  man  as  he  reached  into  his  pock- 
et and  withdrew  an  envelope.  "It's  post- 
marked Los  Angeles.  I  reckon  its  from 
Ted.  You  want  I  should  read  it  to  you?" 
He  settled  himself  slowly  in  the  straight- 
backed  rocker.  "Yes,  you  read  it, 
pa.  My  eyes  ain't  so  good  since  I 
had  that  stroke.  I  couldn't  see  to 
mend  very  good  today."  She  let  her 
knitting  fall  in  her  lap  as  she  spoke. 

The  old  man  opened  the  letter 
and  read  slowly.  His  voice  stumbled 
as  he  neared  the  end  of  the  letter 
and  read  the  words,  "I  can't  come 
home  for  Christmas  this  year,  I 
have  so  much  to  do,  but  I  will  try 
to  come  in  the  spring."  When  he 
had  finished  the  letter  he  folded  it 
carefully  and  handed  it  to  his  wife. 

"But,  pa,  I  was  so  set  on  havin' 
him  this  Christmas.  I  somehow  feel 
it's  my  las'  Christmas,  and  Ted's  all 
we've  got  left  now." 

She  spoke  those  last  words  softly 
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for  she  was  thinking  of  Nellie,  their  only 
daughter,  who  had  been  dead  many  years 
now.  After  her  death  the  old  people  had 
lavished  all  their  love  on  their  son.  But 
he  was  married  now  and  a  successful  busi- 
ness man  in  Los  Angeles.  Being  very 
busy  he  had  neglected  his  annual  visit  tD 
the  old  home.  Each  year  he  wrote  that 
he  would  be  sure  to  come  the  next,  but 
when  the  next  year  came  Ted  always 
found  something  to  detain  him.  And  so 
five  years  had  elapsed  since  the  old  peo- 
ple, now  past  eighty,  had  seen  their  son. 

That  night  as  they  sat  by  the  fire  their 
talk  drifted  back  to  the  days  of  youth. 
As  always,  they  dreamed  of  the  "good  old 
days."  They  had  been  pioneers  when  the 
state  of  Kansas  was  in  its  infancy. 

"Pa,  do  you  recollect  how  we  built  that 
little  sod  shanty  on  our  claim  when  we 
first  came  to  Kansas?" 

He  nodded.  "Yes,  and  I  remember  the 
time  we  had  a  prairie  fire.  It  was  the  year 
Ted  was  born.  I  saw  the  fire  comin' 
a-rollin'  along  in  great,  red  waves,  and  I 
thought  that  everything  we  had  was  gone, 
but  the  backfire  we  set  saved  us.  Them 
was  hard  days,  mother,  but  we  was  hap- 
py too." 

The  old  lady  smiled,  a  soft  little  smile, 
full  of  bitter  sweet  memories.  "Remember 
Ted's  first  Chris'mas,  pa?  How  you  cut 
me  a  little  bare  tree  and  I  wrapped  the 
lim's  with  green  paper,  and  hung  it  with 
popcorn  and  red  rose  berries — you  drove 
fifteen  miles  to  town  and  got  Ted  a 
little  toy  horse  and  a  ball,  and  me  a  red 
calico  dress  pattern." 

"We've  had  a  lot  of  happy  Chris'mases 
together,  mother,  and  we've  had  a  lot  of 
hard  times  too,  but  takin'  things  as  a 
whole  we've  been  purty  happy.  You'n  me 
been  married  better'n  fifty-five  years 
now  and  the  Lord  has  always  saw  fit  to 
give  us  enough  to  live  on.  I  reckon  He'll 
care  for  us  'til  He  calls  us  home."     He 


spoke  with  a  feeling  of  reverence.  They 
were  devout  Christians,  these  old  pion- 
eers. 

"I  was  jus'  thinkin'  today,  pa,"  the  old 
lady  said  slowly,  "here  I  am  so  helpless 
like — can't  stir  a  step  since  my  stroke. 
I've  lived  my  life,  and  I'm  old  and  help- 
less, and  no  good  to  anybody  anymore — 
I  wonder  why  God  don't  call  me  home?" 
"Don't  mother.  Don't  speak  so.  It 
would  be  mighty  lonesome  for  mc  with 
you  gone.  You're  not  a  burden  to  me.  I 
can  take  care  o'  you.  I'm  strong  yet  even 
if  I  am  old." 

"But,  pa,  I've  always  prayed  I'd  never 
be  left  helpless  to  be  a  burden  to  folks. 
What  would  become  of  me  if  you  would 
be  took  first?  I'd  have  to  go  to  an  old 
ladies'  home,  that's  what  I'd  have  to  do, 
or  else  live  with  Ted — and  you  know 
we've  both  said  we'd  not  bother  the  chil- 
dren in  our  last  days." 

"Why,  mother,  how  you  do  talk," 
soothed  the  old  man.  "You're  upset  over 
that  letter,  I  guess.  It's  two  days  yet  to 
Chris'mas  and  Ted  may  change  his  mind 
yet  and  come — shouldn't  wonder  a  bit  if 
he  didn't  just  write  that  so's  he  could  slip 
in  and  s'prise  you.  Now  you  forget  them 
worries." 

She  sighed  softly.  "I  guess  I'm  tired 
out,  pa.  Maybe  you'd  better  read  the  Bible 
an'  help  me  to  bed." 

He  walked  over  to  the  table  and  picked 
up  the  big  Bible.  Seating  himself  again  he 
read  slowly,  tracing  the  lines  with  his 
finger.  His  old  eyes  were  dim  now  and  it 
was  hard  for  him  to  follow  the  words. 
Sometimes  he  stumbled  over  a  word  as  he 
read  aloud  the  ninety-first  Psalm.  His 
voice  quavered  as  he  read  the  last  two 
verses: 

"  'He  shall  call  upon  me,  and  I  will  an- 
swer him:  I  will  be  with  him  in  trouble; 
I  will  deliver  him,  and  honour  him. 

"  'With  long  life  will  I  satisfy  him,  and 
shew  him  my  salvation.'  " 

"Yes,"  he  said  aloud,  a-far-away  look 
in  his  eyes,  "He  will  be  with  me  in  time 
of  trouble." 

Then  kneeling  he  prayed — he 
talked  to  his  God,  this  simple, 
kindly  old  man,  as  though  God  was 
his  Friend.  When  his  prayer  was 
ended  he  arose  and  stooping  over 
he  picked  the  little  old  lady  up  in 
his  arms  as  though  she  had  been  a 
child,  and  carried  her  to  their  bed- 
room. 

In  here,  as  in  the  living  room,  a 
grate  fire  burned  brightly.  The  old 
people  felt  the  cold  keenly  and  so 
every  evening  "pa"  lit  the  fire  in 
the  bedroom  to  make  it  cozy  and 
warm  for  "mother." 

When     she      was      comfortably 
tucked  into  bed,  the  old  man  went 
back  to  his  chair  in  the  living  room. 
(Continued  on  page  18) 
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Bible  <B: 


School 


raining 

First  Prize  Winner  I  will  study  and  prove  to  you  that  I  do 

appreciate  you. 

I  put  a  fleece  out  before  the  Lord  con- 
cerning winning  this  scholarship.  I  said, 
"Lord,  if  you  want  me  to  be  a  missionary, 
let  me  win  the  scholarship."  Then  I  said, 
"Lord,  if  you  don't  want  me  to  be  a  mis- 
sionary, don't  let  me  win.  I  don't  want 
it." 

It  is  a  great  sacrifice  to  say  farewell 
to  friends  and  loved  ones,  and  one  wants 
to  be  sure  the  Lord  is  calling  him  to  His 
service.  But  the  Lord  saw  fit  to  let  me 
win  this  scholarship,  and  I  shall  try  to 
study  to  become  a  foreign  missionary  as 
the  poor  heathen  are  on  my  heart. 

I  want  all  the  saints  who  read  this  to 
pray  that  I  will  be  a  better  worker  for 
the  Lord. — A  B.  T.  S.  student,  Sevier- 
ville,  Tenn. 

Second  Prize  Winner 


MISS  DORIS  PARRISH,  Tampa,  Fla. 

This  young  lady  was  awarded  first 
prize  in  the  contest  for  subscriptions  last 
year.  The  prize  was  a  scholarship  to  Bible 
Training  School. 

*  *   *   * 


•I  certainly  praise  the  Lord  for  the  op- 
portunity of  being  in  Bible  School  this 
year. 

I  have  dreamed  of  being  in  Bible 
School  for  many  years,  but  the  dream  at 
last  has  come  true  and  I  am  in  Bible 
Training  School  in  Sevierville,  Tenn.,  the 
most  wonderful  institution  in  the  world 
for  boys  and  girls  who  want  to  learn  more 
about  the  Word  of  God  and  adapt  them- 
selves to  the  cause  of  Christ. 

The  spiritual  atmosphere  of  the  school 
is  wonderful.  The  first  service  we  had  the 
Lord  surely  blessed.  Two  received  the 
Holy  Ghost  and  several  prayed  and 
shouted  long  after  we  had  gone  to  the 
dormitories. 

I  had  often  read  of  the  good  services 
they  had  in  B.  T.  S.  and  how  they  could 
pray  when  they  felt  like  doing  so,  and  I 
would  wish  that  I  could  go  to  a  school 
where,  instead  of  making  fun  of  you  for 
praying,  you  would  be  encouraged  to 
pray;  and  I  have  found  that  place  in  the 
Church  of  God  Bible  Training  School. 
I  advise  all  young  people  to  try  to  attend 
this  great  school. 

I,  too,  thank  each  one  who  helped  me 
win  the  scholarship  to  Bible  School  by 
subscribing  for  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
want  you  who  read  this  and  who  sub- 
scribed for  the  paper  to  help  me,  know 
that  I  certainly  appreciate  your  help  and 


CLYDE  CASE,  Greenville,  S.  C. 

This  young  man  was  awarded  the  sec- 
ond prize  in  the  contest  for  subscrip- 
tions last  year.  The  prize  was  tuition  for 
one  term  at  Bible  Training  School. 

OUR  BIBLE  SCHOOL 

Another  Assembly  is  over.  All  that  re- 
mains is  the  thought  of  such  a  wonderful 
place  where  10,000  people  can  worship 
God  in  spirit  and  in  truth. 

Like  on  the  day  of  Pentecost  they 
were  in  one  place,  one  mind  and  of  one 
accord.  We,  too,  may  receive  the  same 
blessings.  Speaking  from  experience,  there 
is  only  one  place  I  know  of  that  equals 
the  godly  atmosphere  of  the  Assembly. 
That  is,  as  everyone  knows,  the  Church 


of  God  Bible  Training  School  in  Sevier- 
ville, Tenn. 

Monday  was  registration  day.  We  reg- 
istered and  then  tried  to  beautify  our 
rooms,  so  it  would  be  more  homelike. 

Tuesday  morning  was  the  official 
opening.  Our  General  Overseer,  Brother 
J.  H.  Walker,  gave  an  inspiring  message 
to  the  students.  Brothers  R.  P.  Johnson, 
E.  L.  Simmons,  and  Doctor  Harrison  gave 
interesting  orations.  Some  distinguished 
missionaries  and  visitors  were:  Rev.  Coote 
of  Japan,  Rev.  Syverson  of  South  Ameri- 
ca, Rev.  D.  B.  Yow  of  Cleveland,  and 
Rev.  Mortenson  of  South  Carolina.  They 
all  gave  splendid,  encouraging  speeches, 
which  were  greatly  enjoyed  by  the  stu- 
dents and  faculty. 

Our  chapel  services  have  had  the  Lord's 
approval,  I  am  sure.  There  have  been  six- 
teen saved,  thirteen  sanctified,  and  twelve 
filled  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 

Brother  Tharp  and  Brother  Walker 
have  given  inspiring  orations,  encouraging 
the  lonely  and  making  the  happy  even 
happier  in  the  Lord. 

The  boys'  dormitory  has  had  a  vast 
improvement  over  the  preceding  years. 
I  am  sure  it  is  appreciated  by  every  stu- 
dent staying  there,  too.  New  furniture 
fills  all  the  downstair  rooms.  A  complete 
interior  redecoration  gives  the  dormitory 
a  more  homelike  atmosphere. 

We  are  all  deep  in  our  studies  now  and 
have  no  time  for  the  world.  After  these 
six  short  months  are  over  and  the  stu- 
dents hit  the  battlefield,  the  world  and 
devil  will  know  it. 

Our  library  has  been  improved,  our 
faculty  members  extended  and  this  school 
is  on  the  road  to  the  greatest  year  of  its 
history. — Walter  Pettitt,  Canada. 

Our  Junior  College 

I'm  sure  we  all  feel  like  saying,  "Praise 
the  Lord"  for  the  splendid  prospects  for 
a  Junior  college.  It's  on  its  way  and  the 
young  people,  the  parents,  and  friends  of 
these  young  people  are  getting  enthusias- 
tic and  ready  to  help  with  this  great 
work. 

We  are  glad  Brother  Walker  has  in- 
cluded books  in  the  contest  for  the  na- 
tional banner  this  year.  In  our  next  issue 
we  will  try  to  give  some  information 
about  the  kind  of  books  needed. 

The  work  of  the  young  people  in  the 
Church  of  God  is  going  forward  by  leaps 
and  bounds  and  we  can  truthfully  say 
that  no  church  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
is  gathering  them  in  in  larger  numbers 
than  we  are.  It's  up  to  us  to  train  them. 
— Editor. 

Contestants  For  Bible  School 
Scholarship 

Herman    Clark,    Jr.,    Sevierville,    Tenn. 
Doris  Parrish,   1059  3  3rd  Ave.,  Tampa,  Fla. 
Carroll   James,   Rt.   2,  Box  91,   Forrest  City,   Ark. 
Clyde    Case,    7    Pelger    St.,    Monoghan    Mill,    Green- 
ville,   S.    C. 
George    Campbell,    Steelville,    Mo. 
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Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Since  I  have  been  reading  your  paper, 
The  Lighted  Pathway,  I  do  not  care  to 
miss  a  copy.  Here  is  my  subscription  for 
a  year. 

I  thank  you  for  your  effort  to  scatter 
the  good  tidings  and  pray  God  will  bless 
you  in  every  thing  you  undertake  to  make 
your  paper  better.  I  am  sorry  you  are  not 
well.  I  pray  God  will  help  you  and  heal 
you. 

The  stories,  "His  Grace  is  Sufficient," 
and  "The  Scrub  Woman's  Sermon,"  are 
worth  the  dime  we  pay  for  the  paper,  and 
there  are  so  many  other  good  things 
thrown  in. 

I  truly  thank  the  Lord  I  can  get  the 
paper.  I  am  hard  of  hearing  and  can't  do 
much  in  the  good  work,  but  oh,  how  I  do 
long  to  work  for  our  Savior.  I  ask  you  all 
to  pray  for  God  to  heal  me  so  I  can  hear 
and  work.  May  God  heal  and  make 
you  strong. — Lelia   Smith,  Rosiclare,  111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I'm  a  lover  of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  I 
never  miss  reading  it  if  possible.  I  love 
the  paper  better  than  ever  before,  seem- 
ingly. It  surely  has  been  a  blessing  to  me 
and  often  sends  me  to  my  knees  for 
prayer. 

I  belong  to  the  West  Gastonia,  N.  C., 
Church  of  God  and  have  belonged  since 
I  was  twelve  years  old.  I  love  it  with  all 
my  heart  and  love  its  teachings.  I  praise 
the  Lord  for  the  baptism  of  the  Holy 
Ghost  and  the  desire  to  serve  and  trust 
God  through  everything.  I  want  to  love 
Him  more,  for  I  don't  think  we'll  have 
many  more  days  to  work. 

Please  pray  that  I  will  stand  true  to 
God  and  His  cause.  The  Lord  surely  is 
blessing  the  two  churches  here  in  every 
way.  Pray  for  us. — Mrs.  Lois  Jenkins,  W. 
Gastonia,  N.  C. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Greetings  in  Jesus'  sweet  name.  Surely 
I  praise  the  Lord  for  Jesus  and  what  He 
means  to  me  just  now.  I  thank  God  for 
old  time  salvation  and  the  baptism  with 
the  Holy  Ghost. 

I  will  try  to  express  my  gratitude  to 
you,  Sister  Harrison,  and  The  Lighted 
Pathway.  I've  been  enjoying  the  Lighted 
Pathway  for  over  a  year  now,  and  have 
received  a  blessing  from  every  copy.  I 
don't  know  of  another  paper  that  gives 
so  much  for  so  little  money. 

I  can  hardly  wait  from  one  month  to 
another,  and  when  I  get  my  paper,  your 
message  to  the  boys  and  girls  is  the  first 
thing   I   read,   and    then    the   Prison   and 


Sinner's  Pages  are  the  next.  They  give  me 
a  greater  desire  to  serve  God  in  the  beauty 
of  holiness. 

When  I  think  of  the  years  I  wasted  liv- 
ing in  sin,  it  makes  me  want  to  help  the 
young  boys  and  girls  step  out  for  God  and 
remember  their  Creator  in  the  days  of 
their  youth. 

I  wasted  twenty-eight  years  of  my  life 
for  the  devil,  and  oh,  how  I  have  wished 
that  I  had  found  my  Savior  earlier.  Please 
pray  for  me  that  God  will  use  the  rest  of 
my  life  here  to  live  for  and  serve  Him. 
Pray  for  my  mother;  she  is  not  well  and 
needs  the  Lord  for  her  soul  as  well  as 
body. 

Remember  the  little  church  at  Doctors 
Inlet.  We  have  had  a  struggle  but  I  be- 
lieve God  will  undertake.  Brother  Cercy 
has  put  up  a  brave  battle  and  we  still 
hold  on  to  the  horns  of  the  altar,  believ- 
ing God  will  bless  and  be  a  blessing. — 
Gladys  Cherry,  Doctors  Inlet,  Fla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Last  night  I  was  reading  the  story  en- 
titled, "A  Deacon's  Lifeboat  Story,"  from 
the  Lighted  Pathway,  to  my  mother  when 
the  Holy  Ghost  spoke  so  sweetly  and 
blessed  my  soul.  My  mother  is  a  sinner, 
and  when  the  Lord  blesses  me  in  her  pres- 
ence it  always  touches  her.  I  thank  God 
for  stories  such  as  this  one.  I  want  to  see 
the  Lighted  Pathway  grow  and  I  know  it 
is  a  blessing  to  all  who  read  it. 

Pray  for  us. — Louise  Bennett,  Eldora- 
do, 111. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  have  never  before  written  you  just 
how  much  I  appreciate  your  good  work. 
I  think  it  is  one  of  the  greatest  works 
anyone  could  ever  do.  It  helps  so  many 
young  people  as  well  as  the  older  ones. 
Oh,  if  I  could  ever  do  so  much  to  help  so 
many  as  you  have,  I'd  be  so  happy. 

We  organized  a  small  Y.  P.  E.  at  this 
place  last  year  but  it  doesn't  seem  to  be 
progressing  very  much. 

Brother  Ruff  Gentry  is  our  superin- 
tendent and  he  is  very  energetic  and  is 
accomplishing  things  for  God.  He  has 
wonderful  cooperation  among  the  young 
people. 

We  are  truly  grateful  for  the  Lighted 
Pathway;  for  the  many  suggestions,  Y. 
P.  E.  programs,  etc.  I  don't  see  how  we 
could  ever  do  without  the  Lighted  Path- 
way now. 

I  have  been  reared  in  a  Christian  home, 
although  I  am  not  a  Christian.  Pray  for 
me  and  the  other  unsaved  young  people. 
Also  pray  that  I  may  attend  Bible  Train- 


ing School  this  year. — Arta  Rose  Willing- 
ham,  Rt.   1,  Bald  Knob,  Ark. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  just  want  to  write  a  few  words  in  be- 
half of  our  Y.  P.  E.  at  Murphy,  Okla. 
We  now  have  both  state  banners,  have 
kept  them  two  months,  August  and  Sep- 
tember, and  we  are  proud  of  them,  too. 
It  is  only  through  cooperation  that  we 
have  won  them. 

We  have  about  sixty-five  enrolled  in 
our  Senior  Y.  P.  E.  and  about  thirty  in 
our  Junior  class,  and  our  record  attend- 
ance in  Sunday  School  is  eighty-four, 
which  is  an  increase  of  twenty-four  since 
the  latter  part  of  July,  as  we  have  been 
pastor  of  this  church  only  since  then. 

Pray  much  for  our  work  here,  that  it 
may  continue  to  grow  throughout  the 
coming  year. — Mrs.  Calvin  Rogers,  Mur- 
phy, Okla. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

I  thank  the  Lord  for  the  wonderful 
paper.  I  especially  enjoy  your  message  to 
the  boys  and  girls. 

Since  Brother  Rigby  organized  our  Y. 
P.  E.  I  have  learned  what  salvation 
means.  My!  my!  it  is  real  to  me  as  I  read 
"Open  the  door  for  the  children."  It 
gives  me  more  joy  in  my  soul. 

I  am  fourteen  years  of  age  and  I  can 
read  and  understand  the  paper  very 
clearly.  My  sister,  Alicher  Williams,  is  the 
president  of  our  little  group  and  the  Lord 
is  still  in  our  midst. 

My  mother  and  daddy  are  readers  of 
this  heart-touching  paper  and  all  I  can 
hear  in  Bottle  Creek  is  about  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  surely  gives  the  light  on 
heavenly  things.  As  I  am  young  in  age, 
pray  for  me  to  be  stronger  in  grace. 

I  would  be  glad  to  hear  from  anyone. 
— Alice  G.  Williams,  Bottle  Creek,  Turks 
Island,  B.  W.  I. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

We  certainly  appreciate  the  Lighted 
Pathway.  It  is  food  to  our  souls. 

We  have  our  Y.  P.  E.  here  on  Sunday 
evening  and  everyone  seems  to  enjoy  it. 
I  praise  God  for  a  young  people's  move- 
ment that  can  accomplish  things  for  Him. 

We  have  young  people  that  attend  our 
services  who  need  to  be  saved.  What  is 
sweeter  to  us  all  than  the  assurance  of 
eternal  life?  By  this  we  know  our  con- 
science is  clear  and  our  souls  are  right 
with  God. 

I  am  happy  because  the  Holy  Ghost 
abides  in  my  soul  just  now,  and  I  have 
started  to  serve  Jesus  when  I  am  young. 
But  it  grieves  our  hearts  when  we  look 
around  and  see  so  many  who  are  making 
the  wrong  choice. 

Pray  for  us  that  our  Y.  P.  E.  will  keep 
progressing  as  it  has  been.  We  only  have 
(Continued  on  page  26) 


December,  1940 


[Page  13] 


*********************************************^ 


^he  Shepherds  of  ^he  Stills 


FRED  T.  FUGE 


I  was  only  a  humble 
shepherd, 

My  life  was  in  the 
fields, 

I  was  burnt  and 
tanned  by  the 
eastern  sun, 

Brown  as  the  Ju- 
dean  hills. 

I  had  never  gone  to 
Pilate's  hall, 

Nor  seen  King  Her- 
od's throne, 

My  sheep,  my  staff, 
my  shepherd's 
crook, 

Were  all  I  had  ever 
known. 

To  be  shepherd     of 

my  flock, 
Just  that,  and  noth- 
ing more; 
I     envied     not    the 
great       their 
friends, 
Mine  were  the  humbler  poor. 
It  was  strange  indeed  that  down  to  me 
God's  messenger  should  come, 
While  only  six  short  miles  away 
Stood  Herod's  golden  home. 

It  was  late;  the  moon  had  gone  to  rest, 

The  stars  shone  bright  and  clear, 

The  music  of  the  rippling  brook 

Rang  on  the  midnight  air. 

The  lights  in  Bethlehem  were  dim, 

The  gates  were  not  ajar, 

The  patient  ox  was  in  his  stall, 

The  watchman  at  the  bar. 

When,  lo !  the  heavens  became  aglow, 

Rich  music  filled  the  air, 

And  trembling  seized  my  mortal  frame, 

My  body  shook  with  fear. 

At  other  times  I  felt,  within, 

Courage  with  every  breath, 

And  when  the  lion  caught  my  lamb, 

I  fought  him  to  the  death. 

But  now,  my  mighty  heart  had  failed, 
I  was  trembling,  weak  and  sore, 
For  the  music  of  that  dreadful  night 
I  had  never  heard  before ! 
But  soon  a  voice  from  out  the  blue 
Rang  through  the  midnight  sky : 
"Fear  not,  I  have  come  to  bring  to  man 
Glad  tidings  of  great  joy." 

"Out  there  the  king  has  just  retired, 


With  guarded  sentinels  at  his  gate, 
Why  not  go  there,  thou  herald  of  God, 
And  enter  in,  in  state?" 
"0  man,  thou  dost  not  see  or  know 
That  He,  the  world's  great  Light, 
Shall  like  thyself  a  wanderer  be 
On  these  dark  hills  of  night." 

My  fears  were  hushed,  my  spirit  calmed, 

I  sank  upon  the  ground, 

While  angels  of  the  living  God 

Filled  all  the  sky  around. 

"Go  down  to  Bethlehem,"  said  one, 

"There  in  a  manger  bed 

You  will  find  a  Babe  in  swaddling  clothes, 

Just  as  the  prophet  said." 

I  arose  and  stood  amid  my  sheep 

That  strangely  seemed  to  say, 

"We  nevermore  our  blood  shall  give 

Man's  guilt  to  wash  away. 

Our  little  lambs  no  more  shall  die 

To  atone  for  mortal's  sin, 

For  Christ  the  Lamb  of  God  is  born 

Tonight  in  David's  inn." 

My  vision  swept  the  rugged  hills, 
That  shone  like  burnished  gold, 
The  commons  sparkled  as  I  ran 
The  Christ-child  to  behold. 
I  knew  not  if  I  touched  the  earth, 
I  seemed  to  float  in  light, 
As  onward  to  the  town  I  fled, 
Where  Christ  was  born  that  night. 

The  old  homestead  of  Obed, 

Where  Jesse  too  was  born, 

Where  David,  Israel's  shepherd  king, 

First  saw  his  natal  morn. 

There  in  a  stall  where  oxen  stood, 

And  stupid  donkeys  lay, 

I  saw  the  matchless  Son  of  God, 

Asleep  on  new-mown  hay. 

Mary  had  laid  her  treasure  down, 

Just  as  the  angel  said, 

Safe  nestling  in  its  swaddling  clothes, 

Within  a  manger  bed. 

I  seemed  to  stand  within  God's  court, 

Although  an  oxen's  stall, 

For  Heaven's  mighty  King  was  there, 

Wrapped  up  in  Mary's  shawl. 

Never  again  those  ancient  hills, 

Never  a  starlit  night, 

Will  look  as  they  appeared  to  me 

Before  I  saw  that  light. 

My  flock  was  changed,  my  shepherd's  staff 

Seemed  dipped  in  liquid  gold, 

And  the  little  goat-skin  tent  of  mine 

Was  a  corner  of  God's  fold ! 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Class   Evangelism 


BY  THE  EDITOR 


An    Imaginary   Training    Class 

"Here  we  are  again  this  week.  Come 
right  in.  So  we  have  a  nice  crowd,  don't 
we?" 

Robert:  "I  think  we  do,  but  we  can- 
not expect  a  big  crowd  at  a  meeting  like 
this.  Why  even  Christians,  and  some 
members  of  the  Church  of  God  can't  see 
the  necessity  of  a  study  class." 

Clara:  "I  was  just  thinking  it  would 
be  nice  for  us  to  have  a  motto  for  our 
class." 

James:  "That  would  be  fine.  Let  us  see. 
What  do  you  members  of  the  class  think 
would  be  a  good  motto?" 

Robert:  "Oh,  by  all  means,  'Study  ro 
shew  thyself  approved  unto  God,  a  work- 
man that  needeth  not  to  be  ashamed, 
rightly  dividing  the  word  of  truth,'  2 
Tim.  2:15." 

Mrs.  H.:  "That  is  fine  and  it  just  suits 
this  group,  for  that  is  what  you  are  doing, 
and  let  us  repeat  together  our  motto  as 
our  scripture  this  time." 

All:  "Study  to  shew  thyself  approved 
unto  God,  a  workman  that  needeth  not 
to  be  ashamed,  rightly  dividing  the  word 
of  truth.'  " 

Mrs.  H.:  "Now  let  us  repeat  the  prayer 
our  Lord  taught  His  disciples   to  pray." 

All:  "  'Our  Father  which  art  in  heav- 
en, Hallowed  be  thy  name.  Thy  kingdom 
come.  Thy  will  be  done  in  earth,  as  it  is 
in  heaven.  Give  us  this  day  our  daily 
bread.  And  forgive  us  our  debts,  as  we 
forgive  our  debtors.  And  lead  us  not  into 
temptation,  but  deliver  us  from  evil:  For 
thine  is  the  kingdom,  and  the  power,  and 
the  glory,  for  ever.  Amen.'  " 

Ruth:  "I  think  we  decided  at  our  last 
meeting  that  we  should  talk  about  'Eter- 
nal Security'  this  week.  You  remember  I 
told  you  I  had  to  meet  this  teaching  in 
the  college  where  I  am  attending." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  I  remember  that  you 
asked  that  this  might  be  discussed.  We 
know  that  many  good  people  teach  eter- 
nal security,  or  once  in  grace  always  in 
grace.  We  have  never  understood  just  how 
chey  could  interpret  some  of  our  scrip- 


tures th.u  way.  And  we  will  try  in  the 
spirit  of  humility  and  with  a  desire  only 
to  answer  that  question  in  your  minds. 
Many  arc  wondering  about  this  subject 
and  do  not  know   just  how  to  meet  it. 

"The  scripture  that  I  always  think  of 
in  connection  with  this  subject  is  John 
15:1-6.  Martha,  will  you  read  this  scrip- 
ture?" 

Martha:  "  'I  am  the  true  vine,  and  my 
Father  is  the  husbandman.  Every  branch 
in  me  that  beareth  not  fruit  he  taketh 
away:  and  every  branch  that  beareth 
fruit,  he  purgeth  it,  that  it  may  bring 
forth  more  fruit.  Now  ye  are  clean 
through  the  word  which  I  have  spoken 
unto  you.  Abide  in  me,  and,  I  in  you.  As 
the  branch  cannot  bear  fruit  of  itself, 
except  it  abide  in  the  vine;  no  more  can 
ye,  except  ye  abide  in  me.  I  am  the  vine, 
ye  are  the  branches:  He  that  abideth  in 
me,  and  I  in  him,  the  same  bringeth  forth 
much  fruit:  for  without  me  ye  can  Jo 
nothing.  If  a  man  abide  not  in  me,  he  is 
cast  forth  as  a  branch,  and  is  withered; 
and  men  gather  them,  and  cast  them  into 
the  fire,  and  they  are  burned.'  " 

Mrs.  H.:  "This  has  always  been  a  very 
precious  scripture  to  me  because  it  is  so 
wonderful  to  think  that  I  am  a  branch  of 
this  wonderful  vine,  Christ  Jesus.  And, 
oh,  to  feel  the  life  from  that  vine  cours- 
ing through  my  veins  is  joy  unspeakable 
and  full  of  glory,  but  let  us  see  what  I 
must  do  to  keep  my  connection  with  the 
vine.  James,  how  about  your  telling  us 
what  we  must  do?" 

James:  "Why,  we  must  bear  fruit." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  that  is  right.  After  we 
are  saved  or  grafted  into  the  vine  we  are 
to  begin  bearing  fruit.  Mary,  can  you  tell 
us  what  the  fruits  of  the  Spirit  are?" 

Mary:  "We  find  that  in  Gal.  5:22-23, 
'But  the  fruit  of  the  Spirit  is  love,  joy, 
peace,  longsuffering,  gentleness,  goodness, 
faith,  meekness,  temperance:  against  such 
there  is  no  law.'  " 

Mrs.  H.:  "This  represents  the  Christian 
who  is  connected  with  the  vine  and  is 
submissive    to   His   will,    and    will    allow 


Him  to  pour  out  His  wonderful  life 
through  them  to  others.  But  you  see  if 
they  rebel  and  try  to  have  their  own 
way,  and  He  cannot  manifest  Flimself 
through  them,  then  He  cuts  them  off 
from  the  vine." 

Robert:  "But  don't  you  think  God 
would  be  cruel  to  cut  off  one  who  has 
been  connected  with  the  vine  or  one  of 
His  children?" 

Mrs.  FL:  "God  is  very  patient  and  gives 
His  children  every  opportunity  possible. 
Let  us  see.  Edith,  will  you  read  Luke  13: 
6-9T' 

Edith:  "  'Fie  spake  also  this  parable;  A 
certain  man  had  a  fig  tree  planted  in  his 
vineyard;  and  he  came  and  sought  fruit 
thereon,  and  found  none.  Then  said  he 
unto  the  dresser  of  his  vineyard,  Behold, 
these  three  years  I  come  seeking  fruit  on 
this  fig  tree,  and  find  none:  cut  it  down; 
why  cumbereth  it  the  ground?  And  he 
answering  said  unto  him,  Lord,  let  it 
alone  this  year  also,  till  1  shall  dig  about 
it,  and  dung  it.  And  if  it  bear  fruit, 
well:  and  if  not,  then  after  that  thou 
shalt  cut  it  down.'  " 

Mrs.  H.:  "Of  course.  He  does  every- 
thing possible  to  help  His  children,  but 
if  they  will  not  hear  and  obey,  then  He 
must  cut  them  off.  See  in  this  scripture 
how  patient  He  is,  and  hear  the  prayers 
of  God's  faithful  ones  pleading  for  that 
soul,  'O  Lord,  please  spare  him  just  a 
little  while  longer  and  give  him  another 
chance  to  make  good.  Just  give  him  a 
little  longer  to  make  a  complete  surren- 
der to  Thee  so  that  thy  fruits  may  be  seen 
in  His  life.'  " 

John:  "What  does  this  digging  about 
represent  in  the  Christian  life?" 

Mrs.  H. :  "Often  trials  of  different 
kinds  come,  it  may  be  sickness  or  death 
in  the  home,  and  this  is  often  the  means 
God  uses  to  bring  His  children  into  sub- 
mission to  Him  or  to  make  him  a  fruit- 
bearing  Christian.  After  God  has  done 
everything  possible  for  that  branch  of 
the  vine  and  it  fails  to  yield,  then  there 
is  nothing  to  do  but  cut  it  off,  sad  as  it 
may  seem.  Dear  boys  and  girls,  don't 
think  for  a  moment  that  you  can  live 
just  any  way  and  then  win  your  crown 
(Continued  on  page  19) 
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Miss  Beulah  Mae  Wheeler 
Cleveland,  Tenn. 

We  want  to  introduce  to  you  a  young 
girl  who  likes  to  read  good  books.  She 
sometimes  reads  a  book  in  one  night,  and 
brings  it  back  asking  for  another  for  the 
next  night. 

Beulah  Mae  works  in  the  bookkeeping 
department  at  the  Church  of  God  Pub- 
lishing House. 

A  good  library  deepens  and  enriches 
your  personality,  gives  you  mental  back- 
ground, indispensible  in  this  age  of  clever 
people,  cultured  and  alive  to  what  is 
going  on  in  this  terrible  and  mighty  age. 

It  enables  you  to  express  yourself  clear- 
ly and  forcibly,  builds  up  your  confidence 
in  yourself  and  gives  you  power  over 
others,  increases  your  capacity  for  effec- 
tive work  by  sharpening  your  appreciation 
and  forming  your  judgment. 

It  gives  you  a  clear  vision  of  what  you 
can  be  and  do — what  you  were  destined 
to  become — what  you  are  on  your  way 
toward   at   this   very   moment. 

The  vital  energy  that  thrills  out  of 
its  pages,  will  give  you  redoubled  activity, 
enlarged  capacity  and  initiative  that  can 
only  lead  to  success. 

Dear  Sister  Harrison: 

Just  a  few  words  to  let  you  know  we 
are  still  enjoying  the  Lighted  Pathway  at 
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Riverside.  We  ordered  ten  rolls  this 
month  but  didn't  have  enough  to  go 
around,  so  we  are  going  to  order  more 
next  month. 

Our  Y.  P.  E.  has  added  a  library  to 
our  church.  We  have  a  nice  supply  of 
good  books.  I  am  very  proud  of  this  ad- 
dition. 


We  have  a  good  Y.  P.  E.  at  Riverside. 
I  truly  praise  God  for  a  plan  for  young 
people  to  work  and  feel  responsible.  The 
endeavor  really  helps  them  to  find  their 
talent  and  develop  it. — Mrs.  Mary  Smith, 
Riverside,  Ga. 

NOTE:  We  congratulate  the  Riverside 
Y.  P.  E.  for  the  interest  it  is  showing  in 
good  books  for  its  young  people.  Keep  it 
up  and  you  will  see  results. — Editor. 


Bible  Reading 

Mor 


Dec.  1 
Dec.  2 
Dec.  3 
Dec.  4 
Dec.  5 
Dec.  6 
Dec.  7 
Dec.  8 
Dec.  9 
Dec.  10 
Dec.  11 
Dec.   12 


Hosea 
Hosea 

Hosea 
Hosea 
Hosea 
Hosea 
Joel 
Amos 
Amos 
Amos 
Amos 
Amos 


For  December 

Evening 
2  Pet.  3 
1  John  1 


Dec.    13    Obad.  Jon. 

Dec.    14  Micah 

Dec.    15  Micah 

Dec.    16  Micah 

Dec.    17  Nahum 

Dec.    18  Hab. 

Dec.    19  Hab. 

Dec.  20  Zeph. 

Dec.   2 1  Zeph. 

Dec.  22  Haggai 

Dec.  23  Zech. 

Dec.   24  Zech. 

Dec.   2  5  Isaiah 

Dec.   26  Zech. 

Dec.  27  Zech. 

Dec.  28  Zech. 

Dec.   29  Zech. 

Dec.   30  Zech. 

Dec.   31  Mai. 


rang 

3-4 
5-6 
7-8 
9-10 
11-12 
13-14 
1-3 
1-2 
3-4 
5-6 
7-8 
9 

1-4 
1-3 
4-5 


6-7 
1-3 
1-2 
3 

1-2 
3 

1-2 
1-2 
3-4 
9 

5-6 
7-8 
9-10 
11-12 
13-14 
1-4 


1  John  2 
1  John  3 
1  John  4 
1  John  5 
2  &  3  John 
Jude 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Luke 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 
Rev. 


9 

10 

11 

12 

13 

14 

15 

16 

2 

17 

18 

19 

20 

21 

22 


in  many     years     is 
book,     STREAMS 


Suggested  Books  for  the  Month 

God  on  the  Bowery,  by  Charles  J.  St. 
John.  Price,  $1.50. 

This  is  the  story  of  a  remarkable  work- 
er among  down-and-outs,  himself  once  a 
down-and-outer,  that  is  full  of  lively  in- 
cidents, pathos,  and  unutterable  trage- 
dies of  thieves  and  drunkards  physically 
regenerated  and  spiritually  reformed,  of 
prodigal  sons  restored  to  hope  and  self- 
respect. 

One  of  the  most 
wonderful  books  for 
scriptural  knowledge 
and  spiritual  inspira- 
tion that  I  have  read 
the 
IN 
THE  DESERT,  by  Mrs. 
Charles  E.  Cowman. 
The  book  has  a  chapter 
for  each  day  in  the  year. 
The  wonderful  passage 
of  scripture  selected  is  illustrated  with 
timely  happenings,  poems  and  explana- 
tions. I  know  of  no  other  publication 
that  covers  such  a  ground.  It  leads  the 
child  of  God  into  green 
pastures  and  keeps  him, 
is  the  thought  con- 
stantly in  mind,  that 
the  Lord  is  his  shepherd 
even  in  weary  ways  and 
when  heavy  shadows 
fall.  It  lets  the  light  of 
sunshine   in. 

Companion  books  of 
STREAMS  IN  THE 
DESERT  are  SPRINGS 
IN  THE  VALLY  and  CONSOLA- 
TION. These  are  written  in  somewhat 
the  same  style  as  STREAMS  IN  THE 
DESERT.  They  are  lat- 
er books,  however,  and 
have  added  material  or 
different  material,  to 
that  which  is  in 
STREAMS  IN  THE 
DESERT.  The  same 
spirit  of  inspiration  and 
glory  is  found  through 
these  books.  Any  of 
these  may  be  had  from 
THE  CHURCH  OF 
GOD  PUBLISHING  HOUSE  at  the 
price  of  $1.50  each,  postpaid. 

Guatemala  and  the  Story  of  Chuce  is  a 
nice  little  booklet  on  Church  of  God  mis- 
sions in  Central  America.  Brother  C.  T. 
Furman  has  been  a  missionary  in  these 
parts  for  more  than  twenty  years.  In  this 
little  booklet  he  tells  the  story  of  an 
Indian  boy  adopted  by  him  and  his  wife. 
The  booklet  is  beautifully  illustrated  with 
photographs  of  natural  life  and  church 
work  in  the  country  of  Guatemala.  Order 
of  the  Church  of  God  Publishing  House, 
Cleveland,  Tenn.,  2  5c  each. 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


.  .  Hymn  Stories  .  .  . 


Luther's  Christmas  Hymn 

Luther's  Christmas  hymn  is  the  well- 
known  "From  Heaven  Above  to  Earth 
I  Come."  For  centuries  it  has  been  one 
of  the  favorite  Christmas  songs  of  the 
Lutheran  Church;  nor  it  does  seem  to 
have  lost  its  popularity  today.  The  great 
reformer  wrote  it  for  children.  When  it 
appeared  in  print  in  153  5,  it  had  the  head- 
ing, "A  Children's  Christmas  Song  About 
the  Child  Jesus." 

It  is  interesting  to  know  how  Luther 
came  to  write  this  hymn.  It  seems  to  have 
had  its  origin  in  connection  with  Christ- 
mas in  Luther's  home.  The  day  before 
Christmas,  which  is  always  a  busy  day  in 
the  household,  Mrs.  Luther  asked  her  hus- 
band if  he  would  rock  the  baby  in  its 
cradle  while  he  was  studying  his  Christ- 
mas sermon.  Luther  gladly  did  so.  Now, 
while  he  was  watching  his  own  little  baby 
in  its  cradle,  his  thoughts  naturally  ran 
also  to  the  child  Jesus  in  His  manger 
cradle  in  Bethlehem,  in  whom  the  Christ- 
mas festival  centers.  And  the  thought 
came  to  him  to  tell  the  Christmas  story 
of  the  Christ-child  in  rhyme,  so  that  little 
children  could  easily  learn  and  sing  it  at 
Christmas  time.  Luther,  by  the  way,  was 
also  a  great  poet,  although  he  was  too 
modest  to  admit  it.  When  he  had  carried 
out  his  idea  of  putting  the  Christmas  gos- 
pel into  rhyme,  the  result  was  this  Christ- 
mas hymn  as  we  still  have  it. 

When  Luther  celebrated  Christmas  in 
the  circle  of  his  family,  this  hymn,  of 
course,  was  part  of  the  program.  A  friend 
of  the  family,  representing  the  angel  who 
appeared  to  the  shepherds  at  Bethlehem, 
would  step  before  the  children  and  sing 
the  first  five  stanzas  of  the  hymn.  Then 
Luther's  children  would  sing  the  remain- 
ing ten  stanzas  to  welcome  the  Christ- 
child,  to  ask  Him  to  make  their  hearts, 
too,  His  dwelling  place,  and  to  bless  them 
with   His  gifts. 

In  this  spirit  we  also  should  sing  this 
song  at  Christmas  time.  In  the  blessed 
Christ-child  we  all,  old  and  young,  have 
God's  greatest  Christmas  gift.  He  came 
to  earth,  was  born  a  lowly  infant  in  or- 
der to  become  our  Savior  from  sin,  death, 
and  the  power  of  the  devil,  so  that  we  all, 
through  faith  in  Him,  might  become  heirs 
of  heaven  and  live  with  Him  forever.  If 
we  let  our  hearts  dwell  on  this  great 
truth,  then  our  Christmas  celebration 
will  be  of  the  right  kind,  a  festival  in 
which  we  thank  God  for  His  unspeakable 
gift.  It  will  also  be  a  merry  Christmas. 
For  the  heart  that  has  grasped  this  great 
gift  of  God  in  true  faith  is  a  happy  heart, 
even  as  Luther  states  in  the  concluding 
stanzas  of  this  hymn: 


Luther's   Cradle    Hymn 

Away  in  a  manger,  no  crib  for  a  bed, 
The  little  Lord  Jesus  laid  down  His  sweet 

head; 
The  stars  in  the  sky  looked  down  where 

He  lay, 
The  little  Lord  Jesus,  asleep  on  the  hay. 

The    cattle    are    lowing,    the    poor    baby 

wakes, 
But  little  Lord  Jesus  no  crying  He  makes; 
I  love  Thee,  Lord  Jesus!  Look  down  from 

the  sky, 
And  stay  by  my  cradle  to  watch  lullaby. 


Onward,  Christian  Soldiers 

Sabine  Baring-Gould,   18  34- 

In  Yorkshire,  England,  where  Doctor 
Baring-Gould  was  stationed  as  curate  of 
Horbury,  it  is  the  custom  to  observe 
Whitmonday  as  a  day  of  festival  for  the 
school  children.  In  186  5  his  school  was 
invited  to  march  to  a  neighboring  village, 
there  to  join  the  children  of  another 
school  in  the  festival  exercises.  As  he 
could  not  find  a  suitable  hymn  for  the 
children  to  sing  while  marching  from  one 
village  to  another,  he  sat  up  late  into  the 
night  to  compose  a  hymn;  and  out  of 
those  midnight  hours  came  the  lines,  "On- 
ward, Christian  soldiers,"  to  which  the 
children  marched  toward  their  festival 
and  to  which  hundreds  of  thousands  of 
Christians  have  marched  in  the  decades 
since  it  was  written. 

With  the  cross  of  Jesus  going  on 

before 
refers  to  the  cross  borne  at  the  head  of 
the  procession;   while  the  many  banners, 
following  it,  are  pictured  in  the  line,  "See 
His  banners  go!" 

It  was  published  in  the  Church  Times 
in  1865. 

The  hymn  with  its  stirring  tune,  writ- 
ten later  by  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan,  makes 
an  ideal  processional  and  has  been  widely 
used,  not  only  in  places  of  worship,  but 
also  upon  a  great  variety  of  other  oc- 
casions. Allan  Sutherland,  in  "Famous 
Hymns  of  the  World,"  describes  the  wild 
rejoicing  in  Philadelphia  on  election 
night,  1905,  when  to  signalize  the  vic- 
tory of  the  Reform  Movement  thousands 
paraded  the  streets,  singing  this  hymn; 
also  its  use  in  cheering  Christian  Japanese 
soldiers,  starting  for  the  war  in  1904.  It 
was  the  battle  song  of  Roosevelt's  Pro- 
gressive campaign  in  1912.  In  the  World 
War  it  was  a  prime  favorite,  and  was 
sung  by  General  Feng  Yu  Hsiang's  Elev- 
enth Division  of  Chinese  of  Christian 
soldiers  as  they  advanced  to  battle  before 
Peking  in  May,   1922. 


My  Faith  Looks  Up  To  Thee 

Ray  Palmer,  1808-1887 
Many  of  the  best  Christian  hymns  were 
penned  by  very  young  men.  Ray  Palmer, 
son  of  Judge  Thomas  Palmer  of  Rhode  Is- 
land, started  life  as  a  dry-goods  clerk  in 
Boston;  but  after  three  years  of  prepara- 
tion at  Phillips  Academy,  Andover,  he  en- 
tered Yale  College  and  graduated  in  18  30. 
He  began  teaching  at  once  in  New  York 
City,  and  that  year,  though  only  twen- 
ty-two years  of  age,  he  wrote  this  hymn, 
which  has  been  sung  for  nearly  a  cen- 
tury to  the  blessing  of  thousands  of  wor- 
shipers. 

That  year  was  one  of  deep  discourage- 
ment, for  it  brought  to  him  a  fearful  bat- 
tle against  illness  and  poverty.  But  his 
faith  looked  up  to  Christ  to  strengthen 
his  "fainting  heart,"  and  while  he  was 
treading  "life's  dark  maze,"  he  sang: 

Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 
From  Thee  aside. 

In  recounting  his  experiences  which  in- 
spired the  hymn  he  afterwards  wrote:  "I 
gave  form  to  what  I  felt  by  writing,  with 
little  effort,  these  stanzas.  I  recollect  I 
wrote  them  with  very  tender  emotion, 
and  ended  the  last  line  with  tears.  I  com- 
posed them  with  a  deep  consciousness  of 
my  own  needs,  without  the  slightest 
thought  of  writing  for  another  eye,  and 
least  of  all  of  writing  a  hymn  for  Chris- 
tian worship." 

His  faith  conquered,  and  his  life  was 
greatly  blessed  in  wide  Christian  service 
as  pastor  of  Congregational  churches  in 
Bath,  Maine,  and  Albany,  New  York; 
and  still  later  as  corresponding  secretary 
of  the  American  Congregational   Union. 

Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul 

Charles  Wesley,  1707-178  8 
In  the  Civil  War  of  the  sixties  many 
drummer-boys  had  left  school  to  join  the 
army.  One  of  them,  named  Tom,  was 
called  "the  young  deacon,"  as  he  was  a 
great  favorite  and  was  respected  by  the 
soldiers  for  his  religious  life.  Both  his 
widowed  mother  and  his  sister  died,  so  he 
had  gone  to  war.  One  day  he  told  the 
chaplain  he  had  had  a  dream  the  night 
before.  In  his  sleep  he  was  greeted  home 
again  by  his  mother  and  little  sister. 
"How  glad  they  were!"  he  said.  "My 
mother  pressed  me  to  her  heart.  I  didn't 
seem  to  remember  they  were  dead.  O  sir, 
it  was  just  as  real  as  you  are  real  now!" 
"Thank  God,  Tom,"  replied  the  chap- 
lain, "that  you  have  such  a  mother,  not 
really  dead  but  in  heaven,  and  that  you 
are  hoping  through  Christ  to  meet  her 
again." 

The  following  day  in  frightful  battle 
both  armies  swept  over  the  same  ground 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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Contributions  by  Young  Writers 

The  Harvest  Is  White  and  What 
Are  Ycu  Doing  For  Souls? 

Elise  Hart 


John  4:3  5,  "Say  not  ye,  There  are  yet 
four  months,  and  then  cometh  harvest? 
behold,  I  say  unto  you,  Lift  your  eyes,  and 
look  on  the  fields;  for  they  are  white  al- 
ready to  harvest." 

Beloved  —  brethren  and  sisters  in 
Christ,  the  harvest  truly  is  ripe  and  souls 
are  fading  fast,  this  present  moment.  T 
am  deeply  and  thoroughly  persuaded  that 
the  day  in  which  the  Lord  shall  come  is 
hastening  on  with  rapid  speed.  This  brings 
the  thought  of  "What  are  you  doing  for 
souls?"  Are  you  working  to  see  souls 
saved? 

What  if  you  were  to  employ  someone 
and  he  were  to  render  zealous  work  one 
week,  lukewarm  the  next  week,  and  ut- 
terly indifferent  the  third?  How  long 
would  you  stand  for  service  like  that? 
But  what  kind  of  soul-winning  service 
are  we  giving  to  God?  or  is  it  even  as 
good  as  this?  If  God's  love  for  us  were  to 
be  as  spasmodically  manifested  as  our  love 
for  Him,  how  would  we  fare? 

Surely  you  have  a  mission  to  fulfill — 
a  certain  work  to  perform.  You  are  rep- 
resentatives of  Christ.  It  matters  not 
what  your  position  or  sphere  of  action, 
you  are  ever  to  be  a  channel  of  commun- 
ication  between  Christ  and   the  world. 

There  never  has  been  in  the  world  his- 
tory such  a  time  as  present.  Christians 
do  not  seem  to  have  a  vision  for  lost  souls. 
Proverbs  29:18,  "Where  there  is  no  vision 
the  people  perish." 

Suppose  I  were  to  see  a  blind  man  un- 
knowingly approaching  the  brink  of  a 
high  precipice,  and  I  were  to  sit  by  with- 
out concern  or  any  effort  to  warn  or  save 
him  from  this  death.  Would  I  not  be  as 
guilty  of  his  death  as  though  I  had  mur- 
dered him  outright?  The  death  of  a  body, 
which  might  have  been  but  was  not  pre- 
vented, is  a  terrible  thing,  but  the  death 
of  a  human  soul  is  worth  more,  that 
which  is  to  spend  eternity  somewhere. 
On  the  other  side  the  body  will  just  go 
back  to  mother  earth.  Beloved,  there  are 
blind  men  and  women  (spiritually  speak- 
ing) who  are  nearing  their  death,  are  go- 
ing down  the  broadway  to  eternal  de- 
struction, for  which  God  may  hold  you  or 
me  responsible,  and  when  judgment  day 
comes  will  friends,  neighbors,  relations 
rise  up  in  that  day  and  cry  out  in  their 
anguish  and  woe,  "I  have  lived  beside  him 
for  years.  He  knew  I  was  going  to  hell 
and  he  never  warned  me.  I  am  damned 
and  he  never  told  me  how  I  might  have 
been  saved"?  Shall  such  be  the  testimony 
against  you  in  that  day? 


I  know  all  do  not  have  the  same  gift. 
All  cannot  speak  in  public,  or  sing,  but 
you  can  live  the  life  and  lift  Jesus  up  ev- 
ery chance  you  have. 

Dear  readers,  let  us  ask  ourselves  hon- 
estly before  "the  Searcher  of  our  hearts," 
what  are  we  doing  for  souls?  How  much 
anxiety  have  I  manifested  for  the  conver- 
sion of  souls?  How  far  am  I  discharging 
my  responsibilities?  Have  I  been  a  help  or 
a  hindrance?  Beloved,  ponder  these  ques- 
tions deep  down  in  your  heart.  There  is 
a  passage  of  scripture  which  comes  in  my 
mind  over  in  Psa.  142:4,  "No  man  cared 
for  my  soul."  Can  any  one  around  you 
say  this?  I  have  heard  sinners  say,  "There 
is  no  need  for  me  to  go  to  the  altar,  no 
one  will  pray  for  me."  Christian  friends, 
it  behooves  us  to  stay  and  think  seriously 
of  our  true  state.  What  if  we  were  in  the 
sinner's  place?  Could  it  be  true  that 
saints  are  going  to  heaven  who  are  uncon- 
cerned about  sinners  going  to  hell?  Jesus 
died  for  all.  Oh,  the  heartlessness  of  it! 
Souls  are  perishing  under  one's  very  eyes 
and  no  hand  stretched  out  to  help,  no 
voice  raised  to  proclaim  God's  message  of 
love  to  the  lost  that  Jesus  died  to  save. 

Let  me  warn  and  remind  you  that  this 
glorious  day  of  grace  will  soon  come  to  a 
close;  we  are  now  living  in  the  days  of 
perilous  times,  1  Tim.  3:1,  and  we  have 
not  but  a  few  days  to  work.  What  if  the 
final  reckoning  day  should  come  and  we 
would  be  found  as  the  slothful  servant  in 
Matt.  25:14-30,  who  hid  his  talent  in  the 
earth.  What  then?  Has  not  each  one  a 
soul-winning  talent  which  God  has  given 
us  to  use  and  not  to  be  hid  in  the  earth? 
We  must  beware  lest  the  fate  of  the  un- 
profitable servant  be  our  fate. 

If  you  are  a  child  of  God,  you  have 
been  purchased  with  a  price — the  blood 
of  Christ.  Then  you  are  not  your  own 
but  belong  to  Christ.  Therefore,  we 
should  be  up  and  working  for  Him.  I 
plead  with  you  not  to  let  the  betrothed 
one  be  unfaithful  to  her  bridegroom. 
Neglect  not  your  privilege  and  oppor- 
tunity of  soul-winning,  but  let  your  life 
be  evidence  of  work  worthy  of  a  glorious 
reward  from  our  beloved  Master. 

Time  is  short,  dear  reader,  and  I  would 
earnestly  entreat  you  to  consider  this 
great  question,  What  are  you  doing  for 
souls?  Prov.  11:30,  "He  that  winneth 
souls  is  wise." 

Our  church  motto: 

"Lord,  lay  a  soul  upon  my  heart, 
And  love  that  soul  through  me; 
That  I  will  ever  do  my  part, 
To  win  that  soul  to  thee." 

— Largo,  Fla. 


GOING    HOME    FOR   CHRISTMAS 

(Continued  on  page  11) 
As  he  sat   there,     his  head  buried  in  his 
hands,   his  face  assumed  a   look   akin  to 
pain. 

"I  just  can't  bear  to  tell  mother  we've 
got  to  leave  our  old  home  soon.  It  will 
hurt  her  so."  Tears  were  in  his  eyes  is 
he  sat  there.  He  was  thinking  of  mother. 
He  had  always  shielded  her  as  best  as  he 
could  from  the  buf fetings  of  life.  Now  in 
their  old  age,  he  was  still  trying  to  shie'd 
her,  trying  to  keep  from  her  the  secret 
which  was  breaking  his  old  heart.  The 
old  home  must  go.  His  savings  had  all 
been  spent  and  the  old  home  mortgaged. 
He  was  too  proud  to  appeal  to  his  boy 
for  help  and  he  had  kept  the  knowledge 
of  the  mortgage  from  his  wife.  Where 
would  they  go?  To  a  home  for  the  aged? 
"Oh,  God,"  he  prayed,  "not  that — it's 
not  right — " 

For  an  hour  he  sat  there  trying  to  think 
of  a  way  out.  "I  can't  tell  mother  yet. 
I'll  wait  till  after  Christmas — maybe 
Ted—" 

"O  Father,  we've  been  taught  that  in 
some  way  You  would  provide!  I  believe 
— I  will  have  faith."  It  was  both  a  prayer 
and  a  promise. 

He  rose  unsteadily  to  his  feet  and 
turned  out  the  fire.  Then  he  went  slowly 
to  the  bedroom. 

As  he  prepared  for  bed  he  noticed  that 
the  fire  in  their  bedroom  was  out,  "I 
guess  I  must  have  turned  it  out  before  l 
went  in  the  other  room,"  he  thought. 
"I'm  gettin'  forgetful." 

As  he  lay  by  his  wife  he  listened  to  her 
breathing.  A  sound  like  a  sob  escaped  her. 
It  was  like  a  child  who  has  been  hurt  and 
even  in  his  sleep  catches  his  breath  in  a 
sob. 

"Mother's  been  cryin'  over  that  letter 
I  reckon.  I  wish  Ted  would  come.  He 
owes  it  to  her.  He's  still  her  baby." 

At  two  o'clock  he  was  awakened  by 
his  wife's  voice.  "Pa,  I  feel  so  queer.  I 
can't  get  my  breath  good.  Get  me  my 
smelling  salts,  won't  you?  They're  on  the 
dresser." 

The  old  man  climbed  out  of  bed.  He 
fumbled  for  a  match  on  the  dresser — ah, 
there  it  was — he'd  light  the  lamp  and  find 
the  salts  now.  He  scratched  the  match. 
As  it  flared  up  there  was  a  burst  of  flame 
— a  report  like  a  gun — an  explosion — the 
whole  room  was  a  sheet  of  flames.  Some- 
how the  wind  had  blown  out  the  fire  and 
the  old  man  had  thought  he  turned  it 
out — the  room  filled  with  gas  had  ex- 
ploded when  the  match  was  lit. 

There  was  a  scream  from  the  bed,  "Oh, 
pa,  save  me!" 

The   old    man    stumbled    through    the 

flames  to  the  bedside.  His  clothing  was 

afire — he  lifted  "mother"  in  his  arms  and 

started    for    the    door — the    flames    hurt 

(Continued  on  page  25) 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


Class  Evangelism 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 
at  the  end  of  the  way.  He  says,  "Be  thou 
faithful  unto  death,  and  I  will  give  thee 
a  crown  of  life,"  Rev.  2:10.  It  is 
through  faithfulness  that  you  will  win 
the  crown.  It  is  through  unfaithfulness 
that  it  will  be  lost.  The  Spirit  warns  us 
through  John  in  Rev.  3:11,  'Behold,  I 
come  quickly:  hold  that  fast  which  thou 
hast,  that  no  man  take  thy  crown.'  " 

Martha:  "Isn't  there  something  in  the 
Bible  about  blotting  your  name  out  of 
the  book  of  life?" 

Robert:  "Yes,  I  know  where  that 
scripture  is.  I'll  find  it.  Here  it  is  in  Rev. 
3:5,  'He  that  overcometh,  the  same  shall 
be  clothed  in  white  raiment;  and  I  will 
not  blot  out  his  name  out  of  the  book  of 
life,  but  I  will  confess  his  name  before 
my  Father,  and  before  his  angels.'  " 

Mary:  "That  shows  that  he  would  have 
his  name  blotted  out  if  he  didn't  do  these 
things,  doesn't  it?" 

Mrs.  H.:  "Yes,  Mary,  it  surely  docs. 
Here  is  another  passage  of  scripture  that 
I  must  bring  to  you.  It  is  Heb.  6:4-6, 
'For  it  is  impossible  for  those  who  were 
once  enlightened,  and  have  tasted  of  the 
heavenly  gift,  and  were  made  partakers  of 
the  Holy  Ghost,  And  have  tasted  the  good 
word  of  God,  and  the  powers  of  the  world 
to  come,  If  they  shall  fall  away,  to  renew 
them  again  unto  repentance;  seeing  they 
crucify  to  themselves  the  Son  of  God 
afresh,  and  put  him  to  an  open  shame.' 
Now  this  is  certainly  very  plain. 

"In  2  Peter  2:2  0-21  we  find  these 
words,  'For  if  after  they  have  escaped  the 
pollutions  of  the  world  through  the 
knowledge  of  the  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus 
Christ,  they  are  again  entangled  therein, 
and  overcome,  the  latter  end  is  worse 
with  them  than  the  beginning.  For  it 
had  been  better  for  them  not  to  have 
known  the  way  of  righteousness,  than, 
after  they  have  known  it,  to  turn  from 
the  holy  commandment  delivered  unto 
them.'  Now  this  is  certainly  very  plain. 
Rom.  8:3  5-39  is  another  scripture  that 
many  use  to  prove  eternal  security  and 
when  I  am  asked  to  quote  my  favorite 
passage  of  scripture,  I  rarely  ever  fail  to 
give  this  one.  Mary,  will  you  read  this?" 

Mary:  "  ''Who  shall  separate  us  from 
the  love  of  Christ?  shall  tribulation,  or 
distress,  or  persecution,  or  famine,  or 
nakedness,  or  peril,  or  sword?  As  it  is 
written,  for  thy  sake  we  are  killed  all  the 
day  long;  we  are  accounted  as  sheep  foi 
the  slaughter.  Nay,  in  all  these  things  we 
are  more  than  conquerors  through  him 
that  loved  us.  For  I  am  persuaded,  that 
neither  death,  nor  life,  nor  angels,  nor 
principalities,  nor  powers,  nor  things 
present,  nor  things  to  come,  nor  height, 
nor  depth,  nor  any  other  creature,  sha'i 
be  able  to  separate  us  from  the  love  of 
God,  which  is  in  Christ  Jesus  our  Lord.'  " 


Mrs.  H.:  "Of  course,  God's  love  never 
fails.  It  was  that  love  that  caused  God's 
Son  to  give  His  life  for  the  sinner.  John 
3:16  proves  that,  'For  God  so  loved  the 
world,  that  he  gave  his  only  begotten  Son, 
that  whosoever  believeth  in  him  should 
not  perish,  but  hue  everlasting  life.'  You 
see  His  love  never  fails.  The  man  may  fail 
but  God's  love  shines  on  and  on.  When 
the  man  ceases  to  believe  and  when  he 
ceases  to  live  for  the  Lord  this  verse  does 
not  cover  his  case. 

"There  are  many  other  passages  of 
scripture  we  could  speak  of  but  space 
forbids.  However,  we  do  want  to  soothe 
your  hearts  and  make  you  to  see  a  kind, 
loving  heavenly  Father  before  we  close." 

Martha:  "I'm  so  glad,  because  some 
folks  want  to  make  you  believe  that  our 
Father  in  heaven  is  standing  over  us  with 


a  whip  in  His  hand  ready  to  hit  us  every 
time  we  fail  in  any  way.  Go  on  and  let 
us  hear  about  it." 

Mrs.  H.:  "In  1  John  2:1  we  read,  'My 
little  children,  these  things  write  I  unto 
you,  that  ye  sin  not.  And  if  any  man  sin, 
we  have  an  advocate  with  the  Father,  Je- 
sus Christ  the  righteous.'  Now  isn't  that 
kind  and  doesn't  it  make  us  feel  good  to 
think  we  do  not  have  to  get  discouraged 
and  give  up  every  time  we  make  a  mis- 
take? Of  course,  we  must  really  be  sorry 
for  our  sin  before  God  will  help  us,  but 
He  knows  our  hearts.  We  can't  fool  Him. 
We  can  fool  people  and  make  them  think 
we  have  repented  but  we  cannot  fool 
God." 

John.  "I  know  our  church  teaches  us 
not  to  go  to  shows  and  not  long  ago  1 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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WHO  SP£NT  THRC-f  DAYS  AND  NlOH 

in  The  0iq  f\s>u  <„™ak/.-/7;2 

_AND  WHICH  5E EMS  TO  BE  QUESTIONED 
BY  SOME  STUDENTS  TOOAV_ 

_WA&  CONFIRMED  AND  SET  FORTH 
8Y  CHRIST  AS  A  TYPE  OF  HIS  OWN 
ENTOMBMENT  ALSO  INSIDE  THE-< 
ROPY  OF  THE  EARTH  FOR  THREE  DAYS 
,    "..---c    .2:J9-40) 


LEFT  HAN&1NCJ  FROM  HER  WINDOW  IN 
THE  CITV  OF  JERJCHO,  SAVED  THE 
LIVES  OF  RAHAB  THE  HARLOT  AND 
HER  ENTIRE   HOUSEHOLD,    WHEN 
ISRAEL  CONQUERED  THAT  CITY. 
SHE  HAD  PREVIOUSLY  USED  THE  THREAD 
TO  LET  TWO  ISRAELITE  SPIES  ESCAPE. 
FROM  THE  WINDOW  OVER  THE  CITY  WALL. 
(Josh.  1  ■/  -24;6:/6-25/rtr  //j/Jfa><#  205) 


A  DOSE-  OF 

MS  OWN  MEDICINE 

Pra/edfataL  to  f/amwt 

ME  WAS    HAN&ED  ON  THE  CALLOWS 
WHICH  HE  HAD  PREPARED    FOR 
AAORDECAI  THE  JEW  WHO  WAS 
THE  COUSIN  OP  ESTHER (tsthrrXl) 
WIFE   OFAHASUERUS   THE 
PERSIAN    KINO".    (£stker2il6  n) 
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Christmas  Play 


Cast 

Grandpa  Smith    (old  and  grey). 

Grandma  Smith  (also  very  old). 

Janice  (a  little  neighbor  girl  of  10 
years ) . 

John  Jones  (about  30  years  old. 
Dressed  very  shabby). 

Mrs.  Jones  (very  clean  but  poorly 
dressed) . 

Mr.  Bronson  (well  dressed  business 
man). 

Mrs.  Bronson  (very  dignified  and  well 
dressed). 

Mary  (the  maid). 

George  Smith  (tall  and  lanky  son  of 
Grandpa  Smith). 

Scene  I 

Grandma — (sitting  in  rocking  chair 
rocking ) .  Oh  dear,  I  wish  Christmas 
was  not  coming.  I'll  be  so  lonesome.  Last 
year  my  husband  and  boy  were  with  me, 
but  this  Christmas  I  will  not  have  anyone 
with  me.  No  one  to  buy  me  presents,  no 
money  for  anything  to  eat.  Oh  dear,  oh 
dear.  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of  it  all. 

Janice — (knocks  at  door.  Grandma 
opens  door).  Hello,  Granny.  I'm  on  my 
way  to  school.  I  thought  I'd  stop  by  and 
see  if  you  were  getting  along  all  right. 

Grandma — Hello,  Janice.  I  am  so  glad 
you  came  by.  I  have  been  so  lonesome. 
You  are  so  nice  to  me,  sometimes  I  wish 
you  were  my  own  dear  little  granddaugh- 
ter. Janice,  I  was  just  thinking  that 
Christmas  is  soon  coming.  I  can't  stand 
the  thoughts  of  being  alone.  I  am  so  lone- 
ly, so  lonely.  (Puts  handkerchief  over  her 
face  and  sobs.) 

Janice  —  (patting  Grandma's  shoul- 
der). Don't  cry,  Grandma,  everything 
will  work  out  all  right.  You're  a  good  old 
woman.  It  may  be  that  George  and 
Grandpa  will  be  home  for  Christmas  after 
all.  Almost  everyone  knows  that  they  did 
not  steal  those  horses  and  are  trying  to 
find  proof  of  their  innocence. 

Grandma — (ceases  crying).  I  hope  so, 
dear  child.  Oh,  I  hope  so.  I  will  be  the 
happiest  woman  in  the  world  if  I  can 
only  have  them  with  me  Christmas. 

Janice  —  (kissing  Grandma's  cheek). 
Good-bye,  Granny,  I'll  be  seeing  you  soon. 

Grandma — (looking  after  her).  Such  a 
sweet  child.  I  don't  know  what  I'd  do  if 
it  wasn't  for  her. 

Scene  2 

Grandma — (kneeling  in  prayer).  O 
God,  I'm  just  a  feeble  old  woman  but  I 
have  always  tried  to  live  a  good  life.  You 
know  my  trouble,  dear  Lord.  You  know 
the  law  has  my  husband  and  boy  in  jail 
for  stealing  horses.  You  know  I've 
brought  my  boy  up  right.  You  know  they 
never  stole  those  horses,  but  you  know 


GRANDMA'S  CHRISTMAS 
Mrs.  Jane  Curry  Prichard 

who  did.  Lord,  I've  got  faith  in  you.  I'm 
asking  you  to  let  my  husband  and  son  be 
home  with  me  for  Christmas  Day.  I'm 
not  asking  for  presents  or  anything  to 
eat.  Thank  you,  dear  Lord.  Amen. 

John  Jones — (outside,  peeping  in  the 
window  listening  at  Grandma).  Poor  old 
soul.  To  think  that  I  am  the  cause  of  her 
worrying  so.  I  am  the  one  who  stole  those 
horses  and  swore  that  I  saw  her  husband 
and  boy  steal  them.  What  a  thief  I  am. 
How  ashamed  I  am.  I  will  go  to  Mr. 
Bronson  tonight  and  tell  him  I  am  the 
guilty  party,  but  wait,  I'll  go  talk  to  my 
wife  first.  Curtain. 

Scene  3 

Mrs.  Jones — Why,  John,  why  are  you 
looking  so  sad?  (Mrs.  Janes  reading  Bi- 
ble.) 

Mr.  Jones — Margaret,  as  I  was  coming 
home  I  heard  someone  praying.  I  slipped 
up  to  the  window  and  listened.  I  knew 
from  the  prayer  that  it  was  the  wife  of 
Grandpa  Smith,  for  she  was  asking  God 
to  let  Grandpa  and  George  be  home  for 
Christmas.  Those  words  still  ring  in  my 
ears.  I'll  go  to  Mr.  Bronson  and  tell  him 
I  am  the  guilty  man  and  let  them  go 
free.  , 

Mrs.  Jones — John,  God  is  merciful. 
Come,  let  us  ask  Him  to  help  us  with 
this  matter.  We  will  ask  him  to  forgive 
your  sins  and  give  you  grace  to  take  your 
deserved  punishment  with  a  smile.  (They 
kneel  in  prayer.)   Curtain. 

Scene  4 

(Nice  living  room.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bronson 

and  Mary  are  there.) 

Mr.  Bronson — Alice,  I  don't  feel  that 
Mr.  Smith  and  his  son  stole  our  horses  al- 
though we  found  them  in  their  barn.  I 
think  I'll  tell  my  lawyer  tomorrow  to 
withdraw  the  suit  in  time  for  them  to  be 
home  for  Christmas.  We  have  the  horses 
back  and  that  should  be  enough. 

Mrs.  Bronson — (stopping  her  knit- 
ting. Door  bell  rings ) .  Hush  dear,  I  think 
I  hear  the  door  bell.  Who  can  it  be  at  this 
time  of  the  night?  Mary,  see  who  is  at 
the  door. 

Mary — Yes,  Mrs.  Bronson.  (Brings  Mr. 
Jones  in.) 

Mr.  Bronson — What  do  you  want,  sir? 

Mr.  Jones — (wringing  his  hands  and 
looking  wildly  about).  Why-why-I-I-I- 
don't  know  what  to  say. 

Mr.  Bronson — (looking  over  his  glasses 
very  much  puzzled) .  You  look  ill,  sir. 
What  is  the  matter? 

Mr.  Jones — (looking  frightened).  I 
stole  your  horses,  sir. 

Mr.  Bronson — (rising  from  his  chair 
very  startled).  You  stole  my  horses? 
You? 


Mr.  Jones — (very  humble).  Yes,  God 
has  forgiven  me.  I  ask  your  forgiveness 
and  am  here  to  take  my  punishment  you 
wish  to  inflict  upon  me. 

Mr.  Bronson — (wiping  his  eyes).  God 
is  greater  than  I.  If  He  has  forgiven  you, 
I  will  too.  Come,  let  us  shake  on  that. 
Take  this  as  a  little  gift  and  buy  your 
family  something  for  Christmas. 

Mr.  Jones — (with  tears  in  his  voice). 
God  in  heaven  be  praised.  But  I  don't  de- 
serve such  kindness.  Curtain. 
Scene  5 
(Jones'  home.) 

Mrs.  Jones — Why,  John,  can  it  be  you? 
I  was  thinking  that  you  would  be  locked 
in  prison  by  this  time,  but  I  might  have 
known  God  is  merciful.  Did  you  tell  Mr. 
Bronson? 

Mr.  Jones — Yes,  I  told  him,  but  he 
forgave  me  and  made  me  a  present  of 
$50.00   besides.   See,  here  it  is. 

Mrs.  Jones — (clapping  her  hands).  Oh 
goody.  What  shall  we  buy  with  it? 

Mr.  Jones — Margaret,  I  feel  that  I 
should  do  something  for  the  Smiths  after 
all  the  trouble  I've  caused  them.  It  would 
make  me  happy  to  know  they  were  happy. 

Mrs.  Jones — (smiling  broadly).  So  do 
I.  Come,  let  us  make  our  plans.  Curtain. 
Scene  6 

Grandma — (rocking  as  usual).  O  Jan- 
ice, what  can  your  mother  want  with 
me?  I  cannot  understand  it  at  all. 

Janice — (pulling  her  from  chair  play- 
fully). Grandma,  come  on  and  go  see. 

Grandma  —  (grabbing  her  bonnet). 
Very  well,  but  I  hope  she  doesn't  keep  me 
long.  (They  leave  one  door,  Jonses  enter 
other    door.) 

Mrs.  Jones — John,  we  must  hurry. 
Mrs.  Lee  might  not  get  Grandma  to  stay 
long  with  her. 

Mr.  Jones — Yes,  we  must  hurry. 
Where  shall  we  put  the  presents? 

Mrs.  Jones — Let  us  see,  what  must  we 
do?  Let  us  put  all  the  things  on  the  table 
where  she'll  be  sure  to  find  them.  Hurry, 
John,  I  think  I  hear  someone  coming  up 
the  path.   (They  leave.) 

Grandma  —  (all  alone,  rocking  and 
moaning).  I  am  so  lonesome.  Christmas 
Eve  and  Robert  and  George  still  in  jail. 
But  somehow  I  feel  that  God  will  answer 
prayer,  but  if  He  does  He'll  have  to 
hurry  because  Christmas  is  almost  here. 
(Notices  things  on  table.)  What's  this?  I 
think  I'll  see  (hears  knock),  but  no,  I'll 
see  who  is  at  the  door. 

Grandpa — Hello,  dear.  Never  expected 
me  home,  did  you? 

George — And  here  I  am,  Mother. 

Grandma — God  is  so  good,  so  good  to 
me. 

George — (seeing  packages).  What's 
this? 

Grandma — (walking  toward  table).  I 
was  just  going  to  see  when  you  came. 

Grandpa — (picking    up   letter).     Say, 
(Continued  on  page  26) 
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**************************************************************************************** 

^r     Dedicated  To  Our  Boys  In  The  Training  Camps     ^ 

**************************************************************************************** 


Recently  someone  said  to  me,  "Oh,  I'm 
afraid  our  boys  will  backslide  when  they 
are  sent  to  the  training  camps."  Of  course 
they  may  if  you  talk  backsliding  to  them. 
Why  not  talk  faith?  Why  not  show  your 
confidence  in  them?  Our  boys  have  back- 
bone. They  are  not  weaklings.  God  is 
sending  them  into  the  camps  to  work  for 
Him.  It  is  a  great  field.  Young  men,  we 
are  publishing  the  article  below  to  inspire 
you  to  stand  strong  wherever  you  go.  We 
believe  you  will.  A  great  many  people 
bring  persecution  on  themselves.  Few 
people  will  persecute  if  you  use  wisdom. 
Let  me  say  to  our  boys,  that  living  the 
life  among  your  comrades,  and  not  al- 
ways preaching  to  them,  or  having  that 
better  than  thou  attitude,  will  bring  re- 
sults. Be  kind  and  gentle  to  those  who  are 
in  sin  and  let  kind  words  and  deeds  be 
your  testimony.  God  is  able  to  lead  you 
so  that  your  life  will  be  a  blessing  wher- 
ever you  are.  God  bless  you. —  ==: 
Editor. 


Deliverance  on  the  Plain  of 
Dura 

"Our  God  whom  we  serve  is 
able  to  deliver  us  from  the  burn- 
ing fiery  furnace  .  .  .  BUT  IF 
NOT  .  .  .  we  will  not  serve 
thy  gods,  nor  worship  the  golden 
image." 

It  was  no  common  crowd  on 
the  plain  of  Dura  that  memora- 
ble day.  Princes,  governors, 
treasurers,  king's  counsellors  and 
the  king  himself  were  present  for 
the  great  celebration.  The  royal 
orchestra  played.  A  voice  cried, 
"O  people,  nations,  and  lan- 
guages, at  the  sound  of  the  or- 
chestra fall  down  and  worship 
the  image!" 

The  music  pealed.  The  surg- 
ing multitude  fell  prostrate. 
Who  would  not  fall  down  and 
worship  with  such  a  crowd? 
Who  but  three  youths  who  stood 
erect  as  living  monuments  of  the 
God  of  Heaven,  amid  the  bowing 
and  scraping  crowd  who  sought 
the  royal  favor!  There  was  no 
spirit  of  compromise  in  their 
sturdy  characters.  They  heeded 
not  the  whispered  advice,  "Bow 
down  only,  you  need  not  wor- 
ship in  your  hearts."  Conviction 
had  stiffened  their  backs.  Con- 
viction that  bows  only  before 
the  God   of   Heaven. 

And  had  they  compromised 
ever  so  little  there  probably 
would  have  been  no  other  scene 
that  day  on  the  plain  of  Dura. 


But  because  they  remained  true  to  God 
in  the  face  of  the  threats  of  the  king, 
there  must  be  another  scene  to  the  story. 

An  hour  later  the  scene  changed.  Here 
was  no  music,  no  blaze  of  royalty,  no 
banners  waving,  no  god  of  gold.  So  far  as 
the  eye  could  see,  only  three  Hebrew  cap- 
tives and  some  Babylonian  soldiers.  They 
have  just  come  from  the  trial  before  the 
infuriated  king.  The  captives  had  been 
true  to  their  convictions.  Now  they  were 
being  dragged  along  to  the  burning  fiery 
furnace. 

There  is  a  burning  fiery  furnace  await- 
ing all  who  will  not  bow  down  to  the  de- 
crees of  this  world. 

A  few  moments  later  the  third  scene 
takes  place.  The  furnace  has  been  heated 
seven  times  hotter  than  usual.  The  un- 
compromising lads  have  been  bound  and 
cast  into  the  flames.  The  most  mighty 
men  of  the  Babylonian  army  lie  dead  be- 


BE  STRONG 

Be  strong:   for  the   days  are  darkening, 

Night   cometh   on; 
Impenetrable  gloom   fast  gathering, 

Light  almost  gone. 

Be  strong:    though   the  darkness  o'erwhelm   thee, 

Though   it  press  on; 
On   to  the  end  of  the  wearisome  journey 

Where  Jesus  has  gone. 

Be  strong:  the  earth's  filled  with  violence, 

With   hatred  and  sin; 
Pray  that  in  all  things  ye  may  be  found  worthy 

The   kingdom  to  win. 

Be  strong:  keep  thine  eyes  fixed  on  Jesus, 

He'll  bear  thee  along; 
The  battle  is  raging — the  Lord  God   is  with   us, 
Our  Hope  and  our  Song. 

— Hattie  K.  Payne  in  "Dav 


fore  the  furnace,  not  able  to  stand  the 
heat  while  they  cast  in  the  three  who 
would  not  bow  down. 

The  king  strains  his  eyes  to  look.  He 
calls  the  counsellors  and  asks,  "Did  not 
we  cast  three  men  bound  into  the  midst 
of  the  fire?  ....  Lo,  I  see  four  men 
loose,  walking  in  the  midst  of  the  fire, 
and  they  have  no  hurt;  and  the  form  of 
the  fourth  is  like  the  Son  of  God." 

You  could  stand  erect  while  the  trum- 
pets blew  if  you  knew  the  smell  of  fire 
should  not  come  upon  you;  but  nothing 
short  of  divine  conviction  can  inspire 
you  to  face  disaster — a  disaster  which 
might  be  averted  if  you  would  hush  the 
voice  of  God  in  your  soul,  but  which 
will  overwhelm  you  if  you  continue  on 
under  divine  impulse. 

In  the  answer  to  the  king  the  boys  had 
declared  "but  if  not" — if  no  deliverance 
comes — we  will  not  bow  down.  They 
^^===  had  not  been  careful  to  ans- 
swer  when  they  knew  not 
whether  the  fires  would  consume 
them  or  only  their  bonds. 

Now  the  God  of  Heaven  ap- 
peared to  deliver  those  who  had 
risked  everything  to  remain  true 
to  Him.  He  had  not  come  to  the 
royal  pageant  earlier  that  day  on 
Dura's  plain,  but  heaven  could 
not  hold  Him  now  when  such 
conviction  and  such  faith  were 
being  tried  by  fire. 

God  always  attends  ceremon- 
ies of  this  sort.  Martin  Luther 
stood  alone  before  the  Diet  of 
Worms,  knowing  that  that  ec- 
clesiastical body  had  met  to  con- 
demn him.  But  strong  in  his  con- 
victions of  right,  he  declared  to 
them,  "Here  I  stand.  I  can  do  no 
other.  God  help  me!"  And  the 
"form  of  the  fourth"  was  pres- 
ent. Today  we  look  back  through 
the  years  to  see  Martin  Luther 
standing  as  a  bulwark  of  faith 
in  the  midst  of  a  sea  of  ecclesias- 
tical corruption. 

Deliverance  does  not  come 
when  you  face  the  furnace,  but 
when  you  are  thrown  into  the 
flames  because  you  have  stood 
erect  for  God. — Rev.  Mrs.  Alice 
Hampe  McMillen  from  Wesleyan 
Methodist. 


"Wherefore  take  unto  you  the 
whole  armour  of  God,  that  ye 
may  be  able  to  withstand  in  the 
evil  day,  and  having  done  all,  to 
stand.  Stand  therefore,  having 
your  loins  girt  about  with 
truth  .   .   .   .   " 


December,  1940 
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ATTENTION,  EVERYBODY! 

Rules  for  Awarding  the  National  Y.  P.  E.  Banner,  1940-41 

1.  Largest  average  Y.  P.  E.  attendance  in  proportion  to  church  mem- 
bership. 

2.  Largest  total  gain  in  attendance  over  the  previous  year. 

3.  Greatest  number  Y.  P.  E's  organized  this  Assembly  year. 

4.  Largest  number  of  Young  People's  Endeavors  according  to  the  num- 
ber of  churches. 

5.  Largest  circulation  of  the  Lighted  Pathway  in  the  state  in  proportion 
to  church  membership. 

6.  Largest  Lighted  Pathway  circulation. 

7.  Highest  percentage  of  prompt  monthly  reporting  to  state  superin- 
tendent. 

8.  Highest  percentage  of  district  conventions  (credit  given  for  only  one 
convention  to  the  district) . 

9.  Largest  amount  of  money  raised  for  state  convention  mission  offering 
according  to  church  membership. 

10.  Greatest  contribution  of  books  to  B.  T.  S.  library.  (Credit  given  ac- 
cording to  number  and  value.)  Watch  next  paper  for  information 
concerning  books. 


Contest  For  Scholarship 

Information,   young  people,   for    1941. 

We  are  very  glad  to  announce  that 
Sister  Doris  Parrish  was  the  winner  of  the 
B.  T.  S.  scholarship  for  1940.  Brother 
Clyde  Case  won  the  second  prize,  which 
was  tuition  for  one  term  of  school.  We 
congratulate  you,  young  friends,  and  now 
we  are  going  to  offer  you  the  same  privi- 
lege in  1941.  So,  if  you  work  hard,  per- 
haps you  may  win  next  year  also.  But  you 
had  better  look  out,  there  will  be  many 
more  of  our  ambitious  young  people 
working  for  this  splendid  prize.  The 
quicker  you  begin  the  better  it  will  be. 
The  1941  contest  began  when  the  1940 
closed.  So,  come  on  and  get  busy,  young 
people.  If  you  do  not  win  first  or  second 
prizes,  we  will  give  anyone  sending  in 
one  hundred  subscriptions  or  more  ten  per 
cent  for  their  good  work.  Besides  this 
you  will  make  a  good  profit  on  papers. 

Remember,  young  people,  if  you  want 
to  win  souls  for  Christ  there  is  no  better 
way.  Testimonies  are  coming  in  of  souls 
saved  and  many  are  being  encouraged  and 
brought  back  to  God  through  the  read- 
ing of  the  Lighted  Pathway.  How  could 
you  find  a  better  way  to  preach  the  gos- 
pel? 

A  late  story  has  come  to  us  of  a  hard- 
ened sinner  who  received  a  Lighted  Path- 
way and  was  saved  and  died  clutching  the 
paper  in  his  hand.  Was  not  this  worth 
while? 

Many  souls  are  discouraged  that  you 
can  lead  into  the  way.  Many  young  people 
standing  at  the  crossroads  of  life  may  be 
directed  which  way  to  go.  This  special 
work  may  be  God's  call  for  you.  As  you 
place  this  silent  preacher  in  the  homes  of 
your  community  with  a  constant  prayer 
for  God's  blessing,  you  have  the  promise 
that  your  efforts  will  not  be  in  vain. 

"New  communities"  is  our  slogan  this 
year. 


WANTED!    WANTED!    WANTED! 

Boys  and  girls,  men  and  women  to  es- 
tablish paper  routes.  If  you  are  inter- 
ested, please  write  a  description  of  your- 
self, or  send  photograph,  and  have  your 
pastor  recommend  you.  Then  we  will  send 
you  instructions  for  your  work.  Who  will 
be  the  first  to  apply?  You  can  make  good 
money  at  this,  if  you  give  full  time.  If 
you  work  spare  hours,  you  will  be  sur- 
prised what  you  can  do.  This  work  must 
be  confined  to  new  fields  where  the  paper 
has  never  gone,  and  with  your  first  order 
of  fifty  papers  we  will  send  you  twenty- 
five  free  copies  with  which  to  start  your 
work. 


Winner  of  National  Banners 


CECIL  BRIDGES 
Kentucky  Y.P.E.  and  S.  S.  Superintendent 
Here  is  the  young  man  who  won  both 
Sunday  School  and  Y.  P.  E.  banners  last 
year.  How  about  giving  him  a  cheer. 


Indiana  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday  School 
Convention 

Indiana  had  its  first  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sun- 
day School  convention  at  Shelburn,  Ind., 
under  the  management  of  Rev.  R.  J. 
Staats,  the  state  overseer,  Rev.  Floyd 
Standifer,  the  state  Sunday  School  super- 
intendent, and  Brother  Hubert  Dietz,  the 
state  Y.  P.  E.  superintendent. 

Friday  night  the  services  opened  with 
songs  and  prayers.  Rev.  John  Sharp,  the 
pastor  at  Shelburn,  gave  the  welcome  ad- 
dress. Everyone  was  given  a  cordial  wel- 
come and  the  Lord  blessed.  The  response 
was  given  by  Brother  Morris  Roberts  of 
Terre  Haute,  after  which  Rev.  Frank 
Standifer  delivered  a  sermon  on  "The 
Valuable  Stone."  This  was  an  inspiring 
message,  which  was  followed  by  the  altar 
service. 

Saturday  morning  after  songs  and 
prayers,  Rev.  R.  J.  Staats  preached  an  in- 
structive sermon  from  the  fifteenth  chap- 
ter of  Psalms.  Thelma  Bridwell  gave  a 
short  talk  and  conducted  a  praise  service. 

In  the  afternoon  Brother  Hubert  Dietz 
analyzed  the  Lighted  Pathway  and  en- 
couraged every  Church  of  God  member 
to  be  a  reader  of  its  worthy  contents.  Sis- 
ter Jo  Garlit  rendered  a  special  song,  after 
which  she  gave  a  message  on  our  state 
scripture. 

In  the  evening  service  the  Shelburn 
Y.  P.  E.  presented  a  mission  play,  "Send 
the  Light."  Our  state  overseer,  Rev.  R. 
J.  Staats,  delivered  an  inspiring  message 
on  "Fear  God."  The  Lord  wonderfully 
blessed  throughout  the  day  and  gave  us 
several  messages  with  interpretations.  All 
present  said  that  it  was  good  to  be  there. 

Sunday  morning  the  regular  routine  of 
Sunday  School  was  conducted  in  the 
various  classes,  after  which  Rev.  Frank 
Standifer  conducted  a  praise  service.  Rev. 
Fred  Puckett  rendered  special  songs  and  a 
good  sermon  just  before  the  noon  hour. 

In  the  afternoon  Y.  P.  E.  and  Sunday 
School  reports  were  given.  The  work  in 
Indiana  is  progressing  and  apparently  in 
every  department  there  was  an  increase. 
Immediately  after  the  reports  Rev.  Card- 
er gave  a  short  talk  and  Rev.  Hyett 
brought  an  inspiring  message  on  "The 
Fruits  of  the   Spirit." 

The  convention,  on  the  whole,  was 
quite  successful  and  we  are  looking  for- 
ward with  great  anxiety  to  the  approach 
of  another  one.  Please  pray  for  the  work 
in  Indiana. — Thelma  L.  Bridwell. 


NOTICE 

Young  people,  please  condense  your  re- 
ports. It  is  good  to  hear  all  about  your 
work  but  space  forbids.  May  the  Lord 
give  you  great  success  this  year. — Editor. 
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Topic:  Humility 

Violet  Busser 

Scripture  lesson:   James  4:10 

"Humble  yourselves  in  the  sight  of  the 
Lord,  and  he  shall  lift  you  up." 

The  Lord  wants  His  children  to  be 
humble,  meek  and  lowly,  that  we  may  be 
instruments  in  His  hands,  used  for  His 
honor  and  glory.  He  wants  us  to  stay 
meek  and  lowly  that  we  can  say,  "Thou 
art  the  potter,  I  am  the  clay,  mould  me 
and  make  me  after  thy  will."  Then  He 
will  exalt  us  in  due  season,  as  the  scrip- 
ture tells  us  in  Matt.  23:12,  "And  he  that 
shall  humble  himself  shall  be  exalted." 
Christ  Our  Example 
Phil.  2:8,  9 

"And  being  found  in  fashion  as  a  man, 
he  humbled  himself,  and  became  obedi- 
ent unto  death,  even  the  death  of  the 
cross.  Wherefore  God  also  hath  highly 
exalted  him,  and  given  him  a  name  which 
is  above  every  name." 

Christ  was  born  in  a  humble,  meek 
and  lowly  place. 

He  exhorts  us  in  1  Peter  5:5  to  be 
clothed  with  humility. 

He  wants  us  to  stay  humble  as  a  little 
child  that  we  will  be  able  to  enter  in.  St. 
Luke  18:17  says,  "Verily  I  say  unto  you, 
Whosoever  shall  not  receive  the  kingdom 
of  God  as  a  little  child  shall  in  no  wise 
enter  therein." 

Exhorts  Elis  Children  To  Be  Humble 
1  Peter  5:6 

"Humble  yourselves  therefore  under 
the  mighty  hand  of  God,  that  he  may  ex- 
alt you  in  due  time."  Paul  the  Apostle 
and  humble  man  of  God,  who  received 
many  revelations  from  the  Lord,  feared 
that  he  might  be  exalted  above  measure. 

Paul  also  exhorted  the  people  to  "walk 
worthy  of  the  vocation  wherewith  ye 
are  called,  with  lowliness  and  meekness." 

The   Lord    wants    us    to   humble   our- 
selves and  He  will  draw  nigh  us.  Matt. 
11:29,  "Take  my  yoke  upon  you,  .... 
for  I  am  meek  and  lowly  in  heart." 
He  Docs  Not  Dwell  With  The  Proud 
James  4:6 

"God  resisteth  the  proud,  but  giveth 
grace  unto  the  humble."  We  have  an  ex- 
ample of  the  proud  and  humble  man 
found  in  Luke  18:10-14 — the  pride  of  the 
Pharisee  and  the  humbleness  of  the  pub- 
lican. The  Pharisee  said,  "God,  I  thank 
thee,  that  I  am  not  as  other  men  are,  ex- 
tortioners, unjust,  adulterers,  or  even  as 
this  publican.  I  fast  twice  a  week,  I  give 
tithes  of  all  that  I  possess.  And  the  publi- 
can, standing  afar  off,  would  not  lift  up 
so  much  as  his  eyes  unto  heaven,  but 
smote  upon  his  breast,  saying,  God  be 
merciful  to  me  a  sinner.  I  tell  you,  this 
man   went    down   to   his   house   justified 


rather  than  the  other:  for  every  one  that 
exalteth  himself  shall  be  abased;  and  he 
that  humbleth  himself  shall  be  exalted." 

Prov.  16:5  says,  "Everyone  that  is 
proud  in  heart  is  an  abomination  to  the 
Lord." 

Prov.  16:19,  "Better  it  is  to  be  of  an 
humble  spirit  with  the  lowly,  than  to  di- 
vide the  spoil  with  the  proud." 

Does    Not   Dwell    With   Scornful 

Prov.  3:34,  "Surely  he  scorneth  the 
scorners:  but  he  giveth  grace  unto  the 
lowly." 

The  scornful  men  of  Ephraim  were  ex- 
horted to  hear  the  Word  of  the  Lord  but 
refused,  and  the  Lord  refused  to  dwell 
with   them. 

Isaiah  29:20  says,  "For  the  terrible  one 
is  brought  to  nought,  and  the  scorner  is 
consumed,  and  all  that  watch  for  iniquity 
are  cut  off." 

The  Humble  Are  His   Delight 

Psa.  37:11,  "But  the  meek  shall  inherit 
the  earth;  and  shall  delight  themselves  in 
the  abundance  of  peace." 

A  reward  awaits  us  if  we  stay  humble 
before  the  Lord.  We  shall  gain  an  inherit- 
ance and  have  peace.  When  Job  humbled 
himself  and  submitted  to  God,  He  pros- 
pered him.  The  Lord  blessed  the  latter 
end  of  Job  more  than  his  beginning. 

Prov.  22:4,  "By  humility  and  the  fear 
of  the  Lord  are  riches,  and  honour,  and 
life." 

Conclusion: 

Children  of  the  kingdom  and  joint  heirs 
with  Christ  need  to  stay  humble  at  the 
feet  of  Jesus,  ever  bearing  in  mind  this 
beatitude,  "Blessed  are  the  meek:  for 
they  shall  inherit  the  earth." 

Closing  song,  "Humble  Yourself  to 
Walk  With  God." 

Topic:  Know  That  God  Is  God 

Pauline  Weaver 

Scripture  lesson:  Psa.  46:10 

Leader's  Thought 

Knowing  that  God  is  God!  What  a 
glorious  experience,  and  to  how  few  it  has 
really  come!  Oh,  that  every  person  who 
has  ever  read  that  verse  really  knew  that 
God  is  God,  what  a  beautiful,  different 
place  this  would  be.  But  some  will  say, 
Surely,  everyone  knows  that  God  is  God, 
but  there  is  so  much  which  proves  that 
people  do  not  really  believe.  They  see 
Him,  not  as  a  person  who  lives  and 
reigns,  but  as  one  who  might  exist;  not 
as  He  who  will  fulfill  every  one  of  His 
promises,  but  as  a  person  who  might  hear 
and  answer  prayer. 

No  Doubts 

If  you  really  know  that  God  is  God 
then  there  are  no  doubts.  You  will  be  car- 
ried away  in  this  knowledge.  You  know, 
completely,  that  there  is  a  God,  a    great, 


loving  God,  and  that  He  lives.  Never  do 
you  doubt  His  presence  abiding  always 
near  you,  you  can  see  Him  in  a  sunrise, 
you  can  see  Him  in  a  sunset,  you  can  see 
Him  in  the  beauty  of  a  rose,  or  the  smile 
of  a  child.  If  you  know  that  God  is  God, 
you  have  no  trouble  finding  Him — ever! 
Nor  do  you  doubt  His  power  in  helping 
you.  Sometimes  I  get  so  discouraged  hear- 
ing a  person  say  he  would  like  to  do 
something,  but  he  can't.  He  doubts.  It 
seems  he  doubts  himself,  but  if  God  is  in 
him,  then  he  doubts  Him,  because  He  is 
really  the  One  who  does  the  work  any- 
way. He  says  he  cannot  lead  a  testimony 
meeting,  he  cannot  take  a  small  part  you 
give  him,  when  he  could,  if  only  he  real- 
ized God  is  God  and  asked  His  blessed 
help  in  what  he  needed  to  do  for  Him. 
No  Fears 

If  you  know  that  God  is  God  there 
are  no  fears.  You  do  not  fear  that  tomor- 
row may  bring  you  sorrow,  that  tomor- 
row may  be  overshadowed  by  a  shadow 
that  even  His  love  cannot  penetrate.  You 
do  not  fear  the  trials,  disappointments 
that  you  know  tomorrow  may  bring,  but 
you  rest — confident,  leaning  on  His  ever- 
lasting arms — knowing  surely,  sincerely, 
that  God  is  God  and  that  no  foes  can 
alarm.  You  need  have  no  fear  of  tomor- 
row with  the  things  it  may  bring  to  hurt 
and  disillusion  today's  hopes,  but  you'll 
know  He'll  be  there  just  as  He  said,  that 
He's  still  God,  and  will  answer  your 
prayers.  Today,  too,  you  can  overcome 
the  trials  and  temptations  which  beset 
your  way  by  merely  looking  up,  knowing 
that  He  is  God,  and  asking  for  "grace 
that  is  sufficient." 

No  Unanswered  Prayers 

Never  shall  there  be  a  prayer  unan- 
swered if  you  but  realize  that  God  is  God. 
If  you  know  He  lives,  He  cares,  He  has  all 
power,  then  you  know  that  when  you  call 
on  Him,  He  will  answer.  Know  that 
He  will  give  to  you  the  things  you  ask 
Him,  for  if  you  but  "ask  believing  you 
shall  receive."  Oh!  the  miracles  that 
would  be  wrought,  the  loved  ones  who 
would  be  saved,  the  churches  that  would 
prosper,  if  only  all  Christians  really  knew 
that  God  is  God.  We  could  talk  to  Him 
earnestly  and  sincerely,  and  we  would 
know  that  He  would  answer.  He  would 
give  us  the  desires  of  our  heart,  we  would 
become  bigger  and  better  Christians,  full 
of  the  love,  mercy,  tenderness  that  should 
characterize  a  Christian.  When  we  ask 
Him  to  help  us  to  be  a  better  girl  or  boy, 
man  or  woman,  He  would  do  it.  When 
we  asked  Him  to  increase  our  Sunday 
School  and  Y.  P.  E.,  He  would  do  it. 
Surely,  if  we  could  but  realize  that  God  is 
God,  then  what  a  change  there  would  be. 
How  much  more  quickly  would  we  ac- 
complish the  things  He  would  have  us  to 
do  on  earth,  how  much  sooner  might  we 
hear  the  words,  "Well  done,  thou  good 
and  faithful  servant." 
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Topic:  Waiting  on  God 

Margaret  Lewis 

Scripture  lesson:  Psalm  27. 

Thoughts  for  the  Leader 

It  is  a  wonderful  thing  when  God's 
people  can  wait  on  Him.  There  are  many 
a  missed  blessing  today  because  we  fail 
to  wait.  In  this  modern  world  of  speed 
sometimes  we  are  in  such  a  hurry  we 
fail  to  see  the  good  things  which  God  has 
for  us,  which  only  come  by  waiting. 
Many  people  today,  and  especially  young 
people,  decide  on  some  course  to  make  in 
life,  and  instead  of  waiting  on  God,  ful- 
fill their  own  desires  and  miss  God  in 
their  life  calling.  It  is  a  very  serious  mat- 
ter sometimes  when  we  fail  to  wait  on 
God.  No  doubt,  someone  right  now  is 
planning  some  step  to  take,  and  cannot 
decide.  My  advice  to  you  is,  go  before 
the  Lord  and  wait  on  Him;  stay  in  His 
presence  long  enough  and  He  will  show 
you  what  to  do,  and  when  you  obey  you 
will  never  be  sorry  that  you  waited. 
For  Strength 
Isa.  40:31;  Psa.  27:1 

I  wonder  if  the  children  of  God  depend 
on  God  for  strength  as  they  should. 
Sometimes  the  devil  is  on  every  hand  to 
condemn  and  defeat,  and  God's  people 
begin  to  fall  beneath  the  heavy  load. 
That  is  the  time  the  Lord  has  promised 
to  strengthen  us.  Or  we  hear  some  criti- 
cism from  some  brother  or  sister  who  is 
careless  and  indifferent  and  we  begin  to 
go  down.  We  are  to  wait  on  the  Lord. 
He  is  the  source  of  our  strength  and  help. 
When  we  begin  to  wait  on  Him,  the 
enemy  cannot  touch  us.  Oh  yes,  he  will 
fight  us,  but  it  will  have  no  weight.  We 
can  mount  the  wings  of  faith  so  high 
that  the  spirit  of  discouragement  will 
have  to  shrink  into  utter  defeat. 
To  Become  Workers 
Matt.  9:37,  38 

We,  the  children  of  God,  are  in  a  vast 
harvest  field.  We  may  not  see  the  need, 
but  there  is  much  work  which  needs  to  be 
done.  Someone  will  say,  "I  cannot  sing; 
I  cannot  preach;  I  cannot  go  into  a 
foreign  field  to  labor."  But  remember, 
there  is  a  work  for  each  to  do.  If  you  do 
not  know  fully  what  your  calling  is,  be- 
gin to  wait  on  God.  He  will  make  His  will 
known  to  you.  Many  shrink  from  the 
thought  of  work,  but  God  wants  each  one 
to  do  something.  It  is  a  great  privilege 
and  our  Christian  duty  is  that  we  work 
in  this  great  harvest  field.  The  golden 
grain  has  long  ago  been  ripe  and  ready 
to  harvest.  If  we  fail  to  work,  it  will  go 
to  waste.  Soon  the  reapers  will  be  called 
in  to  receive  their  pay,  and  to  give  an 
account  of  their  stewardship.  Will  you 
receive  a  reward? 

For  His  Coming 
Rev.  3:11 

It  is  a  wonderful  thought  that  Jesus  is 
coming  again.  He  did  not  return  to 
Heaven  in  vain,  but  will  return  to  earth 


again  some  day.  We,  His  chosen,  are  told 
to  wait.  Sometimes  we  feel  that  we  would 
like  for  Him  to  hasten  that  hour,  but 
that  is  in  the  hand  of  the  all-wise  Crea- 
tor. It  is  not  for  us  to  know  when  He 
will  return,  but  for  us  to  wait.  It  is  a 
great  comfort  to  have  the  hope  of  His 
coming.  The  way  has  been  long  and  toil- 
some. Many  burdens  come  our  way,  but 
the  rewarding  day  is  very  soon.  Until 
then,  wait  on  God. 

Christmas  Lesson 

By  Esther  Holland 
Scripture:  Matt.  2:1-2;  Luke  2:1-20. 
The  Christmas  story  is  one  with  which 
we  all  are  more  or  less  familiar,  even 
the  scriptures  which  tell  us  of  the  birth 
of  the  Savior  in  the  manger  of  Bethlehem. 
Yet,  in  view  of  our  knowledge  of  this 
story,  we,  as  Christians,  often  fail  to  por- 
tray to  the  world  that  we  believe  in  the 
Babe  that  was  born  to  save  men  from 
their  sins:  we  fail  to  prove  to  the  unbe- 
liever that  we  are  true  believers  because 
of  our  failure  to  keep  His  Word  and  His 
statutes.  But  as  we  approach  this  Christ- 
mas season,  let  us  again  be  as  the  wise 
men  of  old  who,  when  they  saw  the  star, 
recognized  something  strange  happening 
and  because  they  were  wise,  they  sought 
to  see  that  strange  occurrence,  and  when 
they  found  Him  they  knew  Him;  when 
they  saw  Him,  their  understanding  was 
opened  in  a  measure  whereby  they  could 
recognize  the  divine,  the  supreme,  the 
superiority  of  that  tiny  Babe  and  in  ac- 
cordance with  this  recognition,  they  pre- 
sented unto  Him  their  best  and  most  ex- 
pensive gifts.  At  this  Christmas  season 
let  us  be  wise  in  that  we  will  present  un- 
to Him  our  best  gifts,  ourselves  a  living 
sacrifice,  wholly  acceptable  unto  God. 
Nothing  we  could  give  would  He  appre- 
ciate more  than  ourselves,  for  therein  Lie 
can  reveal  His  likeness  and  find  the  com- 
munion that  He  so  craves  with  His  own. 
The  Christmas  at  Bethlehem 
Joseph  and  Mary,  though  crowded  out 
of  the  inn,  no  place  to  lay  their  heads, 
found  a  very  lowly  place  where  they 
could  at  least  rest  with  the  cattle.  They 
were  very  humble  people,  trusting  God, 
expecting  God  to  fulfill  His  promises  un- 
to them,  willing  to  yield  everything  unto 
Him  that  His  will  might  be  accomplished 
in  them  as  He  had  spoken  to  them,  and 
when  they  fully  yielded  to  Him  in  obedi- 
ence, God's  pi'omise  was  fulfilled  and  Je- 
sus was  born.  Nowhere  to  lay  Him,  no 
one  to  receive  Him,  no  one  to  welcome 
Him,  but  His  cradle  was  the  manger  and 
His  clothing  the  swaddling  bands  that 
pertained  to  the  horses.  But  there  was  a 
star  that  led  the  wise  men  to  find  Him, 
and  they  knew  Him  as  their  King,  and  al- 
though He  was  only  a  Babe,  they  willing- 
ly and  joyfully  gave  homage  to  Him. 
Joseph  and  Mary  did  not  understand  the 
birth  of  Jesus  or  the  working  of  the  Lord 


with  them  and  in  them,  but  they  willing- 
ly yielded  unto  Him  that  His  purpose 
might  be  accomplished  in  them. 

The  Reception  of  Jesus  in  Bethlehem 
vs  Today 

Although  the  Jews  were  looking  for 
the  Messiah,  and  although  every  Jewish 
woman  hoped  to  become  the  mother  of 
the  Messiah,  when  He  came  they  had  no 
room  for  Him.  There  was  no  room  in  the 
inn,  no  room  in  their  homes,  no  room  in 
their  hearts,  no  room  in  their  lives,  no 
room  in  their  religions,  no  room  in  their 
daily  schedules,  and  He  became  the 
crowded-out  Christ.  Not  only  was  He 
crowded  out  at  His  birth,  but  when  He 
began  His  ministry  His  own  rejected 
Him.  Today,  intelligent  people,  intellec- 
tual people,  educated  people,  moneyed 
people,  royal  people,  wealthy  people,  have 
no  room  for  Him.  There  is  no  room  for 
Him  in  the  political  realm  of  our  na- 
tions today,  there  is  no  room  for  Him  in 
the  society  of  our  own  country,  no  room 
for  Him  in  the  homes,  no  room  in  the 
lives,  in  the  hearts  of  many  people  today. 
Yes,  He  is  still  the  crowded-out  One,  and 
His  heart  is  made  to  bleed  many  times 
because  of  the  refusal  of  Christians  (so- 
called)  to  accept  His  Spirit  and  Himself. 
We  are  living  in  a  fast  age,  and  there  is 
no  time  for  Him  in  the  daily  routine  in 
the  home;  many  who  claim  to  belong  to 
Him  fail  to  give  Him  any  time 
during  the  day,  too  busy,  too  preoc- 
cupied, and  oh,  He  must  feel  the 
same  spirit  of  rejection  that  existed 
when  He  trod  the  shores  of  Galilee 
and  the  mountains  of  Judea.  Is  He 
crowded  out  in  your  life?  Do  you  have 
time  to  spend  with  Him  each  day?  Do  you 
rejoice  to  spend  an  hour  before  His 
throne?  Is  your  heart  made  glad  when 
you  can  be  with  Him  alone?  How  are  you 
receiving  Him  today? 

Rejoicing  at  His  First  Coming 
In  Luke  2:2  5-40  we  read  of  the  re- 
joicing of  the  Prophet  Simeon,  and  the 
prophetess,  Anna,  when  Jesus  was  pre- 
sented in  the  temple.  They  were  living 
close  enough  to  God  that  they  recognized 
the  Messiah  when  they  saw  Him,  and 
were  so  filled  with  the  Holy  Spirit  that 
they  spoke  mysteries  concerning  Llim  and 
His  ministry  on  earth.  They  were  satis- 
fied to  die  when  they  had  seen  Him,  they 
were  expecting  Him  to  come  in  fulfill- 
ment of  the  Word  spoken  by  the  proph- 
ets of  old.  Even  in  the  midst  of  unbelief 
on  every  side,  they  knew  that  God  would 
be  true  to  His  Word  and  that  it  would  be 
fulfilled  in  due  season,  and  they  were 
trusting  in  Him  to  this  end,  and  by  faith 
they  saw  the  Messiah  and  believed.  And 
in  the  midst  of  national  and  internation- 
al unrest  and  wars  and  rumors  of  wars, 
we,  as  children  of  God,  can  rest  in  peace, 
we  can  know  the  fullness  of  the  indwell- 
ing of  the  Spiiit  of  God  in  the  measure 
that,  regardless  of  outward  turmoil,  there 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


is  inward  peace,  a  peace  that  passeth  un- 
derstanding. Even  today  when  the  young 
men  of  our  land  are  being  called  for  serv- 
ice, and  to  go  out  as  targets  for  the  ene- 
my, if  they  have  Jesus  in  their  hearts, 
there  is  a  certain  peace  that  fills  them, 
for  they  know  if  they  depart,  as  Paul 
said,  they  will  be  with  Jesus  which  is  far 
better,  and  if  they  remain,  they  will  still 
be  His  and  serve  Him  and  lead  others 
unto  Him.  Yet,  there  is  sadness  in  the 
hearts  of  the  land  when  we  see  the  youth 
of  our  nation  called  to  arms,  and  see  the 
horriblcncss  of  war  in  other  countries,  not 
knowing  how  great  horrors  will  come  un- 
to us  or  to  those  who  are  being  called  out. 
What  a  call  to  our  knees!  What  a  chal- 
lenge to  the  Christians  of  the  world  today 
to  manifest  their  faith  and  claim  the 
promises  of  God!  What  a  protector  we 
have  in  Him! 

His  Second  Coming 
There  were  those  who  expected  the 
Messiah  at  His  first  advent,  and  there  are 
those  who  arc  expecting  Him  to  return  as 
the  angels  said  in  Acts  1:11.  Is  it  not  an 
ideal  time  for  the  children  of  God  to  pray, 
"Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus,"  Rev.  22: 
20?  It  seems  that  the  power  of  the  anti- 
christ is  so  strong  in  the  world  today  and 
the  enemy  is  so  rampant  that  if  God's 
children  would  only  look  up  and  believe 
and  pray  for  deliverance,  Jesus  could 
come  again,  and  will  come  again,  and  we 
are  commanded  to  pray  for  His  second 
coming.  This  is  the  remedy  that  God  of- 
fers to  the  terrible  world  conditions  to- 
day, and  it  is  one  that  will  right  all  the 
wrongs  in  the  world  today,  but  there  is 
no  other  remedy.  The  nations  of  the 
world  are  looking  for  a  solution  of  the 
problems,  the  rich  men  are  looking  for 
money  to  make  things  right,  the  astrono- 
mers are  looking  in  the  heavens  for  signs 
and  are  finding  them  daily.  They  tell  us 
that  there  is  an  inexplainable  something 
that  is  causing  a  difference  in  the  time  at 
Greenwich,  and  this  has  been  visible  for 
just  a  short  time.  Jesus  said  there  will  be 
signs  in  heaven  above  and  in  the  earth 
beneath,  and  when  we  see  the  many 
things  happening  that  He  has  told  us 
about,  surely  we  know  that  His  second 
advent  is  at  hand.  But  we,  His  children, 
could  help  to  hasten  that  day  when  He 
shall  return  for  the  saints.  We  could  pray 
and  seek  to  lead  every  one  to  the  Lord 
that  we  possibly  can  each  day,  and  I 
know  He  will  answer  the  prayers  of  His 
children.  Yet,  in  this  day  when  God's 
people  should  be  looking  for  His  coming, 
there  are  many  who  are  actually  afraid 
for  the  Lord  to  come.  Then  if  you  be- 
long to  this  class,  why  not  now  yield 
yourself  to  Him  in  such  manner  that  you 
will  be  among  the  number  that  you  will 
rejoice  to  see  Him  piercing  the  sky?  The 
day  is  short  when  men  can  prepare  to 
meet  God,  the  day  is  short  when  men  can 
preach  the  gospel,  the  day  is  short  when 


men  can  speak  to  the  lost  about  their 
soul's  condition,  the  day  is  short  in  which 
souls  can  be  saved.  Are  you  working 
while  yet  it  is  day? 

Conclusion 
Let's  make  this  Christmas  season  a 
season  of  reconsecration,  a  season  of  seek- 
ing the  Lord  more  earnestly,  a  time  when 
we  can  realize  more  fully  the  meaning 
of  the  coming  of  the  Christ-child,  by  let- 
ting Him  come  into  our  hearts  and  ruling 
our  everything  that  might  hinder  us  in 
serving  Him  whole-heartedly. 

"Take  my  life  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  thee. 
Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  thy  love." 

Editor's  Message 

(Continued  from  page  2) 
many  happy  Christmas  days  together  but 
there  will  be  a  last  one.  Then  let  us  make 
every  one  so  happy  that  if  it  should  be 
the  last  one  we  could  look  back  to  it  as 
the  best  ever. 

Now  to  those  of  you  who  are  living  in 
a  distant  land  where  it  is  impossible  for 
you  to  be  with  old  folks  at  home,  do  not 
grieve  and  lament  the  fact,  but  get  busy 
and  make  your  own  little  home  happy, 
and  then  write  home  and  tell  mother  and 
daddy  what  a  wonderful  time  you  had 
and  this  will  bring  joy  to  their  hearts  also. 
The  writer  has  tried  all  of  these  things 
and  is  writing  from  the  heart.  Many  times 
when  I  lived  thousands  of  miles  away 
from  my  old  home  I  would  often  have 
that  homesick  feeling  at  Christmas  time 
and  sometimes  the  big  tears  would  roll 
down  my  cheeks  and  then  that  inner 
voice  would  whisper,  "Remember  your 
own  home  God  has  given  you  and  the  lit- 
tle ones  He  has  entrusted  to  you.  As  you 
try  to  make  them  happy,  you  will  be  hap- 
py." A  nice  box  sent  to  daddy  and  mother 
at  a  time  like  this  will  cheer  their  hearts 
and  let  them  know  you  love  them. 

Some  of  you  might  not  even  be  able 
to  send  presents,  but  you  can  write  them 
a  letter  and  say,  "I  love  you  and  I'm  go- 
ing to  meet  you  in  heaven,"  and  this 
will  mean  more  than  anything  else  in  all 
the  world.  I  wonder  if  we  shall  celebrate 
the  birth  of  the  Christ-child  over  on  the 
other  side?  Oh,  if  we  do  I  want  to  have 
all  my  family  at  those  Christmas  gather- 
ings, don't  you?  We'll  need  no  decora- 
tions over  there  to  make  beautiful  our 
mansion,  Christ  will  have  everything 
ready.  He  is  preparing  our  mansion  and 
there  will  be  nothing  left  for  us  to  do. 
Just  like  we  try  to  have  everything  ready 
for  the  home-coming  of  our  children,  so 
our  Father  in  heaven  is  getting  things 
ready  for  our  home-coming.  Are  we  going 
home  sometime  to  enjoy  these  wonderful 
preparations  He  has  made?  That  is  left  up 
to  us.  Come  on,  everybody,  let's  be  there. 
Again  God  bless  you. 


Going   Home   For  Christmas 

(Continued   from   page    18) 
cruelly — then  all  was  blackness. 

Five  hours  later  the  old  man  opened  his 
eyes — he  saw  the  doctor  who  lived  across 
the  street,  bending  over  him. 

"Lemmie,"  he  whispered,  "did  I  get 
mother  out?"  The  doctor  nodded.  He 
could  not  trust  his  voice. 

"Is  she  hurt  much,  Lemmie?"  every 
word  was  torture. 

"She's  gone  home,  Uncle  Jack.  She 
won't  suffer  any  more.  Ted's  coming — I 
wired  him.  Try  to  sleep  now,  won't  you?" 
It  was  the  doctor  who  spoke. 

The  old  man  lay  quietly,  his  body 
swathed  in  bandages.  His  mind  wander- 
ed. He  was  young  again  and  it  was 
Christmas.  Ted  was  again  a  baby — 
mother  was  smiling  at  him  happily — he 
saw  Ted  grown  to  manhood,  leaving  the 
old  nest.  Mother  was  getting  old  now.  He 
must  take  care  of  her — he  must  shield  her. 
"I  can't  pay  now,  Jim,  don't  turn  us  out. 
It  will  kill  her,"  he  muttered.  Suddenly  he 
aroused  himself.  Mother  would  never 
know  that  the  old  home  was  no  longer 
theirs.  He  had  saved  her  that  agony. 
Thank  God! 

"Lemmie,"  he  said  softly,  "tell  Ted 
I've  gone — with  mother.  He's  not — com- 
ing home — this  Christmas.  You — kin" — 
his  voice  trailed  off. 

The  doctor  sat  by  the  bedside.  Tears 
rolled  down  his  cheeks  as  with  a  little 
sigh  the  old  man  went  home  with 
"mother." 

Christmas  Day 

Christmas  Day  should  mean  more  love — 
"My  Jesus,  I  love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art 

mine, 
For  Thee  all  the  follies  of  sin  I  resign; 
My   gracious   Redeemer,    my   Savior    art 

Thou, 
If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now." 

Christmas  Day  should  mean  more  joy — 
"Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come, 

Let  earth  receive  her  King; 
Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room, 

And  heaven  and  nature  sing." 

Christmas  Day  should  mean  more  hope — 
"Oh  what  a  blessed  hope  is  ours 

While  here  on  earth  we  stay! 
We  more  than  taste  the  heavenly  powers, 

And  antedate  that  day; 
We  feel  the  resurrection  near, 

Our  life  in  Christ  concealed, 
And  with  His  glorious  presence  here, 

His  life  in  us  revealed!" 

Christmas    Day   should   mean    more   hu- 
mility— 
"And  can  it  be  that  I  should  gain 

An  interest  in  the  Savior's  blood? 
Died  Fie  for  me,  who  caused  His  pain? 

For  me  who  Him  to  death  pursued? 
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Amazing  love!  how  can  it  be, 
That  Thou,  my  Lord,     shouldst  die  for 
me?" 

Christmas  Day  should  mean  new  conse- 
cration— 
"Here  I  give  myself  to  Thee, 

Friends,  and  time,  and  earthly  store; 
Soul  and  body  Thine  to  me, 

Wholly  thine  forevermore." 

Christmas  Day  should  mean  neiv  service — 
"Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  'round 
What  dear  Savior  I  have  found; 
I'll  point  to  His  redeeming  blood 
And  say,  Behold  the  way  to  God." 

Exchange   Page 

(Continued  from  page  13) 

a  small  church,  but  God  seems  to  be  with 
us  in  every  service  and  a  great  manifes- 
tation of  His  power  is  received. — Sara 
Kathryn  Haston. 

Class  Evangelism 

(Continued  on  page  19) 
was  overpersuaded  and  went.  While  I  was 
there  a  man  who  attends  our  church, 
(but  is  not  a  member)  saw  me  and  went 
out  and  told  it,  and  the  first  time  I  went 
to  church,  every  one  knew  about  it.  One 
after  another  came  to  me  and  reproved 
me  for  it.  I  was  already  sorry  for  it  and 
under  condemnation,  and  I  almost  fell 
like  giving  up,  but  Sister  Smith  came 
around  and  lovingly  laid  her  hand  on  my 
shoulder  and  told  me  not  to  give  up,  that 
Jesus  understood  and  would  forgive.  I 
took  courage  from  her  words  and  asked 
God  and  the  church  to  forgive  me  and  so 
here  I  am  tonight.  I  want  to  be  a  fruit- 
bearing  Christian  so  that  I  will  not  be 
cut  off  from  the  vine.  Yes,  and  I  want 
to  be  able  to  help  those  who  do  err  to 
find  their  way  back  to  God." 

Mrs.  H.:  "That  is  a  wonderful  desire, 
John.  One  scripture  we  failed  to  mention 
was  Luke  1 5  about  the  prodigal  son.  Now 
you  need  to  get  this  whole  chapter  and 
we  are  going  to  ask  every  one  to  read  this 
as  soon  as  you  get  home.  Jesus  is  more 
loving  and  ready  to  forgive  than  this 
earthly  father  could  be,  but  remember 
you  must  do  your  part  before  He  can  do 
His.  This  boy's  father  could  not  have  re- 
ceived him  nor  have  killed  the  fatted  calf 
unless  he  had  repented  and  came  back.  Je- 
sus is  waiting  to  place  a  beautiful  robe  of 
righteousness  on  every  backslider  who 
will  return  to  Him.  Sometimes  they  will 
not  return." 

Robert:  "Well,  it  is  ten  o'clock.  I 
think  we  had  better  adjourn." 

Mrs.  H.:  "What  do  you  want  to  talk 
about  next  time?" 

Ruth:  "Oh,  I'll  tell  you  what  let's  do. 
How  about  having  a  question  box?" 

All:  "That  is  fine." 

Mrs.  H.:  "Now  let  us  sing  one  verse 
of   'God   Be   With    You   Till   We   Meet 


Again.'  " 
All: 

"God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

By  His  counsel  guide,   uphold  you, 

With  His  sheep  securely  fold  you, 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again." 

"Now    our    Mizpah    benediction,    'The 

Lord  watch  between  me  and  thee,  when 

we  are  absent  one  from  another,'  Gen.  31: 

49." 

Mrs.  H:  "Merry  Christmas,  boys  and 
girls,  and  God  bless  you." 

All:  "Merry  Christmas,  Sister  Harrison, 
and   good-night." 

Grandma's  Christmas 

(Continued  from  page  20; 
George,  read  this.  I  don't  want  to  take 
time  myself.  (George  reads).  Dear  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Jones  and  George:  I  have  done 
you  a  great  wrong.  God  has  forgiven  me 
and  I  hope  you  will  too.  It  was  I  who 
stole  those  horses  and  placed  them  in  your 
barn.  I  am  sending  you  a  little  token 
which  I  hope  will  help  your  Christmas  to 
be  a  bright  one. — John  Jones. 

Grandpa  —  (smiling).  As  if  we 
couldn't  forget  it.  Surely  he's  already  for- 
given, but  let  us  see  what  we  have  here. 

George — (looks  in  basket).  Turkey, 
cranberries,  sweet  potatoes.  Oh  my,  what 
a  feed.  (Opens  box.)  Ha!  Ha!  Shirts,  tics, 
socks,  hat,  pants  and  even  underwear  for 
Pa.  And  I'll  declare,  here's  the  same  for 
me.  Say,  this  is  great,  but  where's  Ma's? 
Here  they  are,  Ma,  open  them  up. 

Grandma — Well,  well.  The  Lord  be 
praised.  Look  at  this  pretty  dress,  and  dear 
me,  those  stockings.  I  never  saw  such 
pretty  ones  before,  and  look,  here's  a  hat, 
too  pretty  for  an  old  woman  like  me,  and 
here's  a  nightie,  I  declare.  I  knew  God 
would  answer  prayer,  but  I  didn't  know 
He'd  do  all  this  for  me.  Come,  let  us 
thank  God  for  His  goodness  to  us  this 
beautiful  Christmas  Eve. 

All  together  —    (bow    their     heads). 
Father  in  heaven,  we  thank  Thee  for  your 
goodness  and  kindness  to  us  on  this  beau- 
tiful Christmas  Eve.  Amen. 
THE  END. 

Hymn  Stories 

(Continued  from  page  17) 
four  times,  and  at  night  between  the  two 
armies  lay  many  dead  and  wounded  that 
neither  dared  approach.  Tom  was  missing; 
when  the  battle  roar  was  over  they  recog- 
nized his  voice  singing,  softly  and  beau- 
tifully, "Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul."  When 
he  had  sung, 

"Leave,  ah!  leave  me  not  alone, 
Still  support  and  comfort  me," 
the  voice  stopped  and  there  was  silence. 
In  the  morning  the  soldiers  found  Tom 
sitting  on  the  ground  and  leaning  against 
a  stump — dead.  But  they  knew  that  his 
"helpless  soul"  had  found  refuge  with 
Jesus,  the  Lover  of  the  soul. 
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Acrostic 

C — Christ  was  born  in  a  stable  bare, 

How  I  wish  I'd  seen  Him  there. 
H — Honor  gifts  the  shepherds  gave 

To  the  Christ  who  came  to  save. 
R — Ring  the  bells  for  Him  today, 

Christ  was  born  on  Christmas  Day. 
I — I  can  see  the  Baby  fair 

And  the  wise  men  kneeling  there. 
S — Star  that  guided  by  its  light, 

Led  the  wise  men  to  our  Christ. 
T — -True  to  Christ  we  all  should  be, 

For  us  He  died  on  Calvary. 
M— Mary,  Mother  of  the  Babe 

That  was  in  the  manger  laid. 
A — -All  the  world  Christ  came  to  save, 

For  the  world  His  life  He  gave. 
S — Sing  and  shout,  and  watch  and  pray 

And  you'll  behold  our  Christ  some 
day. 

— Mrs.  Jane  Curry  Prichard. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


-  -  Hoofs  of  Brass  -  - 

BY  BETTY  BLANCHE  ROSS 


(Con/ i lined  from  last  issue) 

The  days  passed  so  quickly  and  1  was 
so  well  entertained  at  home  that  I  found 
myself  longing  at  times  for  a  few  more 
weeks  to  rest  than  I  dared  take.  Mother 
busied  herself  to  give  me  the  best  of  ev- 
erything to  eat  and  repair  my  long  neg- 
lected wardrobe,  and  see  that  a  few  new 
things  were  added.  Day  after  day  we 
worked,  talked,  and  prayed,  when  we  did 
not  feel  duty  bound  to  go  help  someone 
in  need. 

"Mary  Jane,"  mother  said  as  we  sat 
down  one  night  to  sew  while  daddy  read, 
"can't  you  make  up  your  mind  to  work 
closer  to  home?  It  may  be  the  Lord  would 
be  pleased.  Have  you  ever  prayed  about  a 
change?  I'm  not  young  any  more  and 
I  do  feel  a  need  of  you.  I  trust  I'm  not 
selfish,  I  wouldn't  be  for  the  satisfac- 
tion of  having  you  near  always,  for  self- 
ishness cannot  enter  the  kingdom,  you 
know." 

"Say,  mother,  I  have  not  told  you 
about  a  thing  which  happened  when  I 
first  went  to  the  mountains,  and  it  leads 
up  to  what  I  hesitated  to  get  into  the 
other  night  while  talking  to  Daddy,  the 
Hoofs  of  Brass'  story.  Well,  when  I  had 
been  in  the  mountains  about  a  month,  we 
were  called  out  of  the  house  one  day  by 
a  young  man  calling  'Hello.'  When  I  had 
followed  Mrs.  Wahl  out  on  the  porch  to 
answer  he  said,  'You  may  not  know  me, 
but  I'm  Troy  Hamilton  from  over  in  the 
holler  yonder.  I  hear  you  have  a  womern 
preacher  here  who  is  doin'  some  fine 
prcachin'!' 

'  'Yes,'  answered  Mrs.  Wahl,  'she  is 
right  here;  Miss  Somervilie  is  her  name.' 

"  'Pleased  to  make  the  acquaintance,' 
he  answered;  then  went  on  with  his 
story.  'You  know  my  womern  died  about 
a  year  ago.  Her  name  wuz  Marthie — 
Marthie  Ann  Snow  before  I  married  her, 
she  wuz  the  best  girl  on  earth,  I  alius 
thought,  and  I  alius  treated  her  that  way. 
But  you  know  I  had  to  bury  that  sweet 
thing  without  even  a  prayer  a-bein' 
prayed  over  her  remains.  She  was  about 
the  only  person  in  the  holler  that  could 
pray  a  decent  prayer,  and  she  never 
prayed  in  a  crowd,  but  I  heerd  her 
prayin'  sometimes  when  Laddie  got  sick, 
or  when  I  had  done  a  little  sumpin'  I  had 
no  business  to.  Sec,  this  here  little  fellow,'' 
he  asked  as  he  held  up  a  rosy  face  for 
me  to  gaze  into.  'This  is  the  chap  the  good 
Lord  give  us  just  a  year  before  He  called 
Marthie  away,  and  my,  how  she  did  love 
him.  He  cried  fur  her  till  I  nearly  went 
crazy,  after  she  died.  Miss  Somervilie, 
maybe  you  know  about  how  I  felt.  Now 
he  has  kinda  forgot  her  I  reckin'.  Any- 
way, he  seems  to  enjoy  his  blessed  little 


life,  as  long  as  I  let  him  ride  the  saddle 
and  the  plow  handle,  but  lie  ain't  in  fa- 
vor uf  staying  very  fur  from  me — bless 
his  curly  head.' 

"  'He  is  very  precious,'  I  assured  him, 
as  I  reached  to  take  him  into  my  arms, 
but  received  a  very  rude  shrug  instead, 
with  a  hasty  'Dit  away.'  Then  I  continued 
to  try  to  make  Mr.  Hamilton  feel  a  little 
better  about  his  wife's  sad  burial.  'I'm 
very  sorry,'  I  said,  'that  people  have  so 
long  neglected  these  mountain  regions. 
No  doubt  many  have  had  to  bury  their 
loved  ones  without  even  a  song  or  prayer, 
not  to  mention  a  sermon.' 

"  'Many,  including  the  most  beautiful 
child  that  ever  did  fill  a  grave  ur  ever 
will  for  that  matter,'  broke  in  Mrs. 
Wahl.  'My  own  little  Caroline.  This 
chile's  head  ain't  curly  compared  to  hers, 
and  her  hair  was  so  black,  and  she  had 
such  pretty  black  eyes.  She  closed  them 
the  last  time  singin'  a  little  song  about 
Jesus  that  Pa  taught  her  when  she  was 
three  years  old.  Pa  always  prayed,  so  did 
several  others  his  age,  who  came  here 
from  Rhode  Island,  but  when  they  all 
died  out,  we  just  begin  to  live  like 
hcathins  so  far  as  meetin'  at  the  church 
house  was  concerned;  nobody  could  lead, 
and  we  had  no  preacher,  so  we  just  quit 
trying.' 

'  'Well,  Miss,  I  drove  up  to  see  if  there 
would  be  any  chance  uf  gettin'  you  to  go 
over  to  that  grave  and  say  a  prayer  and 
tell  how  good  Marthie  wuz.  It  would 
make  me  feel  better,'  he  said,  'and  u 
Marthie  is  lookin'  down  on  us  she'd  be 
glad  I  showed  her  that  respect.' 

"The  tears  were  coursing  down  his 
face,  and  I  shall  never  forget  how  he 
looked  there,  Mother,  wiping  his  eyes 
with  a  red  bandanna,  and  trying  to  com- 
fort Laddie  who  was  puckering  his  face 
when  he  noticed  his  daddy  crying.  Mrs. 
Wahl  was  weeping  with  him,  she  had  not 
met  him  before  but  they  had  a  common 
sorrow,  and  mingled  their  tears  together. 
Those  mountain  people  feel  for  one  an- 
other. My,  but  they  are  good  folk.  There 
are  a  few  roughnecks  scattered  among 
them,  but  for  the  most  part  they  are 
precious  stones  in  the  rough,  needing  on- 
ly to  be  dug  out  and  polished.  I  fear  that 
many  are  going  to  suffer  who  have  heard 
the  call  of  God,  and  settled  down  where 
the  going  was  easy,  mother.  I'd  love  to 
have  this  home  and  you  and  my  daddy 
in  the  mountains,  but  I'm  afraid  I  will 
not  be  able  to  share  its  comforts  now; 
not  until  all  those  mountain  sides,  so  far 
as  I  can  reach,  have  heard  the  gospel 
story.  We  have  several  light  houses  now, 
and  God  is  going  to  give  me  more  work- 


ers some  day.  I'm  teaching  some  of  my 
own  converts  now,  bright  young  people, 
who  will  soon  be  able  to  take  up  the  good 
work  and  go  right  on  with  it.  But  I  must 
finish  my  story.  I  did  not  stop  to  preach, 
Mother,  just  had  to  justify  my  mountain 
anxiety  a   little. 

"I  assured  Mr.  Hamilton  that  I  would 
go  to  the  grave  for  his  sake,  but  that  I 
did  not  expect  to  do  the  dead  any  good. 
It  would  give  me  an  opportunity,  I  felt, 
to  preach  to  some  living  who  would  never 
come  to  the  little  mountain  church  in  the 
schoolhouse.  He  told  me  that  he  would 
ride  all  over  the  hills  and  hollers  to  tell 
the  people  to  come  to  the  cemetery  the 
following  Sunday  afternoon;  and  from 
the  crowd  I  saw  gathered  when  I  arrived, 
I  don't  think  he  missed  a  house  or  shanty. 

"As  I  walked  up  to  the  head  of  Mar- 
tha's grave  I  noticed  a  large  stump  which 
I  used  for  my  pulpit.  I  had  just  climbed 
up  and  opened  my  Bible,  when  a  poor  old 
woman  pulled  on  my  skirt,  'Would  you 
please  make  some  mention  of  Hiram,  he's 
lyin'  cold  in  death  right  here  a  few  feet 
away  from  Marthie  Hamilton.  See  there 
where  them  flowers  is  blowin'  in  the 
breezes?' 

"It  was  a  pitiful  sight  as  I  looked  to 
that  grave  of  Hiram's  and  a  few  others 
about  in  view.  They  had  made  new 
wreaths,  some  out  of  crepe  paper,  others 
from  magazines,  and  anything  they  could 
put  on  a  stick,  from  cotton  cloth  to  yarn 
twine.  There  were  sea  shells,  dishes,  jars 
which  held  all  the  species  of  wild  flowers, 
the  little  rose  of  Sharon,  Sweet  Williams, 
and  daisies  of  different  descriptions.  They 
had  spent  the  week  dressing  the  graves 
for  this  occasion.  On  Martha's  grave  was 
an  old  china  vase,  one  handle  broken  off, 
but  this  held  a  large  bouquet  of  daisies; 
and  it  moves  my  heart  to  this  hour  when 
I  try  to  fathom  the  love  of  the  man  who 
put  them  there.  At  the  foot  of  the  grave 
was  a  horseshoe  which  was  wrapped  in 
tinfoil,  and  tied  with  a  faded  blue  rib- 
bon. Mr.  Hamilton  explained  to  me  later 
that  the  shoe  had  hung  over  their  door  for 
good  luck  from  the  time  they  moved  into 
their  new  log  house,  and  when  bad  luck 
came  he  lost  faith  in  the  shoe,  but  kept  it 
on  the  grave  because  Marthie  loved  it. 
Stones  of  similar  size  and  shape  were  put 
around  the  small  lot,  and  these  had  been 
painted  white.  There  was  a  small  head 
stone,  one  of  few  in  the  Buffalo  Moun- 
tain graveyard.  The  body  of  the  grave 
was  covered  by  a  rose  vine,  like  the  one 
which  had  grown  over  their  front  door, 
and  it  was  in  full  bloom.  Martha's  grave 
was  indeed  pretty  for  this  occasion. 

So  many  kept  asking  me  to  make  men- 
tion of  their  dead  or  go  after  the  sermon 
and  pray  a  prayer  at  the  mounds  they  held 
dear,  that  I  finally  announced  that  I 
would  visit  as  many  graves  as  possible, 
where  those  had  been  buried  without  a 
(Continued  on  page  29) 
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0leligious  Sducation 

Excerpts  from  a  message  by  Willard  M.  Aldrich,  Editor  of  The  Doorstep  Evangel 


The  need  for  special  efforts  to  reach 
the  children  is  unquestionably  greater  to- 
day than  at  any  other  time  in  the  history 
of  the  world.  These  are  days  when  chil- 
dren no  longer  find  the  help  they  used  to 
a  generation  back.  The  God-fearing 
homes,  the  church-going  families  and  the 
Christ-honoring  churches  are  not  as  num- 
erous as  they  were.  Gone  are  the  days 
when  father  led  in  the  family  devotions, 
when  mother  gathered  the  little  ones 
around  her  knee  and  committed  them  to 
the  tender  care  of  our  Lord  before  tuck- 
ing them  in  at  night.  It  is  the  uncommon 
rather  than  the  expected  thing  to  see  the 
family  pew  filled  Sunday  after  Sunday. 
Truly  the  times  demand  a  new  approach 
to  the  child  of  today. 

The  Sunday  Schools  of  the  United 
States  are  credited  with  reach- 
ing about  one-third  of  the 
children  under  the  age  of 
twelve  years,  but  about  two- 
thirds  or  twenty-seven  millions 
of  boys  and  girls  are  receiving 
no  Bible  instruction. 

How  shall  they  know  the 
blessed  Savior  unless  they  hear 
of  Him?  "And  how  shall  they 
hear  without  a  preacher?"  "But 
there  are  preachers,"  one  might 
answer,  "and  why  do  children 
need  a  special  method  of  ap- 
proach? Are  not  the  ordinary 
channels  of  church  and  Sunday 
School  adequate?"  That  only 
one  out  of  every  three  is 
reached  with  any  sort  of  Chris- 
tian instruction  makes  it  ap- 
parent that  these  channels  are 
not  coping  with  the  great  need. 

Our  hearts  are  encouraged 
and  impressed  by  the  fact  that 
the  Lord  is  doing  a  new  thing 
and  a  great  thing  in  our  gener- 
ation to  meet  the  need  of  the 
children.  Over  the  land  there  is 
a  growing  consciousness  that 
we  must  reach  the  children. 
Where  a  generation  ago  few,  if 
any,  would  have  thought  of 
training  specifically  for  child 
evangelism,  now  growing  num- 
bers are  devoting  their  time 
and  training  to  it. 

The  Child  Evangelism  Fel- 
lowship centers  its  program 
around  Week-Day  Bible 
Classes.  These  meet  in  Chris- 
tian homes  each  week,  and  into 
these  classes  the  neighborhood 
children  are  gathered,  usually 
after  the  public  schools  have 
closed  for  the  day.  Teachers  for 


these  groups  are  recruited  from  evangeli- 
cal churches.  They  are  gathered  into 
Teacher  Training  Classes,  which  meet 
once  a  week  for  instruction,  prayer  and 
fellowship.  The  teaching  of  Bible  stories 
and  salvation  truths  is  aided  by  the  use 
of  posters  and  charts  which  readily  sug- 
gest the  ideas  to  the  children.  Some  of 
the  posters  used  are  in  the  form  of  rolls, 
perhaps  ten  or  fifteen  feet  in  length. 
Pertinent  points  of  past  lessons  are  illus- 
trated on  this  roll  and  serve  as  a  review. 

In  some  areas  the  Fellowship  carries  on 
open-air  meetings.  In  the  great  foreign 
centers  of  large  cities  and  among  the 
negro  children  of  the  South  this  method 
has  been  especially  successful. 

Colportage  work  among  the  children 
living   in   the   sparsely  populated   areas   is 


"Dear  Lord,  I  do  not  ask 

That  Thou  shouldest  give  me  some  high   work   of 

Some  noble  calling,  or  some  wondrous  task. 

Give  me  a  little  hand  to  hold  in  mine; 

Give  me  a  little  child  to  point  the   way 

Over  the  strange  sweet  path  that  leads  to  Thee; 

Give  me  a  little  voice  to  teach  to  pray; 

Give  me  two  shining  eyes  Thy  face  to  see. 

The  only  crown  1  ask,  dear  Lord,  to  wear 

Is  this:  That  I  may  teach  a  little  child. 

/  do  not  ask  that  I  may  ever  stand 

Among  the  wise,  the  worthy,  or  the  great; 

I  only  ask  that  softly,  hand  in  hand, 

A  child  and  I  may  enter  at  the  gate." 


another  avenue  of  friutful  ministry.  An 
illustrated  Bible  story  booklet  is  used  to 
bring  the  Gospel  story  to  the  children. 
Helpful  literature  is  both  given  away  and 
sold,  and  the  plan  is  to  visit  each  home 
again  in  a  year  after  the  first  call. 

In  the  South  many  cities  and  counties 
have  consented  to  have  Fellowship  teach- 
ers take  one  hour  a  week  during  the  school 
time  for  definite  Bible  study  and  mem- 
ory work,  giving  the  fullest  opportunity 
for  evangelism. 

The  Child  Evangelism  Fellowship  has 
grown  to  international  proportions.  The 
work  has  spread  through  nearly  every 
state  and  province  of  the  North  Ameri- 
can continent,  has  swept  through  Cen- 
tral America  well  into  South  America. 
J.  Irvin  Overholtzcr  is  the  director  of  the 
Fellowship  and  Dr.  Paul  W.  Rood  is  the 
president  of  the  International  Committee. 
Directors  are  placed  at  the  head  of  each 
state  or  province,  and  again  in  every 
city,  county  or  town. 

Each  officer  and  teacher  must  believe 
in  the  fundamentals  of  the 
Christian  faith  and  sign  a  doc- 
trinal statement  provided  by 
the  Fellowship.  Each  must  be- 
lieve, too,  that  little  children 
should  be  shown  their  need  ot 
salvation  and  that  the  Gospel 
should  be  faithfully  and  simply 
presented  to  them  along  with 
an  opportunity  to  accept 
Christ  as  their  Savior. 

Neither  words  nor  statistics 
can  give  an  adequate  account 
of  the  far-reaching  blessed  re- 
sults of  the  Child  Evangelism 
Fellowship,  nor  will  space  al- 
low an  attempt  at  either.  But 
in  order  to  give  an  example  of 
the  tremendous  work  of  grace 
that  is  being  wrought  in  the 
lives  of  thousands  of  children, 
permit  me  to  select  at  random 
excerpts  from  the  circular 
dated  June  2  8,  which  was  writ- 
ten by  Mr.  Overholtzer. 

He  writes  of  the  Week-Day 
Bible  Classes  in  the  Chicago 
area: 

"During  the  last  year  they 
have  had  about  15,000  chil- 
dren enrolled  in  their  classes 
with  4,700  professing  to  accept 
Christ.  They  have  had  about 
1,000  workers,  teachers  and 
hostesses,  200  of  these  Moody 
students.  Last  year  they  had 
their  closing  rally  in  the  audi- 
torium of  the  Moody  Bible  In- 
stitute with  1,800  children 
present,  but  this  year  they  held 
it  in  the  great  Moody  Church 
with  about  2,5  00  children  pres- 
ent, and  160  children  accepted 
Christ   at   this   meeting.   While 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


our  hearts  arc  filled  with  joy  because  of 
these  many  children  reached  and  won,  it 
will  give  you  some  fair  idea  of  the  im- 
mensity of  the  task  that  faces  the  Lord's 
people  when  I  tell  you  that  there  are 
8  00,000  children  in  Chicago  alone  who 
are  attending  a  Sunday  School  or  home 
Bible  class." 

Concerning  the  open-air  ministry  in 
Chicago,  Mr.  Overholtzer  writes,  "Last 
year  Chicago  had  eighty-six  open-air 
workers  who  reported  having  given  the 
Gospel  to  eight  hundred  and  eighty-five 
groups,  with  3,648  hearing  the  Gospel 
and   1,649  professing  to  accept  Christ." 

A  gripping  story  of  open-air  work  in 
Minneapolis  is  related:  "From  October 
8  to  November  20  eight  or  ten  men  stu- 
dents of  the  Northwestern  Bible  School 
met  in  the  home  of  one  of  our  Fellowship 
friends  each  Sunday  morning.  They 
formed  a  circle  on  their  knees,  asking  the 
Holy  Spirit  to  use  them.  Then  they  went 
out  two  bv  two  to  win  children  in  the 
open  air.  During  those  weeks  they  re- 
ported that  five  hundred  children  had 
accepted  Christ.  To  each  one  a  Gospel  of 
John  was  given  and  a  Children's  Guide 
Book." 

The  Teacher  Training  Class  in  Phila- 
delphia has  had  one  hundred  thirty  in  at- 
tendance. At  the  closing  meeting  of  this 
class  one  hundred  of  its  members  volun- 
teered to  do  open-air  work  this  summer. 

From  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Denis  F.  Mildon, 
directors  of  the  Province  of  Quebec, 
comes  this  word,  "Since  organizing  last 
February  well  over  two  hundred  children 
and  young  people  have  found  Christ  as 
their  Savior." 

Rev.  J.  Max  Cook,  state  Fellowship  di- 
rector for  Florida,  reported  that  approx- 
imately 3,000  children  have  accepted 
Christ.  Most  of  these  were  won  in  Bible 
classes  held  right  in  the  public  schools 
once  a  week. 

The  same  Lord  who  touched  the  hearts 
of  the  devoted  men  and  women  who  car- 
ry on  the  work  of  the  Child  Evangelism 
has  given  the  vision  of  winning  children 
to  Christ  to  the  Children's  Bible  Mission, 
of  which  T.  M.  Davies  is  General  Secre- 
tary. A  different  method,  a  different  ap- 
proach but  essentially  the  same  vision 
characterizes  the  work  of  the  children's 
Bible  Mission,  whose  stated  object  is,  "to 
reach  the  greatest  number  of  boys  and 
girls  in  the  shortest  possible  time." 

Mr.  G.  A.  Fields,  deputation  secretary 
of  the  Mission,  describes  the  methods  cm- 
ployed:  "Missionaries  are  sent  into  the 
rural  public  schools,  and  they  give  the 
boys  and  girls  awards  for  memorizing 
Scripture.  Our  plan  is  very  simple,  but 
effective,  especially  in  the  great  South- 
land. The  work  extends  from  lonely  out- 
lands  of  interior  Florida  to  the  mountain 
cabins  of  Virginia. 

"Our  missionaries  go  from  school  to 
school   giving   the  boys   and   girls  awards 


as  follows:  For  memorizing  John  3:16,  a 
Gospel  of  John.  Underneath  the  cover  of 
the  Gospel  are  listed  twenty-five  verses, 
which,  when  memorized,  entitles  a  child 
to  a  New  Testament.  When  the  New  Tes- 
tament is  received,  the  student  notices  the 
strip  of  paper  pasted  under  the  cover  on 
which  are  listed  three  hundred  verses,  the 
twenty-five  already  memorized  for  a  New 
Testament,  twenty-five  more  for  a  Gos- 
pel Story  Book,  fifty  more  for  a  wall 
motto,  and  for  the  next  one  hundred 
verses,  making  a  total  of  two  hundred,  a 
Bible  is  given.  When  the  child  memorizes 
yet  another  one  hundred  verses,  making  a 
total  of  three  hundred,  he  is  entitled  to 
seven  days  in  one  of  our  own  Christian 
camps  without  charge." 

Truly  the  Living  Word  is  able  to  make 
wise  unto  salvation  and  to  cleanse  the 
heart  that  is  filled  with  it.  The  Children's 
Bible  Mission  moves  upon  sound  principles 
in  basing  its  hope  of  reaching  the  chil- 
dren for  Christ  upon  the  Word  that  will 
not  return  void  unto  God  who  gave  it. 
Sound  also  is  the  psychology  which  offers 
the  children  an  ascending  scale  of  rewards 
culminating  in  the  week  at  the  summer 
Bible  camp. 

Cause  for  thanksgiving  to  God  lies  in 
the  report  that  this  mission  has  enrolled 
nearly  1,000  public  schools  in  the  Scrip- 
ture memory  work  and  has  started  about 
100,000  boys  and  girls  memorizing  God's 
Word. 

Hoofs  of  Brass 

(Continued  from  page  27) 
service,  and  would  come  back  at  different 
afternoons  with  members  of  the  families. 
This  I  could  soon  do,  for  the  graveyard 
was  small.  I  shall  never  forget  the  glad 
expectancy  which  shincd  from  those  sun- 
tanned faces  as  I  began  'Sweet  Bye  and 
Bye.'  Hats  went  off,  and  faces  went  up, 
tears  streamed  down  their  cheeks  as  we 
continued,  all  of  them  helping  sing  since 
they  were  acquainted  with  this  good 
hymn.  Shouting  broke  out  among  two  or 
three  of  the  old  women,  who  had  not  been 
taken  as  yet  by  death,  and  who  seldom 
got  out  except  on  Decoration  Day.  When 
we  had  finished,  I  confirmed  the  theolo- 
gy of  this  hymn  by  reading  John  14  and 
spoke  of  the  morning  of  the  great  resur- 
rection, when  the  good  Martha  who  laid 
at  my  feet  now  would  come  forth  im- 
mortal to  be  forever  with  the  Lord.  I 
spoke  a  few  words  about  her  life,  (that 
which  had  been  told  me)  and  then  to 
satisfy  the  old  woman,  I  mentioned  Hi- 
ram who  had  always  lived  a  Christian 
life  and  died  in  the  faith.  I  did  not  for- 
get the  curly-haired  Caroline,  and  all  the 
other  little  boys  and  girls  who  were  safe 
in  the  arms  of  Jesus.  Faces  lighted  up  as 
I  mentioned  those  about  whom  I  had  been 
told.  Admonition  was  then  given  to  the 
living,  and  last  I  read  Martha's  obituary. 
The  stone  fence  became  an  altar  rail  for 


a  few  minutes  as  strong  men  came  and 
knelt  to  pray,  mothers  also  came,  and 
young  people,  boys  and  girls,  in  fact,  the 
Decoration  Day  ended  in  a  great  revival. 

'  'We  cannot  close  this  revival,  I  said 
as  I  shook  hands  with  the  newly  con- 
verted who  were  rejoicing  in  the  old- 
fashioned  way,  'tonight  we  will  have 
services  here  in  the  holler.  Is  there  a  build- 
ing?'( 

"  'Nothing,  but  a  blacksmith  shed,' 
Mr.  Hamilton  answered,  'that  would  seat 
any  number.' 

'  'Then  get  it  ready  by  seven-thirty,'  I 
said,  'we  will  have  services  tonight.' 

"  'See  the  good  Lord  was  pleased  by 
Marthie's  service,'  Troy  Hamilton  said, 
as  he  pushed  through  the  crowd  and  shook 
my  hand.  'Why,  there  was  old  Roy  Allen 
a-kneelin'  there  at  the  grave,  and  he  was 
never  knowed  to  pray  before  in  his  life.  I 
guess  he  got  the  idee  he  wanted  to  rise  up 
when  all  these  graves  wuz  opened;  say, 
but  I  never  did  hear  a  preacher  preach 
about  the  resurrection  jist  like  you  did; 
but  I  know  you  preached  it  straight,  fur 
you  said  Jesus  had  prepared  a  mansion 
fur  my  good  womern  and  she  was  always 
talking  about  it,  and  when  she  was  sick, 
she  actually  seen  it  ...  .  Shake  the 
preacher's  hand,  Laddie,'  he  continued  as 
I  started  to  turn  to  talk  with  others. 
'Don't  you  think  he  is  a  purty  little  fel- 
ler?' he  asked,  showing  no  hesitancy  at 
complimenting  his  son. 

"From  grave  to  grave  I  went  praying 
only  that  the  living  might  realize  the  cer- 
tainty of  death  and  make  preparation,  and 
offering  thanks  for  the  influence  of  the 
ones  gone  on.  Night  soon  fell,  and  we 
left  in  order  to  get  to  the  shed  for  church. 
We  did  not  go  back  up  the  mountain  be- 
fore services.  Mr.  Wahl  was  always  will- 
ing to  make  any  sacrifice;  the  cows  could 
be  milked  after  church  he  reasoned,  for 
one  soul  was  worth  more  than  all  his 
herd.  The  Wahls  were  not  so  ignorant  of 
the  world  and  its  progress  as  many  others 
there,  neither  were  they  illiterate.  Al- 
though they  had  acquired  some  of  the 
mountain  customs  and  expressions,  they 
had  refinement  and  wisdom  that  was  not 
found  among  the  majority,  and  they  made 
such  wonderful  companions  for  me  from 
the  day  I  got  there.  I  don't  know  what 
I  should  have  done  without  their  constan- 
cy and  interest,  and  I'm  so  glad  they  will 
still  be  in  the  mountains  when  I  go  back 
again.  I  most  feel  like  I'm  going  back 
home,  mother,"  I  said  as  I  drew  my  chair 
a  little  closer. 

"But  you  arc  not  going  soon  I  hope, 
Mary  Jane.  Your  experiences  do  thrill 
me,  and  I  rejoice  in  each  victory  won, 
my  dear.  But  I  most  feel  if  you  are  de- 
termined to  go  back,  we  must  locate  near- 
er where  your  work  calls  you,  that  we 
might  see  you  oftener.  Now  con- 
tinue your  story  about  the  shed  revival." 
(To  be  continued) 
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Good  Manners  Mean  a  Lot 

(Continued  from  page  7) 
and  will  not  disarrange  things  or  spoil 
anything.  Mother  is  going  to  take  this 
little  book  and  some  colored  pencils  so 
you  can  sit  on  the  porch  and  color  the 
pictures.  You  can  put  bright  dresses  on 
the  little  girls  and  gay  ties  on  the  boys, 
and  make  the  water  green  and  the  sky 
blue."  Of  course,  that  book  has  been 
waiting  for  just  such  a  use  and  has  not 
been  shown  to  the  child  before. 

The  average  home-maker  will  find  it 
a  great  help  also  to  have  a  little  box  of 
simple  toys  which  a  young  guest  can  en- 
joy. In  that  case  the  mother  of  the  child 
should  see  to  it  that  all  those  toys  are 
picked  up  and  put  into  the  box  where 
they  belong  before  going  home. 

One  mother  known  to  the  writer  was 
a  very  fine  Scotch  lady  of  education  and 
culture.  She  made  it  a  point  whenever  she 
could  to  take  her  young  daughter,  Anna, 
and  her  young  son,  Alec,  with  her  when 
she  went  to  make  a  call  and  it  was  con- 
venient to  do  so.  Afterwards  she  took 
pains  to  talk  over  with  Anna  and  Alec 
anything  which  they  had  done  which  was 
especially  commendable,  as  well  as  any- 
thing which  could  be  improved  upon. 

Begin  early  to  train  the  children  in  the 
right  sort  of  social  rules  and  then  there 
will  be  no  reason  for  embarrassment  when 
they  are  taken  away  from  home. 

Victory  in  the  Wilderness 

(Continued  from  page  10) 
never  promised  to  do.  It  would  have 
astonished  the  natives  if  Jesus  had 
come  smoothly  down  and  landed  un- 
hurt amid  the  crowds  in  the  Temple  area. 
Take  this  swift  way  to  fame  and  power, 
says  the  tempter;  cast  thyself  down,  for 
it  is  written,  "He  shall  give  his  angels 
charge  concerning  thee:  and  in  their 
hands  shall  they  bear  thee  up,  lest  at  any 
time  thou  dash  thy  foot  against  a  stone." 

The  temptation  was  peculiarly  subtle 
because  it  was  re-enforced  by  a  Scripture 
that  seemed  immediately  to  apply  to  the 
case.  But  it  not  really  applies,  for  the  an- 
gels are  sent  to  guard  those  who  dwell  in 
the  secret  place  of  the  Most  High,  and  not 
to  protect  rash  creatures  who  are  unwill- 
ing to  wait  God's  time.  When  we  begin 
to  honk  our  horns  for  Providence  to  hurry 
up,  we  are  taking  a  dangerous  course. 
Jesus  answered,  "It  is  written  again,  Thou 
shalt  not  tempt  the  Lord  thy  God." 

May  it  not  exasperate  the  Most  High  to 
have  impatient  and  presumptuous  men 
expect  Him  to  do  things  which  He  has 
never  promised  to  do?  To  begin  a  lifework 
without  patient  preparation,  to  make  un- 
necessary purchases  and  trust  God  to  help 
us  pay  for  them,  to  risk  health  without 
needed  precautions  are  examples  of  this 
kind  of  presumption.  A  young  missionary 
in  India  was  warned  against  going  out  in- 
to the  blazing  sun  without  his  helmet  and 


umbrella  but  he  quoted  the  promise,  "The 
sun  shall  not  smite  thee  by  day,  nor  the 
moon  by  night."  But  a  severe  sunstroke 
soon  sent  him  back  to  America. 
An  Imperial  Vision 

"Again,  the  devil  taketh  him  up  into 
an  exceeding  high  mountain,  and  sheweth 
him  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world,  and 
the  glory  of  them."  Perhaps  the  evange- 
list means  that  a  vision  of  mighty  power 
and  glory  was  spread  out  before  the 
imagination  of  Jesus.  Never  before  had 
such  a  gorgeous  pageant  been  displayed 
before  the  mind  of  man.  And  Jesus,  of 
course,  was  conscious  of  His  genius.  He 
was  not  merely  a  great  teacher  and  phi- 
losopher; He  had  more  than  the  spirit  of 
wisdom  and  understanding.  He  had  the 
spirit  of  counsel  and  of  might.  He  knew 
that  He  had  it  in  His  power  to  be  a  world 
conquerer.  All  that  was  needed  was  to 
adopt  the  tactics  of  a  shrewd,  compro- 
mising politician,  and  rouse  His  people 
to  warlike  fury.  But  if  He  had  led  an 
army  in  bloody  conquest,  instead  of  our 
singing  "How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus" 
sounds  in  a  believer's  ear,  it  soothes  his 
sorrows,  heals  his  wounds,  and  drives 
away  his  fear,  multitudes  would  have 
shuddered  at  the  thought  of  Him. 

So  Jesus  deliberately  determined  to  use 
no  such  methods,  and  make  no  compro- 
mise that  would  hasten  His  rise  to  power 
at  the  expense  of  His  permanent  influ- 
ence. 

How  does  the  modern  man  fall  down 
and  worship  Satan?  He  does  it  by  assum- 
ing that  he  cannot  accomplish  certain 
good  ends  without  resorting  to  evil  means. 
The  debt  on  the  house  of  God  is  paid  off 
by  questionable  methods.  The  church 
casts  its  pearls  before  swine  by  making  a 
rich  old  sinner  a  deacon  in  order  to  get 
from  him  a  large  subscription.  The  of- 
ficial board  demands  that  the  pastor  soft 
pedal  on  the  social  gospel  in  order  to  pla- 
cate a  plutocra  who  does  not  wish  to 
hear  that  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount  ap- 
plies to  business.  Jesus  knew  that  the  end 
does  not  justify  the  means  but,  alas,  the 
means  determines  the  end.  So  he  said, 
"Get  thee  hence,  Satan:  for  it  is  writ- 
ten, Thou  shalt  worship  the  Lord  thy 
God,  and  him  only  shalt  thou  serve." 

After  Jesus  had  resisted  all  these  temp- 
tations, we  are  told  that  angels  came  and 
ministered  unto  Him.  Every  man  who  has 
fought  and  won  in  a  fierce  battle  against 
temptation  knows  what  that  means. 
There  is  no  thrill  like  the  thrill  after  a 
victorious  battle  with  temptations. 

"So  Jesus  returned  in  the  power  of  the 
Spirit  into  Galilee  ....  And  he  taught  in 
their  synagogues,  being  glorified  of  all," 
Luke  4:14,  IS.  His  program  was  definite 
and  clear,  His  surrender  to  it  absolute, 
and  His  personal  power  that  which  God 
gives  to  those  alone  who  endure  fierce 
temptation  and  conquer  through  His 
grace. 


Why  I  Know  the  Bible  Is  the  Word 
of  God 

(Continued  fiom  page   8) 
leave  me  stone  blind." 

On  the  other  hand,  here  is  an  ignorant 
old  Indian  with  gray  hair  and  wrinkled 
face  but  with  the  light  of  God's  peace 
shining  in  his  countenance,  and  his  hand 
upon  the  Bible  he  loved  so  much.  And 
when  asked  why  the  "Big  Praying  Book" 
as  he  called  it,  was  so  dear  to  him,  he  an- 
swered, "Big  night!  All  dark!  No  light! 
Dark  night!  Above  dark!  Inside,  big  dark 
night.  This  Book,  rising  sun.  Make  light 
for  feet;  words  sweet.  I  keep  Big  Praying 
Book  near." 

I  quite  well  understand  that  there  are 
some  things  in  connection  with  this 
Book  that  are  mysterious  and  beyond  the 
smartest  of  us — beyond  human  ken.  Just 
another  evidence  that  a  mind  greater 
than  ours  produced  it.  Indeed,  a  religion 
that  has  no  mystery  is  its  own  best  refuta- 
tion. 

But  there  is  something  after  all  about 
a  simple  faith  like  that  of  the  old  Indian 
before  which  one  can  well  afford  to  stand 
with  uncovered  head,  and  I  am  reminded 
of  the  words  of  that  great  scholar  and 
statesman  of  Holland,  Abraham  Kuyper, 
"What  remarkable  words  they  are,"  he 
said. 

"If  then,  after  all  legitimate  examina- 
tion and  explanation  there  still  remains  in 
the  text  seeming  inexplicables,  cruces  in- 
terpretum,  before  which,  not  I — for  that 
implies  nothing — but  all  confessing  the- 
ologians stand,  even  then  I  do  not  hesi- 
tate a  moment  to  say  in  the  hearing  of  the 
whole  scientific  world,  that  facing  the 
choice  between  leaving  this  question  un- 
answered, and  with  the  simple-minded 
people  of  God  confessing  my  ignorance, 
or  with  the  learned  ethical  brethren  from 
scientific  logicalness  rejecting  the  infalli- 
bility of  Scripture,  I  firmly  choose  the 
first,  and  with  my  whole  soul  shrink 
back  from  the  last." 

Have  these  wizards  of  science  like  Kel- 
vin, Lodge,  and  Tesla;  giants  of  states- 
manship like  Webster,  Lloyd  George,  and 
Roosevelt;  master  poets  like  Tennyson, 
Milton,  and  Longfellow;  mighty  philoso- 
phers like  Bacon,  Newton,  and  Romanes; 
world  renowned  artists  like  Angelo,  Mur- 
rillo,  and  Rubens;  world  historians  like 
Macauley,  Bancroft  and  Redpath;  and 
uncounted  thousands  of  others  stupen- 
dous intellects  as  well  as  the  countless 
millions  of  humbleminded  folk  of  God 
who  have  trusted  in  this  Bible  as  the 
veritable  Word  of  God  to  them — have 
they  all  been  deceived? 

Are  these  intellectual  Titans  justified 
in  their  estimate  of  this  Book, — this  Book 
which  has  been  subjected  to  the  furnace 
heat  of  trial  and  keenest  critical  investi- 
gation through  all  the  centuries  gone?  A 
fire  which  has  contemptuously  burned 
up  the     cosmogony  of   the  Shaster,  the 
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Ptolemaic  system  of  astronomy,  the  ab- 
surd fables  of  the  Koran  and  the  authori- 
ty of  science  and  philosophy  on  scores 
of  contested  points, — this  Book  whose 
pages  are  still  stained  with  the  tears  of 
silver-haired  saints,  whose  promises  are 
still  the  widow's  stay  as  she  sits  in  pover- 
ty with  her  fatherless  children,  whose 
pledge  of  a  resurrection  is  still  the  only 
lamp  that  shines  for  the  dying  child  of 
God  through  the  dark  valley  of  the  shad- 
ow of  death?  Or  have  these  millions 
leaned  and  are  these  millions  leaning  to- 
day upon  a  weak  and  rotten  reed  which 
gives  way  and  breaks  beneath  the  slight- 
est test? 

There  are  other  Bibles  in  the  world  to- 
day; the  Koran  of  the  Mohammedans;  the 
Eddas  of  the  Scandinavians;  the  Tripito- 
kas  of  the  Buddhists,  the  Zendavesta  of 
the  Persians  and  the  Scriptures  of  the 
Christians.  What  evidence  have  I  that 
this  Book,  this  Bible  of  all  the  Bibles  in 
the  world,  is  alone  the  Word  of  God  in 
the  sense  that  the  holy  men  of  old,  who 
wrote  it,  wrote  as  they  were  inspired  in  a 
special  way  by  the  Spirit  of  God  for  the 
distinct  purpose  of  revealing  His  will  con- 
cerning us  and  the  plan  by  which  He  is  to 
redeem  the  world  unto  Himself? 

It  is  to  the  consideration  of  just  this 
that  I  want  you  to  give  yourself  earnest- 
ly and  thoughtfully  in  the  articles  which 
are  to  follow. 

(To  be  continued) 

"Inasmuch  ..." 

(Continued  from  page  6) 
sion  station  in  the  mountains.  The  family 
gathered  around  the  father  as  he  pried 
off  the  lid.  All  were  quiet — even  the 
youngest  little  girl.  Of  course,  it  didn't 
do  any  good  to  hope,  thought  the  six- 
teen-year-old daughter,  yet  one  couldn't 
help  wishing — . 

The  last  nail  came  out  and  simultan- 
eously with  the  lifting  of  the  lid  came  a 
joyous  cry  of  delight  as  Joyce's  beautiful 
dolly  was  hugged  close  in  the  arms  of  the 
little  girl  who  truly  had  never  had  a 
dolly  like  this. 

When  the  box  had  been  all  unpacked, 
the  family  knelt  in  prayer  and  offered 
broken  words  of  thanks  to  the  Father 
above  and  invoked  His  richest  blessings 
upon  the  people  who  had  sent  the  gifts. 

But  to  the  little  group  who  packed  the 
box  the  greatest  blessing  was  in  knowing 
that  inasmuch  as  they  had  done  it  for 
others  they  had  done  it  unto  Him;  and 
they  rejoiced  in  the  privilege  of  giving 
good  gifts  to  the  Christ  of  Christmas. — 
The  Sunday  School  Banner. 

Perfectly  Free 

(Continued  from  page  9) 
was  not  to  be  convinced.  "I'm  going  to 
walk  just  where  I  like,"  she  said.  "We've 
got  liberty  now."  We  are  as  thoughtless 
as  that  old  woman.  Freedom  is  not  a  ques- 


tion of  our  doing  as  we  like;  it  is  rather  a 
question  of  our  doing  as  we  ought. — W. 
S.  Bowdcn. 

A  Good  Name 

(Continued  from  page  5) 
boy  in  the  school   believed  him,   and  al- 
most envied  his  good  name. 

Dr.  Woods  said  no  more  on  the  sub- 
ject, except  these  words:  "Let  every  boy 
learn  from  this  incident  the  worth  of  a 
good  name,  especially  when  appearances 
are  against  him." 

How  came  James'  handkerchief  in  the 
conservatory?  For,  as  I  have  said,  it  was 
contrary  to  the  rules  of  the  school  for  a 
boy  to  enter  there  unbidden.  James  had 
lent  it  to  a  boy  named  John  Rand  to  tic 
up  some  nuts  the  day  before,  when  they 
had  a  little  ramble  together.  The  boy  for- 
got to  return  it.  He  also  forgot  the  rule 
of  the  school  against  entering  the  conser- 
vatory, but  seeing  the  door  open,  rushed 
in  to  look  at  some  rare  flowers.  The  hand- 
kerchief, being  partly  out  of  his  pocket, 
dropped  upon  the  floor. 

See  the  evils  of  needless  forgetfulness. 
The  boy  had  exposed  a  schoolmate  to  cen- 
sure; and,  had  it  not  been  for  James 
Howard's  good  name,  his  teacher  would 
surely  have  thought  him  to  be  the  offend- 
er. At  least,  so  thought  John  Rand. 

How  ashamed  he  felt  when  Dr.  Woods 
said  those  words  about  a  good  name.  The 
words  kept  ringing  in  his  ears.  He  had 
broken  a  rule  of  the  school,  and  was 
afraid  to  own  it.  He  thought  the  doctor 
would  despise  him  if  he  knew  it,  and  so 
would  the  boys.  All  the  day,  all  that 
night,  he  had  no  peace.  At  length  he  went 
to  see  James.  He  was  not  afraid  to  tell 
him  all  about  it. 

"I  did  forget  it,  James,  truly — 
honestly  I  did,"  said  the  boy;  "but  I'm 
afraid  the  doctor  won't  believe  me,  as  he 
does  you." 

"Yes,  he  will,"  replied  James.  "You 
have  been  so  short  a  time  in  school,  there's 
some  excuse  for  you.  Go  at  once  and  own 
up;  for  the  longer  you  put  it  off  the 
harder  it  will  be.  Always  own  a  fault  at 
once.  Don't  be  afraid;  the  doctor  will 
forgive  you." 

Thus  encouraged,  the  boy  went  to  Dr. 
Woods,  confessed  his  fault,  and  was  for- 
given; and  he  learned  a  lesson  about  for- 
getfulness which  he  always  remembered. 
— Author  Unknown. 

Sally  Jo 

(Continued  from  page  3) 
There  was  something  awe-inspiring  in 
the  sight,  and  voices  were  hushed  to  soft- 
ness. 

"What  do  you  think  of  it,  Sally  Jo?" 
Miriam  was  watching  the  glow  and  won- 
der on  the  face  beside  her. 

"I  never  saw  anything  like  it  in  my 
life.  I  feel  that  I  am  standing  on  the  edge 
of  the  world." 


"That's  worth  coming  up  for,  isn't  it? 
Lelia  asked. 

Sally  Jo  nodded.  "It  makes  one  feel  so 
small  and  insignificant." 

A  pleased  smile  lighted  the  faces  of  the 
girls  who  had  been  there  before.  The 
ability  to  appreciate  fully  this  glorious 
view  was  usually  evidence  of  one  who 
would  enter  into  the  best  the  camp  had  to 
offer. 

Back  to  the  camp  they  trudged, 
through  the  aftersunset  glow. 

"Come  over  to  Welikit,"  Sally  Jo  in- 
vited hospitably,  as  they  started  up  the 
path. 

"What's  that?"  Evaline  Warner  asked, 
curiously. 

"That  is  the  name  of  the  habitation 
yonder,  where  our  goodly  company  is 
domiciled  for  a  fortnight,"  replied  Sally 
Jo  with  a  flourish  and  a  low  bow.  "We 
like  it,  and  we  say  so." 

The  girls  laughed.  "Let's  name  ours," 
Nell  Nichols  suggested. 

Several  names  were  mentioned,  but 
none  seemed  to  strike  their  fancy  until 
quiet  little  Evaline  Warner  remarked, 
rather  irrelevantly,  "We're  awfully  far 
away  from  the  dining-room." 

"Right  you  are,  Ev,  and  that's  the 
name  for  us,  'Faraway.'  What  do  you 
say,  gang?"  Nell  looked  about  at  the 
others  inquiringly. 

"Okay,"   they  voted   unanimously. 

"The  gang  from  Faraway  and  the 
bunch  from  Welikit.  There's  going  to  be 
something  doing  every  minute." 

"It's  time  to  do  the  next  thing  right 
now,"  Millie  Foster  remarked.  "It's  almost 
time  for  meeting." 

"So  it  is,"  Miriam  and  Nell  answered 
in  a  breath.  "Come  on,  girls,  hurry  up. 
Let's  all  go  in  together." 

There  was  a  great  scurrying,  while  the 
girls  gathered  up  books,  flashlights, 
sweaters,  and  anything  else  they  might 
want,  and  a  few  minutes  later  they  were 
trailing  over  the  pathway  that  led  to  the 
hall. 

It  was  the  one  place  Miriam  had  not 
shown  to  Sally  Jo.  She  wanted  her  to  see 
it  first  just  as  she  thought  it  would  ap- 
pear tonight,  and  she  was  not  disap- 
pointed. It  was  a  pretty  sight  that  met 
their  eyes  as  they  stood  for  a  moment  in 
the  doorway. 

The  great  barn-like  interior  was  taste- 
fully decorated  with  evergreens,  potted 
plants  and  vases  of  cut  flowers.  Some  un- 
usual looking  maps  and  charts  hung  on 
the  walls.  At  one  end  of  the  room  was  a 
small  raised  platform  and  beside  it  a  piano 
around  which  were  grouped  a  number  of 
girls  with  various  musical  instruments. 
Facing  them  were  row  after  row  of  hap- 
py-faced girls  seated  in  the  form  of  a 
semi-circle,  the  very  centre  of  which  was 
filled   with   young  girls  sitting   Japanese 
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fashion  on  cushions  on  the  floor.  The 
whole  place  was  softly  yet  sufficiently 
lighted  by  hanging  lamps,  and  at  the 
farther  end  crackled  and  blazed  a  cheery 
wood  fire  in  a  great  open  fireplace,  for 
the  evening  on  the  mountain  top  was 
chilly. 

"We  can't  all  sit  together  unless  we  go 
pretty  far  back,"  Miriam  whispered.  "Let 
us  scatter  and  sit  where  we  can  tonight." 
She  seized  Sally  Jo's  arm  and  piloted 
her  over  to  two  empty  seats  well  toward 
the  front. 

A  gray-haired  woman  with  strong, 
sweet  face  full  of  cheer  and  courage  was 
speaking.  There  was  about  her  something 
that  betokened  a  spirit  forever  young,  as 
though  intimate  and  sympathetic  contact 
with  girls  for  many  years  had  made  and 
kept  her  a  girl  always.  Yet  the  deepest, 
truest  mother  love  shone  in  the  soft 
brown  eyes  that  sparkled  so  merrily  as 
she  looked  out  over  her  constantly  chang- 
ing family,  for  here  was  the  mother  of  the 
camp. 

A  young  woman  led  them  in  singing 
some  choruses.  There  was  a  brief  message 
from  a  camp  visitor,  some  more  singing, 
and  the  company  filed  out  into  the  night. 
Sally  Jo  lingered  behind.  She  found  her- 
self standing  near  the  camp  mother, 
watching  with  fascinated  eyes  the  play  of 
expression  and  feeling  as  she  greeted  the 
girls.  Here  was  a  women  she  could  confide 
in,  here  was  someone  she  could  trust. 
Could  she,  she  wondered,  go  to  her  and 
tell  her  all  about  Dunstan  Perry,  Dunstan 
who  had  come  into  her  life  almost  in  a 
day  and  then  left  it?  Could  she  whisper 
to  her  about  the  struggle  she  had  to  give 
up  that  imaginary  key  to  her  heart? 
Would  she  be  able  to  understand  that 
vague  yet  real  impression  that  God  had 
taken  Mr.  Barnett  away  from  her  because 
he  was  not  His  choice?  Would  she  be  able 
to  tell  her  whether  these  were  only  silly 
thoughts,  or  if  God  was  speaking? 

"Sally  Jo,  are  you  coming  with  us?  We 
were  half  way  to  Welikit  and  then  found 
you  were  not  along.  We  thought  you  got 
lost."  Lelia  drew  her  away,  but  not  be- 
fore the  little  camp  mother  had  caught 
the  wistful  look,  and  smiled  understand- 
ingly  into  the  eyes  that  seemed  to  be 
thinking  such  long,  deep  thoughts. 

It  was  fun  to  go  to  sleep  in  a  shack  in 
the  woods,  to  lie  in  the  cot  after  the  bell 
had  rung  for  quiet,  and  look  out  through 
the  dark  trees  stirring  with  the  soft  night 
wind.  There  was  something  thrilling 
about  the  experience,  even  though  other 
shacks  and  tents  were  near. 

Sally  Jo  thought  she  would  lie  awake 
long  and  think  that  first  night,  while  she 
watched  the  moonlight  playing  through 
the  leaves.  But  she  closed  her  eyes  for 
just  a  minute,  and  the  next  sound  she 
heard  was  a  robin  singing  as  though  his 
throat  would  burst,  as  he  welcomed  the 
rosy  dawn  in  the  east. 
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She  sat  up,  and  then  she  slid  stealthily 
out  of  bed  and  began  to  dress.  She  wanted 
to  see  the  woods  in  the  early  morning.  She 
loved  to  hear  bird  songs,  but  she  wanted 
to  see  the  songsters.  The  rest  in  the  shack 
were  still  asleep,  and  she  made  not  a  sound 
as  she  slipped  out  the  door  and  was  soon 
picking  her  steps  through  the  woodland 
path  that  led  away  from  the  camp. 

She  sat  down  on  an  old  fallen  tree, 
while  she  drank  in  eagerly  the  quiet 
beauty  of  the  woods.  She  tried  to  read  a 
little,  but  instead  listened  enchanted  to 
the  bird  chorus  all  about  her.  From  a  tree 
trunk  a  little  chipmunk  eyed  her  curious- 
ly, birds  came  low  on  the  branches  and 
twittered  and  sang,  a  big  red  squirrel 
chattered  and  scolded  from  his  safe  van- 
tage ground  in  the  tree  top. 

The  sun  rose  higher  through  the  trees, 
and  the  sound  of  the  rising  bell  warned 
her  that  the  camp  was  astir.  Almost  re- 
luctantly she  made  her  way  back  to  We- 
likit. 

As  she  passed  one  of  the  shacks,  Nell 
called  gaily,  "Did  the  early  bird  catch  the 
worm?" 

There  were  the  girls  from  Faraway 
watching  her  as  she  came  down  the  path. 
"Something  better  than  a  worm,"  Sally 
Jo  responded.  "Girls,  it  is  just  wonderful 
out  there  in  the  early  morning.  I  wouldn't 
have  missed  it  for  anything." 

"You  will  get  over  that  in  a  few  days. 
You  will  be  only  too  glad  to  stay  in  bed 
until  the  rising  bell  rings;  that  is,  unless 
you  are  going  for  a  sunrise  or  some- 
thing." 

"What's  that?" 

"A  bunch  of  girls  get  up  before  day- 
light and  go  out  on  the  Rim  and  watch 
the  sun  rise.  It  is  a  beautiful  sight  on  a 
clear  morning.  And  then  they  can't  come 
back  into  camp,  because  no  one  is  sup- 
posed to  make  any  noise  until  the  rising 
bell  rings.  So  the  leader  takes  them  on 
a  cross  country  hike  that  gets  them  back 
just  in  time  for  breakfast.  And  say,  if 
breakfast  doesn't  taste  good  after  a  walk 
like  that!  I  went  last  summer." 

"How  about  tomorrow  morning,  your 
gang  and  our  bunch?"  Sally  Jo  was  all 
eagerness. 

"We  ought  to  have  one  of  the  leaders, 
I  suppose,"  Nell  answered  dubiously.  "I 
don't  know  the  way  well  enough  to  lead 
a  hike  across  the  country." 

"Let's  wait  until  tonight  and  see  what 
the  weather  is  likely  to  be  tomorrow," 
suggested  Millie. 

"All  right,"  Sally  Jo  called  back  over 
her  shoulder,  "but  let's  make  it  soon." 

Babs  and  Lelia  were  up  and  dressed 
when  she  returned,  but  Miriam  v/as  still 
sleeping. 

"Girls,  it  is  almost  time  for  the  break- 
fast bell.  Isn't  Miriam  going  to  get  up?" 
"I  don't  know.  I  suppose  she  is.  We've 
wakened  her  twice,      but     she's      asleep 


again. 

She  will  hardly  have  time  to  dress  now. 
I'll  get  her  up.  I  will  wash  her  face  before 
she  is  awake  and  that  will  save  her  some 
time  afterward." 

"You  had  better  not,  Sally  Jo  Brenton." 
Miriam's  eyes  flew  open  and  she  jumped 
out  of  bed.  "Do  you  suppose  anybody 
could  sleep  long  when  you're  around?" 

"Not  when  I  don't  want  them  to," 
grinned  Sally  Jo  amiably.  "I  can  be  quiet 
when  I've  a  mind  to.  You  didn't  hear  me 
get  up  this  morning,  did  you? 

"I  didn't  hear  anybody  get  up.  Lelia 
and  Babs  have  been  rambling  around  the 
room  for  an  hour  or  more,  but  I  have 
managed  to  get  some  good  naps  in  be- 
tween the  interruptions." 

"I  think  you  have,"  Lelia  laughed. 
"What  time  did  you  get  up,  Sally  Jo?  I 
wakened  early  and  supposed  you  were  in 
bed,  but  when  I  got  up  you  were  gone. 
I  didn't  hear  you.  Where  were  you?" 

Sally  Jo  dropped  on  her  bed  and  began 
to  tell  them  something  of  what  she  had 
seen.  But  the  sound  of  the  breakfast  bell 
sent  them  hurrying  toward  the  dining 
room,  Miriam  Tolliver  trailing  along  in 
the  rear  putting  the  finishing  touches  to 
her  hasty  dressing. 

The  days  went  swiftly  by.  There  were 
picnics,  long  hikes,  and  swimming  after- 
noons. There  were  hours  in  the  craft  shop 
and  on  the  tennis  courts.  Every  minute 
was  filled  to  the  brim,  and  even  a  rainy 
day  could  not  dampen  the  spirits  of  the 
camp,  for  busy  minds  were  always  plan- 
ning something  new.  Impromptu  enter- 
tainments and  musicales  were  held  in  the 
cheery  assembly  hall  before  a  roaring  open 
fire.  There  was  plenty  of  real  talent 
among  the  girls  and  their  visiting  friends. 
But  it  was  not  very  long  before  each 
girl  learned  for  herself  that  at  the  heart 
of  it  all  was  Mrs.  Wilsie,  founder  of  the 
camp.  She  led  her  corps  of  workers  in  the 
one  great  purpose  of  her  life,  the  winning 
of  girls  to  know  and  love  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ.  Those  who  knew  Him,  came  to 
know  Him  better;  those  who  were  yet 
strangers  to  Him,  and  were  only  looking 
for  the  joys  of  camp  life  in  unusually  de- 
lightful surroundings,  found  quite  as 
warm  a  welcome  and  as  genial  an  atmos- 
phere. 

The  sincerity  and  winsomeness  of  the 
truly  Christian  life  drew  many  who  had 
never  before  seen  it.  Hearts  opened  as 
naturally  as  flowers  to  the  sun.  The 
Christian  atmosphere  was  all-pervading, 
yet  not  obtrusive. 

Every  girl  enjoyed  those  delightful  in- 
formal hours  each  night,  when  the  whole 
camp  family  met  together  to  talk  and 
sing,  or  to  listen  to  a  message  from  one 
of  the  leaders.  Sometimes  it  was  a  visiting 
speaker  invited  for  a  week.  But  the  one 
they  loved  most  of  all  to  hear  was  Mrs. 
Wilsie  herself,   whose      bright      presence 

The  Lighted  Pathway 


warmed  every  gathering. 

No  one  would  have  singled  out  Sally 
Jo  as  a  girl  with  a  "problem."  She  was 
happy,  she  entered  into  every  frolic  that 
offered,  and  she  seemed  satisfied  in  her 
spiritual  life.  But  Sally  Jo  knew  that 
there  was  a  problem  deep,  deep  down,  and 
she  longed  to  take  it  to  someone  whose 
love  and  wisdom  she  could  trust.  The  im- 
pulse to  go  to  Mrs.  Wilsie  grew  and  deep- 
ened. 

Each  day  she  stood  in  the  long  queue 
of  girls  waiting  their  turn  at  the  little 
camp  post  office,  and  one  day  there  were 
handed  her  two  letters.  One  was  from  her 
mother,  and  the  other,  forwarded  from 
her  home  address,  she  knew  at  a  glance 
was  from  Mr.  Barnett.  Her  eager  fingers 
grasped  the  letter  and  she  sped  away  to 
a  spot  alone.  She  had  a  feeling  that  she 
ought  to  read  her  mother's  letter  first, 
and  she  hastily  tore  it  open  and  devoured 
its  contents  in  a  minute.  Then  she  turned 
to  the  other  and  read  it  through  quickly, 
almost  breathlessly,  then  again,  weighing 
every  word. 

It  was  pleasant  and  interesting,  and 
there  were  some  expressions  of  regard — 
yes,  of  love, — more  than  he  had  ever  ven- 
tured before.  It  sent  a  flush  of  pleasure 
to  the  cheeks  of  the  girl,  and  her  eyes 
sparkled. 

"Must  be  good  news  in  that  letter," 
called  Nell's  merry  voice.  "Is  it  from 
him?" 

"Who?"  Sally  Jo  inquired  with  inno- 
cent surprise. 

"Oh,  just  him.  You  know,  your  him," 
Nell  laughed  as  she  passed  on. 

Again  came  the  remembrance  of  those 
words,  "Neither  hath  the  Lord  chosen 
this." 

Sally  Jo  stood  still,  wondering,  and  then 
she  made  a  sudden  resolve.  If  she  found  an 
opportunity  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Wilsie 
alone,  she  would  ask  to  have  a  little  talk 
with  her.  If  she  didn't,  well,  then  perhaps 
she  would  not.  She  never  had  felt  that 
she  could  tell  it  to  anyone,  but  surely 
this  woman  who  so  loved  and  understood 
girls,  and  who  knew  God  and  His  Word, 
could  help  her  to  understand  these  strange 
thoughts. 

She  glanced  at  the  letter  again  before 
she  slipped  it  into  the  envelope.  It  must 
be  almost  time  for  rest  hour,  and  she 
started  toward  Welikit.  On  sudden  im- 
pulse she  took  another  and  longer  path 
that  led  through  the  thick  and  beautiful 
woods  back  of  the  camp,  "Lovers'  Lane" 
they  sometimes  called  it. 

As  she  followed  the  winding  almost 
hidden  path,  she  came  face  to  face  with 
Mrs.  Wilsie.  It  startled  her,  as  she  instant- 
ly thought  of  the  resolve  made  only  i 
moment  before.  But  Mrs.  Wilsie  was  such 
a  busy  woman,  and  there  were  so  many 
wanting  to  see  her,  she  wondered  if  she 
dared  take  her  time  for  so  personal  a  mat- 


ter. She  was  probably  hurrying  now  to 
some  meeting  or  to  keep  an  appointment 
with  someone. 

Mrs.  Wilsie  seemed  to  be  in  no  particu- 
lar hurry.  She  paused  a  moment. 

"Isn't  this  a  beautiful  spot?"  she  asked. 
"Don't  you  love  that  view  through  the 
trees  from  here?" 

Sally  Jo's  gaze  followed  hers.  "It  is 
wonderful,"  she  breathed  softly,  seeming 
to  see  it  for  the  first  time. 

"Are  you  enjoying  it,  my  dear?"  The 
loving  brown  eyes  searched  hers  for  an 
instant  with  a  look  so  frank,  so  friendly, 
that  the  barrier  of  shyness  fell  away  from 
between  them. 

"Oh,  so  much."  The  words  came  from 
the  depths  of  the  girl's  heart. 

"I  am  glad  of  that,"  was  the  simple, 
sincere  reply.  "This  is  your  first  visit  to 
the  camp,  isn't  it? 

"Yes,"  Sally  Jo  answered,  and  then 
stood  hesitating.  She  wanted  so  much  to 
say  something  more,  but  did  not  know 
how  to  begin.  Here  was  her  opportunity 
and  it  might  be  gone  in  a  moment. 

"You  don't  intend  it  to  be  your  last, 
do  you?"  asked  the  musical  voice.  Again 
their  eyes  met  as  they  had  that  first  night 
in  the  camp,  and  a  hand  lay  lovingly  on 
the  girl's  arm.  "I  think  somebody  has  a 
problem;  way  down  back  of  those  eyes 
I  think  I  see  it.  Have  I  guessed  right?" 

"Yes,  Mrs.  Wilsie,  you  have.  I  have 
thought, — I  wish  I  could, — could  have  a 
talk  with  you  some  time." 

"Why  not  now?  There  is  no  time  like 
the  present.  Were  you  going  to  lie  down 
and  sleep  during  the  rest  hour?" 

"I  hadn't  thought  what  I  was  going 
to  do." 

"If  you  are  not  going  to  sleep, 
I  know  a  lovely  spot  out  away 
from  the  camp  where  we  can  talk  to  our 
hearts'  content  and  not  disturb  anybody. 
Would  you  like  to  do  that?" 

"Would  I?"  Sally  Jo  beamed.  "But  can 
you  spare  the  time,  and  don't  you  need 
your  rest  hour?" 

The  frail  little  lady  smiled  tenderly. 
"Perhaps  I  do,"  she  admitted.  "I'll  tell 
you.  We  will  meet  here  at  ten  minutes 
after  three  and  then  we  will  have  that 
walk  and  talk  and  we  can  be  alone  as 
long  as  we  like.  Will  that  suit  you,  or 
have  you  something  planned  for  after 
rest  hour  today?  We  can  go  now  you 
know,  if  you  wish.  We  have  just  time  to 
get  out  of  the  camp  before  the  bell  rings." 

"I  haven't  a  thing  in  the  world  I  want 
so  much  as  a  chance  to  have  a  talk  with 
you,"  Sally  Jo  burst  out  impulsively.  "But 
I  think  you  need  the  rest  hour.  I'll  be  so 
glad  to  meet  you  here  at  ten  after  three 
if  I  may." 

"Very  well.  We'll  be  here." 

And  the  bell  rang  as  they  started  on 
their  separate  ways. 

NOTE:  Any  one  desiring  the  previous 


chapters  of  this  story  may  send  5c  per 
copy  for  back  issues.  The  story  began  in 
October  issue.  Space  forbids  our  giving  a 
synopsis. 

(To  be  continued) 

AWAKE,   THOU    SLEEPER 

Mrs.  Willie  C.  Waters 

What  meanest  thou,  O  sleeper?  arise, 
call  upon  thy  God,  if  so  be  that  God  will 
think  upon  us,  that  we  perish  not,"  Jonah 
1:6. 

Can  you  imagine  this  morning  a  dis- 
tracted band  of  mariners  far  out  in  the 
sea  amid  a  great  storm?  Perhaps  a  num- 
ber of  them  serve  different  gods.  We  see 
them  this  morning  as  they  all  called  upon 
their  gods  one  by  one.  When  not  a  one 
seemed  to  answer  them,  they  became  even 
more  afraid.  Surely  they  said,  There  is 
someone  sleeping  who  does  not  know  of 
the  storm  who  serves  a  God  that  can 
save  us.  Then  they  begin  searching  for 
possible  sleepers.  Ah,  at  last  they  found 
Jonah.  True  it  is,  Jonah  was  running 
from  God,  but  he  was  sleeping  too. 

Young  people,  are  you  spiritually  sleep- 
ing while  those  about  you  are  lost  in  the 
storm  of  life?  Sometimes  I  study,  Am  I 
sleeping  while  my  friends  and  those  who 
work  around  me  are  lost  in  sin?  Amos  6: 
1,  "Woe  to  them  that  are  at  ease  in 
Zion." 

Luke  22:46,  "Why  sleep  ye?  rise  and 
pray,  lest  ye  enter  into  temptation."  Eph. 
5:14,  "Wherefore  he  said,  Awake  thou 
that  sleepest,  and  arise  from  the  dead,  and 
Christ  shall  give  thee  light." 

A  pitiful  thing  happened  to  me  a 
number  of  years  ago  and  I  was  so  glad 
that  I  wasn't  asleep.  One  night  I  met 
and  talked  to  a  young  woman  who  told 
me  she  was  lost  and  knew  her  life  was 
short.  The  occasion  slipped  my  mind  for 
a  while  to  visit  and  talk  to  this  young 
girl,  but  one  day  I  was  called  to  the  sick 
room.  I  didn't  even  know  this  person 
lived  close  to  me.  I  found  her  lying  on  a 
bed  slowly  dying  with  tuberculosis.  Day 
after  day  I  would  go  pray,  sing  and  read 
to  her,  until  finally  she  was  saved.  She 
told  me  of  her  pitiful,  degraded  life.  I 
ask  others  to  go  visit  her  and  some  did 
go.  She  did  not  live  long,  but  when  she 
died  she  left  a  testimony  that  made  me 
happy  that  I  wasn't  sleeping. 

The  thought  I  am  trying  to  get  to  you, 
dear  ones,  is  that  the  world  is  watching 
you.  Are  you  living  so  they  can  see  the 
Lord  you  are  serving  is  far  greater  than 
theirs? 

I  heard  a  minister  tell  a  sad  story  one 
time  and  it  made  him  weep  while  telling 
it.  Once  he  lived  neighbors  to  a  very  de- 
graded family.  Of  course,  he  nor  his  fam- 
ily could  associate  with  them.  One  of  the 
girls  took  seriously  ill  and  died  a  death  of 
shame.  He  told  of  how  he  went  over  and 
tried  to  comfort  the  poor  old  mother.  He 
thought  of  sending  flowers,   but  no,  he 
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had  not  given  them  while  she  was  living. 
He  had  not  spoken  one  word  to  try  to 
save  her  soul.  He  said  he  would  never  for- 
get his  neighbor  that  died  and  went  to 
hell. 

Young  people,  are  we  gathering  pre- 
cious gems  for  His  kingdom,  or  will  He 
come  and  find  us  sleeping  and  say  to 
us  as  He  did  unto  His  disciples  in  the 
Garden  of  Gethsemane,  "Sleep  on  now 
and  take  your  rest"?  Mark  14:41. 

THE  UNPARDONABLE  SIN 

Text:    1   John   15:16. 

We  find  many  people  who  want  to 
know  what  the  unpardonable  sin  is.  It 
would  be  very  hard  to  bring  this  down 
to  just  one  sin.  As  we  begin  to  look  into 
the  Scriptures,  we  find  more  than  just 
one  thing  that  will  lead  to  this.  Notice 
the  text,  1  John  5:16,  says,  if  any  man 
see  his  brother  sin  a  sin  which  is  not 
unto  death,  he  shall  ask,  and  he  shall  be 
forgiven.  There  is  a  sin  unto  death,  but 
most  people  do  not  commit  this  sin  unto 
death.  We  all,  or  most  every  one,  did 
commit  the  sin  that  we  can  get  forgive- 
ness for.  Notice  verse  13  and  you  will 
find  several  things  that  will  be  a  blessing 
for  you  to  read.  We  read  Hebrews  10:26, 
"For  if  we  sin  wilfully  after  we  have 
received  the  knowledge  of  the  truth, 
there  remaineth  no  more  sacrifice  for 
sins."  Many  of  our  people  believe  that 
when  a  person  receives  the  Holy  Ghost 
and  then  goes  back  on  God  that  he  is 
eternally  lost,  but  we  find  there's  a  dif- 
ference in  backsliding  and  blasphemy 
against  the  Holy  Ghost.  If  a  person  does 
this  he  will  find  himself  like  Esau  when 
he  sold  his  birthright  or  as  Judas  was 
when  he  betrayed  Jesus.  He  hanged  him- 
self, which  was  a  sin  unto  death.  He 
knew  that  Christ  was  the  Son  of  God. 
He  was  His  disciple  and  saw  His  mighty 
works.  He  saw  the  dead  raised,  the  blind 
healed,  and  many  other  things  that  we 
could  mention,  such  as  the  multitude 
fed.  Let  us  all  be  careful  that  we  do  not 
commit  the  sin  that  we  can't  get  for- 
giveness for.  Let's  live  the  life  that  God 
would  have  us  live.  Let's  be  on  the  look- 
out for  those  things  that  will  be  a  hin- 
drance to  man.  Blaspheming  the  Holy 
Ghost  is  not  forgiven. — David  Shepherd. 

Religion 

"Having  a  form  of  godliness  but  deny- 
ing the  power  thereof."  Destruction  is 
looming  on  the  horizon  of  every  young 
man's  and  young  woman's  life  who  fails 
to  seek  God  for  His  eternal  righteous- 
ness. Everlasting  punishment  is  inevitable 
for  those  who  continue  in  the  wicked 
paths  of  sin.  How  many  places  of  wor- 
ship welcome  the  presence  and  Spirit  of 
God?  Very  few  in  comparison  to  the 
number  of  edifices  constructed  for  the 
purpose  of  worshiping  God.  How  many 
ministers   of   the   gospel   today   advocate 


old  time  repentance  as  the  means  of  for- 
giveness of  sin?  Very  few  in  comparison 
to  the  number  who  call  themselves  minis- 
ters. 

Was  it  not  Bacon  who  said,  "Every 
day  is  doomsday"?  By  this  he  meant  that 
every  day  eternal  choices  are  being  made. 
The  temptations  of  today  are  as  great  or 
greater  than  those  of  any  other  day.  Many 
of  our  young  people  have  permitted  them- 
selves to  be  caught  in  the  whirlpool  of 
present-day  iniquity  and  are  being  whirled 
to  their  destruction.  We  have  never  lived 
in  an  age  like  this  before.  What  the  ulti- 
mate outcome  is  to  be  remains  to  be  seen. 

Every  young  person  should  arm  him- 
self with  the  whole  armor  of  God  and 
knowledge  of  God's  Word,  march  out  on 
the  battlefront  of  sin,  invade  the  enemy's 
territory  and  rescue  the  youth  that  is  per- 
ishing for  want  of  spiritual  life  because 
of  the  falseness  of  modern,  so-called  re- 
ligion. Shall  we? 


New  Gideons 

Tom   A.   Cox,    East   Alton,    111. 

Mary    Elizabeth    Smith,    Marianna,    Fla. 

Edna    Stauffer,    Reamstown,    Pa. 

Mary    Ray,    Sparta,    Tenn. 

A.    J.    Osban,    Aiken,    S.    C. 

Willie    Back,    Thornton,    Ky. 

Opal    Phillips,    Oakman,    Ga. 

Mrs.  Ruth  Ayers,   Rock  Hill,  S.  C. 

Laura    Ganey,    Danville,    Va. 

Mrs.    Delia    Laws,   Winchester,    Idaho. 

Mrs.    Henry   Seabolt,    Carl,   W.    Va. 

Clara    Neese,    Carlisle,    Pa. 

Sarah  Lue  Ball,   Knoxville,  Tenn. 

Mrs.  Pearl  Campbell,  Steelville,  Mo. 

William    Jeffries,    Waynesburg,    Pa. 

Ileen    Green,    Rossville,    III. 

Lora    Lee,    Cullman,    Ala. 

Lou  Gaye  Winesette,  Woodlawn,  Va. 

Mrs.  E.   E.  Willis,  Clifton,  S.  C. 

Loyal   Daniel,   Winter   Garden,    Fla. 

Helen   Montgomery,   York,   S.   C. 

Mrs.    A.    L.    Donald,    Newberry,    S.    C. 

Harry   Henderson,   Lindale,   Ga. 

Paul   Stover,    Monroe,    N.   C. 

Marcella    Maddox,    Vaucluse,    S.   C. 

Mrs.    Nellie    Sarius,    Ft.    Lauderdale,    Fla. 

Edith   Jenkins,    Seaford,    Del. 

Maggie   Rentz,   Varnville,   S.   C. 

Mrs.   Vida   Quarrels,   W.   Frankfort,   III. 

Sylvia   Stephens,    Chokoloskee,    Fla. 

Mrs.    Idne   Price,    Mountain   City,    Ga. 

Jenette    Bell,    White   House,    Fla. 

Mrs.   C.    A.    Drymon,    Jasper,    Fla. 

Clara    Thompson,    Hazlehurst,    Ga. 

Gene    Geiselbrech,    Lewiston,    Idaho. 

Mrs.    Ida    Grogan,    Spray,    N.   C. 

Dorothy    Arvidson,    Ryder,    N.    Dak. 

Dorothy    Harvey,    East   Stone   Gap,    Va. 

Ray   Morgan,   Pine   Grove,   W.    Va. 

Luella    Henthorn,    Sheridan,    Wyo. 

Clara   Stowers,    Baldwin    Park,    Calif. 

Mrs.    Rosa    Williamson,    Alabama   City,    Ala 

Launell    Crabtree,    Talladega,    Ala. 

Gertrude    Glyburn,    Kelleysville,    W.    Va. 

Lela  Sims,   Sevierville,  Tenn. 

Sarah    Leonard,    Henderson,    N.    C. 

Jessie   Mae   Fuller,   Henderson,   N.   C. 

D.   C.    Cobbs,   Sanderson,    Fla. 

Beatrice    Moore,    Unicoi,    Tenn. 

William    A.    Harmon,    Cropwell,    Ala. 

Annie    Belle    Silvers,    Oakman,    Ga. 

Lucille    Akers,    Matoaka,    W.    Va. 

Mrs.   C.   T.    White,   Charleston,   S.  C. 

Mrs.  Maudie  Lee,  Buchanan,  Ga. 

J.   E.   Brown,   Pensacola,  Fla. 

Lucy  Willard,   Christian,   W.  Va. 

Rowena  Petrea,  Somerset,  Pa. 

J.    M.    Dean,    Saxton,    S.    C. 

Mary    Kramalick,    Dover,    Pa. 

Wendell    Elms,    Carrier    Mills,    III. 

Eluie   Kent,   Paris,   Texas. 

Mrs.    Robert  Ours,   Cabins,   W.   Va. 

Zenus    Roberts,    Dahlonega.    Ga. 

Juanita    Diffie,    Bisbee,    Ariz.  . 

Pauline    Ellis,   Doddsville,   Miss. 

Mrs.   Dewey  Karch,   Mt.   Vernon,  111. 

Leroy   Griffen,   Clearwater,   S.   C. 

Mrs.   Harold  Henderson,   Kingsport,  Tenn. 

Evelyn    Williams,    Cosby,    Tenn. 

Lela    Murray,    Springville,    Ala. 

Martha    Hayes,    South    Miami,    Fla. 

Connor  B.  Hall,  Greenville,   S.  C. 

Evelyn   Crane,   Candler,   N.   C. 


Joan   Bretches,    Independence,    Kans. 

Olen   Peele,   Dillon,  S.  C. 

Darrel  Harmon,   St.   Louis,   Mo. 

Charles  Ball,    Enoree,   S.   C. 

Ola   Dean,   Spartanburg,   S.   C. 

Mildred    Foehand,    Shamrock,    Fla. 

Murrel    Allen,    Shamrock,    Fla. 

Henry   Homage,   Lake  Park,   Ga. 

Mrs.   T.   G.   Wright,   Cascilla,    Miss. 

Edward   Pickering,   Chicago,  111. 

Mrs.  Jesse  Childers,   Sophia,  W.  Va. 

Alva   Fuewell,   Bauxite,   Ark. 

Ninette   Creasman,   Black    Mountain,    N.    C. 

Florence   Parkinson,  Trelawney,   Jam.,  B.W.I. 

Thelma   Jackson,    Neeses,   S.   C. 

Mrs.  W.   G.  O'Quinn,  Baxley,  Ga. 

James    Beaty,    Smithfield,    N.    C. 

Mrs.   Ralph   Koshewitz,   Easton,   Md. 

Mildred    Blanton,    Clearwater,    Fla. 

Vera   Lyles,   Atlanta,   Ga. 

E.   C.   Taylor,   Tarpon   Springs,   Fla. 

Hazel   Harrison,   Urbana,   III. 

Mrs.    T.    Z.    Bennett,    Bowling   Green,    Fla. 

L.    D.    Bailey,    Glen    Morrison,   W.    Va. 

Mrs.    Margie    Meeks,    Clearwater,    Fla. 

Bess   Delores,   Bonne   Terre,   Mo. 

Mrs.  Alfred  H.  Ewell,  Gettysburg,  S.  Dak. 

Pauline    Hunt,    Jasper,    Fla. 

Jack  Martin,   Lebanon,   Ga. 

Fay  Stiefel,   Fyffe,   Ala. 

Virgie   Avery,   Lexington,   N.  C. 

Miss  Fay  Lewis,  Claremont,  111. 

Velma    Steele,    West   Huntsville,    Ala. 

Betty   Palmer,   Los   Angeles,   Calif. 

Betty    Bassham,    Road    Fork,    Ky. 

Edna  Anders,   Asheville,  N.  C. 

Helen    Billeter,    Niles,    Ohio. 

Isabel   Soden,    E.    St.    Louis,    111. 

Lonnie   Dooley,   Pelzer,   S.   C. 

Mrs.    Leon    Griffith,    Anniston,    Ala. 


To  be  a  Gideon  you  may  order  a  roll  of  THE 
LIGHTED  PATHWAY  and  send  in  ?1.00  in  thirty 
days.  When  all  the  papers  are  sold  at  10c  each  you 
make  a  profit  of  40c  on  each  roll.  You  may  order 
more  than  one  roll  if  you  like.  Why  not  be  one 
of  the  number  who  is  going  to  put  THE  LIGHT- 
ED PATHWAY  over  the  top  this  year?  Read 
the    7th    chapter    of    Judges. 
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The  Lighted  Pathway 


A  German  newspaper  some  time  ago 
forecast  Lindbergh  as  a  1940  candidate 
for  president.  He  would  have  had  the  sup- 
port of  Hitler  abroad  and  the  German 
Bund  at  home.  Senator  Pepper  of  Florida, 
after  Lindbergh's  last  speech,  called  him 
"Chief  of  the  Fifth  Columnists." 

German  and  Italian  influence  is  strong 
in  certain  South  American  republics  lo 
the  extent  that  we  would  be  reckless  to 
depend  upon  them  as  partners  with  Unc'.c 
Sam. 

But  the  Latin  American  nations  on 
whose  friendship  we  can  rely,  an  observer 
has  listed  Venezuela,  Ecuador,  Panama, 
Haiti,  and  the  Dominican  Republic.  This 
country  can  readily  assume  that  Axis  in- 
trigue is  more  pronounced  in  Latin 
America  than  any  "confidential  reports" 
can  indicate,  for  Norway,  Holland,  Den- 
mark, France  and  Belgium  were  aston- 
ished, too  late,  to  learn  how  the  perni- 
cious Nazi  network  had  spread. 

This  was  expressed  by  an  exchange  one 
month  ago:  Can  any  American  read  the 
reports  of  what  is  happening  in  London 
and  still  be  persuaded  that  whatever  hap- 
pens to  the  British  people  is  no  concern 
of  his? 

The  issue  the  American  people  must 
face,  while  there  is  yet  time  to  face  it  and 
make  the  only  decision  worthy  of  free 
men,  is  whether  the  scourge  of  the  Ger- 
man and  Italian  dictatorships  is  to  be 
stamped  out. 

If  it  is  not  destroyed,  human  liberty, 
as  we  have  known  it,  will  die.  If  it  is  not 
destroyed,  every  American  will  lose,  per- 
haps slowly  but  inevitably  and  complete- 
ly, those  privileges  of  living  decently 
which  have  given  to  mankind  at  least 
the  promise  and  the  hope  of  brotherhood. 

Men,  women,  and  children  are  dying 
in  London  as  these  words  are  written; 
others  will  be  dying  when  these  words  are 
read.  What  is  being  destroyed  along  with 
the  fine  homes  of  the  wealthy  and  the 
hovels  of  the  poor  is  a  way  of  life;  for  if 
the  British  Isles  are  conquered,  democracy 
on  the  Continent  of  Europe  will  have 
been  snuffed  out  and  many  lifetimes  will 
have  passed  before  the  lights  are  turned 
up  again. 

Ten  years  ago  German  youths  had  their 
problems  and  Hitler  took  advantage  of 
the  situation.  He  told  German  youth  that 
it  represented  the  finest  generation  in  all 
history.  He  told  German  youth  that  it 
had  a  right  to  everything  it  wanted. 
German  youth  had  a  right  to  own  and 
rule  the  world,  youth  is  responsive  to  ap- 
peal, so  what  will  we  tell  the  youth  of  the 
Church  of  God? 


"Londoners  are  tougher  than  Hitler 
ever  imagined  they  could  be.  The  com- 
monplace little  cockneys  of  the  East  Side, 
thumbing  their  noses  at  the  German 
bombers,  prove  tougher  and  steadier  than 
any  army  or  defense  system  the  Nazi 
forces  have  yet  encountered.  Even  though 
their  gray  old  city  is  pounded  to  bits, 
these  people  will  not  be  beaten  because 
they    will    never   admit    they    are    beaten 

In   total   war   in   the   important 

line  of  defense  is  not  armies,  but  people. 
....  To  be  strong,  ships  and  airfleets 
and  trained  men  are  essential;  but  never 
in  any  war  of  the  past  has  the  strength 
of  nations  rested  so  completely  on  the 
will  and  spirit  of  ordinary  people."  The 
"wall  of  quivering  flesh  and  stubborn 
spirit"  is  proving  the  best  defense.  "The 
invincible  fortifications  built  by  man 
have  crumbled — but  man  himself  is  the 
line  that  holds." — Editorial,  N.  Y.  Times. 

We  look  for  the  reopening  of  the  Bur- 
ma Road,  temporarily  closed  while  Britain 
was  trying  to  get  in  to  the  good  graces 
of  Japan.  Australia  and  New  Zealand  will 
probably  be  cutting  down  trade  with  Ja- 
pan and  increasing  it  with  China.  Our 
country  will  probably  conclude  an  ar- 
rangement with  London  to  give  us  the  use 
of  Singapore  and  other  bases  in  the  Pa- 
cific. Unless  Russia  cuts  off  supplies  to 
Chungking,  the  Chinese  will  more  vigor- 
ously press  the  warfare  on  both  the  Peip- 
ing  and  the  Indo-China  fronts.  Wash- 
ington will  be  a  bit  more  cautious  and  at 
the  same  time  refrain  from  any  more  at- 
tempts at  appeasement. — The  Presbyte- 
rian. 

All  aliens  in  America  are  now  being 
registered,  and  fingerprinted.  There  are 
approximately  3,600,000  who  are  subject 
to  the  registration  act.  Registration  will 
be  a  protection  to  aliens  who  are  lawful- 
ly in  this  country,  but  it  may  lead  to  the 
discovery  of  such  as  have  entered  the 
United  States  unlawfully. — The  United 
Presbyterian. 

America  has  been  a  good  neighbor  in 
the  community  of  nations.  No  weak  na- 
tion fears  our  power.  When  we  wanted 
Louisiana,  we  bought  it  from  France  for 
$15,000,000;  when  we  wanted  Florida, 
we  bought  it  from  Spain  for  $5,000,000; 
when  we  wanted  Alaska,  we  bought  it 
from  Russia  for  $7,200,000;  when  we 
wanted  the  Virgin  Islands,  we  bought 
them  from  Denmark  for  $2  5,000,000; 
when  we  wanted  the  Panama  Canal  Zone, 
we  bought  it  for  $40,000,000  to  the 
French  company  and  $10,000,000  to  the 
Republic  of  Panama  and  an  annual  rent- 
al, beginning  in  1912,  of  $250,000  to  the 
Panama  Republic. 


We  gained  Texas  by  treaty  and  re- 
quested annexation.  We  drove  the  brutal 
Spanish  tyrant  off,  gave  Cuba  her  free- 
dom. To  Puerto  Rico  we  sent  such  edu- 
cators as  Governor  Brumbaugh  of  Penn- 
sylvania, to  the  Philippines  such  jurists 
as  the  late  President  Taft. 

Germany  wanted  Austria,  Czechoslo- 
vakia, Poland,  Belgium,  Holland;  how  did 
she  get  what  she  wanted? 

There  are  many  newspapers  in  America 
published  in  the  German  langauge  that 
are  spending  all  their  energies  to  pave  the 
way  for  an  easy  conquest  of  democracy 
in  America  when  and  if  Hitler  comes. 

A  quotation  from  a  German-American 
newspaper  published  in  this  country,  that 
like  the  others,  uses  for  its  news,  a  news 
service  that  comes  from  Goebbel's  Nazi 
propaganda  headquarters,  called  "Trans- 
cean,"  confesses  it  is  intended  to  correct 
reports   of   American    news    agencies. 

The  quotation  is  from  an  editorial  in 
the  Deutsche  Weckrug  and  Beckachter 
published  in  America. 

(  "WE  ARE  STILL  GERMANS" 
"Ever  since  their  arrival  in  America, 
the  Germans  have  had  to  struggle  to 
maintain  their  racial  coalition  ....  We 
are  still  facing  a  broken-down  German- 
dom,  but — it  won't  be  long  now  .... 
We  shall  live  once  more!  Would  we  be 
Germans  otherwise?  Patience!  Just  a  little 
more  patience!  And  it  will  come  to  pass! 
.  .  .  .  We  must  also  determine  that 
here,  as  in  our  homeland,  we  shall  forever 
retain  our  own  individuality  and  our  own 
German    ways  .... 

"Even  though  we  live  in  America  we 
are  still  Germans  ....  If  the  state 
.  .  .  fails  to  protect  our  heritage  .... 
we  shall  arrogate  to  ourselves  the  right 
to  take  the  protection  of  our  racial  herit- 
age into  our  own  hands  .... 

"Somebody  must  lead,  and  somebody 
must  take  matters  in  hand.  There  exists 
....  one  organization  capable  of  form- 
ing the  vanguard  of  this  struggle — the 
Amerika — Deutsche  Voksbund.  This  or- 
ganization will  prepare  the  road  towards 
a  new  future.  In  the  first  place,  it  mus- 
ters in  the  ranks  men  willing  to  become 
martyrs  and,  secondly,  it  knows  what  it 
wants.  To  a  certain  degree,  it  is  the  in- 
heritor of  the  German-American  Nation- 
al Alliance,  just  as  we  are  meant  to  be  the 
inheritors  of  cultural  autonomy." 

The  profession  pacifist  types  of  mind 
which  seek  "peace  at  any  price"  have 
tragic  examples  of  what  their  ideals  lead 
to  in  Europe,  which  is  now  reaping  the 
whirlwind  sown  by  pacifism  at  Munich 
and  through  the  years  preceding  that 
tragic  mistake. — Rear  Admiral  Wood- 
ward. 
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Assortment  No.  P-27  offers  five 
folders  of  five  beautiful,  distinctive 
designs.  They  are  printed  in  full  color 
offset  on  generous-sized  43/8  x  5'/i  inch 
stock.  All  have  dainty  touches  of  sil- 
ver highlighting  effects  done  by  our 
popular  virko-typing  process,  appro- 
priate designs  of  a  general  nature  and 
suitable  to  be  sent  to  your  most  dis- 
criminating friends. 

Warm,  cheery  sentiments  in  the 
true  Christmas  spirit  are  artistically 
printed  from  hand-lettered  plates,  and 
make  these  folders  outstanding  in  ev- 
ery detail.  Assortment  No.  P-27  does 
not  have  Scripture  texts.  The  senti- 
ments  are  dignified  and  meaningful. 

This  assortment  is  sold  only  in  mul- 
tiples of  twenty-five  folders  assorted, 
and  you  get  the  twenty-five  folders 
with  your  name  printed  on  them  for 
only  $1.00.  Should  you  need  fifty,  sev- 
enty-five, or  one  hundred,  just  add 
$1.00  extra  for  each  additional  twen- 
ty-five folders;  in  other  words,  one 
hundred  of  these  folders  with  your 
name  printed  on  them  would  cost  you 
$4.00.  Envelopes  are  furnished. 

Send  your  orders  in  early!  Be  sure 
to  write  plainly  and  spell  the  name 
correctly  just  as  you  want  it  to  appear 
on  these  folders.  Order  P-27  for  our 
outstanding  assortment  of  twenty-five 
non-Scripture  folders  with  your  name 
on  for  $1.00. 


50  Christmas  Folders  with 
Envelopes  for  $1.00 

This  Economy  Assortment  No.  P-28 
offers  an  outstanding  value  of  fifty 
Christmas  folders,  size  41/&x4V£  inches, 
giving  you  ten  each  of  five  beautiful 
designs — all  for  $1.00  with  your  name 
printed  on  them.  This  assortment  is 
especially  suitable  for  those  who  have 
a  large  list  of  friends  or  acquaintances 
to  remember  at  Christmas  time. 

Five  attractive  Christmas  designs, 
including  fireplace,  doorway,  candles, 
home  and  snow  scenes,  and  wise  men. 
Interior  decorations  enhance  the  value 
of  these  folders.  Bright  and  meaning- 
ful sentiments  are  used.  Furnished 
complete,  fifty  in  a  box  with  envelopes, 
and  your  name  printed  on  each  folder 
for  $1.00. 

Order  Assortment  No.  P-28  for  our 
outstanding  value.  Each  additional 
fifty  folders,  $1.00  extra.  Offered 
assorted  only.  Assortment  No.  P-28 
is  not  furnished  with  Scripture  texts. 

Send  your  orders  in  early  to  assure 
prompt  service.  Write  or  print  your 
name   as   you   want   it   to   appear   on 

these  folders,  being  sure  that  every  word  ana  letter  is  legible,    lou  can  remember  more  of  your  irienas  inis  year  now  tnat 

you  can  secure  these  beautiful  folders  at  so  low  a  price. 

CHURCH  OF  GOD  PUBLISHING  HOUSE,  Cleveland,  Tenn.  Please  send  me  the  cards 
listed.  Only  one  imprint  to  each  order  of  cards.  Your  choice  of  either  25  cards  for  £1.00 
of  the   Economy   Assortment  of    50   cards   for   $1.00. 


MAIL  ORDER  BLANK 

Fill  out  order  blank  at  right  and  pin 
a  $1.00  bill  to  it.  Be  sure  to  write  or 
print  your  name  plainly. 

5    cards    each    of    the    25    assortment;     10    cards    of    each 
design  of  the   50   assortment. 

Order  Cards  by  Number 
PLACE  YOUR  ORDER  EARLY 


No.  of  Order 


Imprint  of  Name 


Name  _ 
Address 
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